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But if Fate the ſucceſs fo order ſhall,. W TIEN 
That by your Rivals Sword you thance- to fall: 
I then (as honour, juſtly will command, ) 

Inſpir'd by Friendſhip and 7zmandra's Name, 
Will bravly ſtem him,; and: with this bold hand 

Revenge, or fall a keen np ore nes. - _- 

Th. Oh noble generous-Youth,/- whole tender years, 

' Such gallant courage and ſuch honour wear ! | 
How can my aymes but.in-my wiſhes end, Semdrce hins. 
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Nor make diſadvantagious peace for fear; 
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Friendſhip to ſuch a queries ſhould riſe, 
As their deyotion does in Sacrifice; © 
_ think they ſhew a zeal remiſs and ſmall, 
Except- qurnynotnder-w- 1p repre fi 
With as great courage could I for you dye, 
And my babe car we to Heav'n ſhould fly ;" 
There I again would renewj” ' | 
And lay "Ep chick way 0] 6 Y- for you. * 
Tim, 6 ſights docs does Propeinp take ! 
Beyond what Fa a ee, of fancy track 
Tis the improvement. of the part divine, 
When Souls in their  ſrandlhg _—_ bm 
I ſouls united, 'ſo,we frien 
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Alcib, What aiery Viſions o're.my eyest e 'move, 
Like the, good genius of an abſent Love! © | 
Where e're I turn me, 1 methink 
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When to.the Jorge Camp you took! = fgbt, 
When by the Senate: you were-drove, 
Both to forſakg.youg..Country-and. your Lave, 
Timandra, an wy felf, and. we wereffate -_ 


In her Apartment, gr for om fate-: 
No ſooner with if its as oh 


Her wearied ſoul in flee pronght a _ reft, 

But grief new Scenes:of Avant brought in, 

And plaid in Dreams its harrours 0're.agen : . 
Sometimes hegtender Arms ſhe'd) d Gretch; 
Then fiercely at ror iy ie ayr catch 
Wor wi 06d ga ty» Ot be, 
And in a hallow ous, | 
At laſt ſhe roſe, agd heChamber watkts 
Sometimes-ſhe eye ſtood-till and talkt- 
Anon, repeat ſome ſhort a6 picky pra pray'r's ; 
Agen grow wild, and tear he 
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Enter Timandrs.-./ 
Tim. That Siryoumaſi ns r muſt tes en px] 
Why fly youback2 nay, if you ſhun me' now 
I _ row-apt to think my:- 8't0g true. 
{cib. Oh Heavens?: does car Timandra live! © 
The Joy's too mig har ror 4 | 
This was the bliſs Heav'n'had to:give. 
How raſhly Wm my impious rage proptiane 
Your Goodneſs! oh but waſh-uway that tain, 
Then I with Vitimes will your 'Altars load, 
And have a Sacrifice for ev'ry God. 
Till by thoſe holy fires, this/black offence © 
Be'purg'd and puriffd to Innocence, | 
But deareſt, how could you-ſ0 cruel be, 
To let ſuch blis be dreſt in miſery ' 
To tell me. you were dead:!. | 
How could you think but *th'horror of that ona 
Muſt damp my-ſoul, and chill-me into deattr 2 
Tim. Alas, my fears. could find'out-go relief, 
But thus t'aſlault'you in the garb of grief ; 
This tryal of your Faith my Joy'fecures,' 
As ors uſher in - pain | 
Alcib. Let us.no longer then to ve Way, 
But haſte to th'Conſummation of our —_ | 
So-with our bright united/flames, diſpel 
Thoſe anxious miſts thaton-our boſoms dwell, 
Being of no other Jealouhe polleſt 
But which ſhall kindeft pry the beſt. 
Tim. And when our inbful hapy be heckes ſhall be . 
Firmer uniced by that ſacred rvo'red net Gott oy 
How in an endleſs Roadef 
Steering our motions'by:our A bene i 
There we with pleaſure wilbrecount. edch woe - 
Which we have paſs't, andothers andergo. - 
There we'll. reflect o'/varjous | a” om 9 6 yh fears, | 
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And make her to Loves arear Vieories TT, 
Th'A)mighty pow'r of Heav'n came down from therice, 
To tafte the ſweets of am'rous Excellence: -- 
Why then ſhould that are Gods below, | 
Think that a fin, which Heav'n.is p 
Ard. But Madan, is" 
T'abuſe a Loving* and kind King 
Qs, Dull Girl, thou knoweft not what a Hutband is 
Alas, they never reach the height of Vliſs, - 
But igaorantly with Loves Magic 
Till they raiſe ſpirits er rae 
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Ard, Madam, di but: 
Both what is to-your $ pan and Honour 

Qz. Honour ! a very, word ; pay 1 ber 
. How dully wretched is the Slave to 
Give me the Soul. that's large and\ungonfin'd ;. 
Free as the Air, and boundleſs as the Wind :. - -. © 
Nature was then''in, her firſt exce nce, . 
When undiſturh'd with puny Conſcience, 
Man's Sacrifice was plealure, hisGod, ſenſe. 
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Wizonda your Royal preſence in his Tent. 

Qu. I go——— [Extunt Qu. and Ard.- 

Tifſ. Now all is Ripe, methinks I ſee... 
Treaſon walk: hand.in hand with Deſtiny, 
And both in a kind.Aſpe& fmile on,me., 
Now the whole Court proceeds ta ſolemmze.. 
The'Npptials of proud Alcibiades, 
Where eyv'ry thing doesas I'd wiſh combine, | 
To give a happy end to my delign.. 
It is the cuſtom at a Marriage Feaſt, 
The Bridegroom 
= a full Bowl. preſents wy .gueſt... 
The Cups by my great ene, | 
With trongeſt "> dom pr Fi vy 
Which when, ll Methiedes hall being, . 
And offer as-his EY 1 108. 
The Poylon, ang his Eo ſeam, | 
Fully a Traytero 
Then muſt the Crown « pea Eran, 
I teaſt my Rage, and amy, Ambigi 
Let Cowards its ſtart x 
| Remorſe hasſt ran 
I can look on 
As Prieſts be 
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Love vyes his Triumphs with the God of , War | 
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Hymen 'Daxce. 
The Dance ended, Enter wy 
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Cho. No tears but thoſe of Joy, no pantings. but of . bliſs: - 
Prieſteſs. Yes, yes by love gone we ſce. 

On Earth the glories 0/ | | 
For 'tis the greateſt wor above... io $A toro 
To be Innocent and Love, _. 5 

Thoſe then that oh of noBly. here, . 

What raviſhing th Aucpubipe ji | 

Cho, Whoon the NT, Love, 
Met ret OY wie. 22 
Prieſt. Let's then; oe: 

ink'd 
way PS33 i} *, ST 


Wl 918-2091 Ts bs 
Ro aq 257150 >, :1Þr £998 

elm bngeR- 0615 1187's 
p r; ; FreE Thy »ot t wok 
wins 4 oP (Ys: 9.5 
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16 | Oratge G 
hilt this Chorus v1 finging,” ym as wiehd ib Gi Tv a 
joins theit Wands with a WWrebt# of Reſet, whith the Priefteſs * 
ſtrikes with HerBNOb's and ans," few rBeg Y* 5 bor fres wp> 
on the "Ala: © : 
This Ceremony entlet" FD dit \perforntd h Tor Priefic =; 
' Prieſteſſes of H) ymuen, .all carrying in their hands ſhort Spears 
offl'd with floivers-anil boughs of fruit, after which a Bowl is 
brought"; and prefentetlts Alc Iades, who immediately upon 
the reveipt hiws to the Koig) wh d difeenty with the Queen, and , 
recerves un Bowl yay 
XA, To fhew-how MUSE T have Drawing near to 
For ev'ry thingee Doye?' is, and brave, + Tiſſaphernes. 
This goal honour only due'to me, 
Thus. Tiſſaphernes TO Ae. [Preſents him the Bowl. 
Tf or! What meahs ehis 
-Nay, do not | 
' It is "rhe offering of a gratef ſheart : 
- Come drink to ſucta depthas may expreſs 
Thy wiſhes for their Joy, and'Sparta's bappinels. 
Tif.'l muſt obey your Majeſty=—— 
[ Proffering to drink, tets fall the Bowl, and 
feems to Swoun back. 
Pat, Alas my Fathert' ' - -* 
XK. — —How fares our worthy Friend? 
Hence quickly for our chief Ph SM ſend. 
So much this Aged Herol eſt 
I rather could part with my Crgwn than him. 
Tiff. My by th, Jr on help than this, fanth, 


That The Wien 
ian Foros art 


Of if, ye 
Without the G Gates s rhip 


As wn IErous 
egin the ge 


wr! ern; « Can > Aa 
With my late freſh { of Perftan Horſe. 
Their Fate tiny, yet [ldelay — "van 
Prepare to fight 'em in this Eyery ho 
I'd have this day hereafter famous "re 
For the Regowi of: Love' ind Vis. 
Showts. from er Enter another Offer 
2d. Off. The Enemy, Sit,doeson thePlain ap oe 
And with Re-ecchoing ſhontings pierce the 
X., So Beaſts: | ere they fall, 
With their own Belfwiny cl FTanzfal.” 


3 F 


4 Finis Alter: Secund;. 


"I i16>-. 


The Camp. 
vo apbernes, wal 
Tiff. Urſe on mpg ipgard Stars, they were: fo poor, - 
E Thatmy prov'dgreater thinrheit , 
My: fury had begot ſo vaſt-a Birth, 
Fate wanted cog eng origi fort 


That ſprightly fold darts: ey 
Oh that 1 might on 

Could but. | one 

To. fend it hs into ct 


ACT LS CBNB:E 


nb WER. 

Athens now feels he, iof 

- A Pow'r ie Os theirs, vided, ca 

I may tumu ruoug umn” = 

But ad re oleh Oe | 

x. In States thoſe mogſtrqus 

Of private int'reſt mani 8 1 
'Tis true, when 10 their, hands x a nile, they. gain, 
They know towuſe that power, .not. maintain, 
Like Pyrats in a Fleet ,, a,while:they. may } - 
Seem dreadful , but when by ſome.juſter/for 

Qppos "0th 

Each his OW ſafety, ſeeks, and ſhrinks away. 

Tiff. You Sir have Vanquiſh'd Emp'rours, Fetter'd Kings: . 

States are- hich mean, , ard deſpicable thin 

| Compar'd with odber, glorys y aye'@wbdu'd, 
Their Conqueſt ſeems nd a Toft Interltde. 


Trumpets from far ſound a Retreat. 


Enter yore er. 
ute,Sir, yout G are cam leat, 
The ck Thee cpaure Ply , bs 


kewl makes a faint Retreat : 
Victory, bluſhing the Fre /*or Ba more, could do, 
With a full wi flight to You. 

X. Thus Deidamia are our withes Crown'd, 
Love and Renown in the ſame Sphear go round : 
Our laſting Loves draw laſting ViRories, | 
Whilſt ns takes his flame from Beauties Ns, 


| Enter another Meſſenger. 

. 24. Mef. Thus hourly, Sir, freſhglorys you receive, 
. Atheps::09 more's your Enemy, but Slave. 

Like the fag Ruios: of .a-Hurricane, 


Their totter'd Troops ar ſcatter d o're the Plain, 
And ders Pane alot 


#. Relate, how went the bus'neſs &f the Day ? 
f. Brave big Rene cove 
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wry at = ngurny he pry vec monkey hl. 

His loſs did ſo amaze the. 

That in diſorder they began to 

Yet brave Theramnes Rally'd in choir bead, 

Though fo theit fate-was «while delay'd, F 

For by _ Gen _ my ive: made. 

And whic they renew 

With hi 2 pt Foes on o'kew, 4 

It had been Barbariſm to 

Then fair 7;mandra,who fur tadbeen- 

An anxious lookes on this Tragick Scene, - . 

With all the arid. by. could; or love - nor 

Flies to congratulate her'\Conqu* "La DO 

Now both in ſolgak Triumph ot: inove,” 19 195 157 

To Crown your Glorysas youCrown' rheioLove: | 

Trumpets. Enter IN 
_— aryl. Alcibiades kueels. to 


X. Sir, of your 'brav'ty” heard, * 
So much above the power wrt of kewid; — LE Re 


It were bur jat'rhae bould + los.) 4999. 
And offer up acknowledginents to y lM rg; 
uo uoY 5460) WOrt 


if nd 
IF, = p % EY 


— 


Alcib. Conqure 


= 


$20, 
1 ſhould have 
And _ bare » 

Alcib, Sir, cn rey oy teak enc 
When all nt _ loſolence. _ G 
Whence does it ſpri , 

The. ——From w $ Jour bli youdrawy, 

Love, that ne're clog'd his Profelytes with Law. 
I lov'd this fair Oge firſt, and/you muſt know 
PII love her ſtill; And what's all that to you ? 

Alcib. This Rudenefs, Sir, my,fury can'r engage, 
Y ouare ill-manner'd,.and benearh my. Rage.: 

The. But know, I'll follow-ſtill-ray hate to thee ; - 

Nor ſhall my Chains obfitu@ thy Deſtiny. : 
Thou did'ſt ſupplant me in. 7:masdrg's Love, 
For which I gave thy Glories a Remove ; 
And on thy Ruins made my ſelf-moregreat : 
But ſince my wiſhes Fate, would. not.compleat, 
My Fury with, my Forcune than'r decreaſe, | 
FII till purſue - Life and Happineſs - 

= Tr5d Deſpairs, dark Arts, thy ball deſign, 

Il in by blood L ris L write 7;mandrg,mige. k 
Alcib. Rave on; know.gf. yaur rhxwats.no ſenſe 1 feel, 
I'd laugh-at'em, ver TP ſmile. 

X.. But I'll take care thas he ſhall berter knw, 
What 'tis a Captive for-his Liſe daes-owe. 
How dare ou offer let 8 | Injuries? 
is Galla Sanopulee 2-1 


| a hot Frenay r reigns. 
We EIS, 


I have a 206 can | er Wi 0 Weg oh A # 11 
or Wor git ni Ene 2s) 

older, > {EvirGnurded 

ies nal Cont hn | 

OW 1.” 

JLAGs x wi oy 

Þ.. of ol 


WoT 110" bail Abel 


2 
ſt 


Aki. Ad Ie 
That Power which wow tf 
Thus happy by your great ] adulgenc 

In Joyes fo ,n Ar 
Your f {Gries ere 

Till you forget 
But how Jars To Tr 
Who only borrow my Lowe 1.8 f - [Pointing toPat. 
This is chat Noble Your, , who, when'T ſtood 
Beſct on every ide with death and blood: 
To my relief ſuch gen'rous fuccour beau gh, . 
And things ſo nc >aboyPevtl won nr Og 

Pat. You, Sir, that taught me'Friendſhip, taught me too, 
How RA tht ered Tine due. © - 
No, Sir, if your at | 
Though thouſand deaths out out * : 
And Conquer all, or" brave Jen 

Alcib. In Gallantry'y | =; 
That I grow faint, and f eh 
Yet that return acee] nce* 
ys is ſo reat if no expref 


0 


: hernes, 's 
In ſuch a San, Oo fuch «Fi 
Thus from thy Rev're F 
And with their pi 
Tiff. 1n this warm C 
Tilt Fate ſhall COME ar 


; ſhall b be repay'd-. . 
| ys ba me? 


"8 A ove, . 
We nothin elſe in grati .can 
Then _ _ a Xn to et ; 
Drax. What. I liave done, Sir, never had regard - 
To that Siniſter thing we call Reward. . -. 
Good deeds their worth and value have ſrom hence, 
They their own Glory are and Recompence. 
Alcib. Bur Siſter, if I might one Queſtion move ? 
Drax, Your pleaſure, Sir 2- | 
Alcib. Could you not Madam - Love 2 
The Friend in whom I'm happy, ſince I came, 
In honours as'renown'd as 1n his Name. 
He, when I to him often would rejate 
The fad adventures of my Loveand Fate; 
So much your Gallant. Free ded admire, 
That with your Chafatter he grew on fire; 
And bears a flame ſo noble and ſublime, 
As not to love again would. be @ crime, 
Drax. Sir, that's a I now SfonF. 
Love rare. omen OY Rakes ce... 
Nor muſt acknowledge as my, due, 
Which-was bet aps ' Com to. you : 
If any thing in me he. can-approve, ,, | 
I may believe it habe, not-Love... . 
Alcib. 1 ſhall. ng more. your ty offend : 
Pardon aforward. eal to, cerve yY riend. 

But if ought add a. bleſligg, tw to-ſce ro20 
You made as happy. as Jon have made ne... . [Exeunt- 
Enter Tiſlaphernes. and.Pazroclus. 

Tif. D'you urs: hopipnn p Se Jo7e, done 2 . 
Have you conſider'd that you are. my\9an 2 ” 

Pat. Sir, 'Tis g TV ; 

7if. How can yourheadekeend arab, : 
That blot myGlvy ed ial me de Ty 
Whilſt thus. Your | dau by & witt.ol abnog cf 
The only I Tray 91h 47. I tat 


' ikr _ git Lo © 
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anc: the: Man.) 


never 
Pal my hopes, it, 
Sunhappy to. be 
Rather than in my, 


Id raze it from LINE ks ing _ 
Tifſ. Stay, leſt. you wh ace too raſh'a doom : 
Believe it 15 4 blow will, wo You home. 
But I, will UN — | 
What gen'rous reſolution you ex &s, - 
Know then you muſt hate Alcibiades. 
Pat, Protect me Heay'n || can you command that 1 
Should break that knot you did-fo lately tye! 
Was't not your love that did our friendſhip joyn 2 
Did not your kind embraces ſecond mine. 
Tif. Embraces! Love! and Kindneſs! what are theſe? 
Fhe outward varniſh, that ourhearts diſguiſe; '” 
Haſt thou ſo long with Courts converſant been; 


The various turns of power-and greatnels ſeen, | 
And haſt thou not. chis ſtory yer faund; - 


Always to OE we meanto-wournt > 


cs Obins te him, nay and kit} him too. 


Whereof- 
In that I 


"24 * MMibiades. - 
By all th'endearments of a Filiat- love; + +> [tncels. 
And if that charm Gags pare Pay pity move; I 
By my-dear Mothers Ghoſt, whoſe dying pray'r 
| ueath'd me her chief treaſure to' your care, 
This unjuſt cruel enmity y-down, 
And do not in his Friend: deſtroy your Son. . » 
On the paſt brav'ry-of your youth look back, - 
There the bright _ of all your Triumphs crack: 
Think what wil thoſe Glories to exchange, 
For a baſe brutal infamous 
Oh, Sir, recall, recall the dire decree, 
'Tis ſuch adeed as Fate will fhriak to ſee. 
Ti. Then 'tis the fitter to be done by me. 
Give this unmanly Childiſh pity o're, 
Or ne're preſume to call me-Father more. 
Pat, Then-ſee how I refign that int'reſt here: [ri/es. 
Thus all the bonds of Duty-canceF'd' are. 
* Whilſt ſuch black. horroursin-your ſoul I ſee, 
- are not m FR _ my Enemy. 
ow againſt me let all your vengeance come, 
Thus p. my breaſt for your revenge has room. 
Brave Alcibiades, ———— 1 
No, ſince ſuch barbarous-tniſchiefs you 'tere do, 
[il dy for him, but ſeorn/tolive for you!” 
Why don't you ſtrike, Sir 2 is your rage n faint ? 
Tifſ. 1 fear 've'too much triff'd with this Boy ; 
Curſe on his honour, *<will my hopes deftroy. | 
But I'll ſmooth all inzjime;' Oh my deer ge 
Now art thou worthy- to be call'd my own: 
None but a heart that's truly: noble; cou'd 
Ever deſerve a Title. to my blood; 
No, may ye both in your | ma poo4% be 
As truly happy as I amin-thee. | | 
That's CUIrſt, — [Aides | 
' Pat, Is then.m Father kind? can wks approve | 


Our Frizndikip 2, he ance more = our Love ? | © 

Oh, Sir; let thus iy gone Civ l, | | 
E-. As oy for S_ y eee els  [trcebs 
KB 243 of. Rik cotafort of rp FOG 
4 $i h = Have underſtood all I could with << ogg 


L Rp 
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Alas, in this diſguiſe T 6 168 
The ſtrength os conſtancy, 


.'Tis'a lunar gc hoary 
To prove er Ries With m> my oft have bred, 
Thus Vleft in peace I'll to my Graye deſcend. 

Asthe declining Sun goes Jown' at ole. 


Pleas d with'the' Yiſing of #n off t. 


Pat. Such m = 's Fate does our loves confirm, 
As rooted Tre & by a ſtorm, 
Afﬀrer this ſhock Pas tin bo ore ſecure, 
As Gold try'd in the fire comes forth more pure; [Exz. 
7;ſ. There's ſome faundation Ayer for my m4 rout 
The'Captive's brave, Pll'tr Fr to make him mine. 
ry rap 


Unwearied I will let my pe, 
And leave no heart unfſearcht to find revenge. [Exit. . 


SCEN E a dark Tefit. 


Theramines i» Chains. 
' The. How ſweet'a quietide's in Fetters found ! 
That it ſeemsalmoſtfreedomTto be bound. 
Though thus confin'd, my agil thoughts may. fly | 
Through all che Regions of variety. 
Hereina trice Icanthe'World ron o're, 
'And finiſh whole yeats labours in an hour. 
But oh my Miſtreſs! my 7;mandra loft ! 
That is the only bitterneſs I taſte. - 
This outward r bur a 
But that the freedom 
Why by my R bogs » 
So bravely have Y all 
Yet why ous Teo fn be Fate ? 
Courage is iy uppe Er Ton 
Methinks I've"ft "57 np yet $0'do, might prove 


, oy, Friel ba" & if: 
Tiki bg: his IE THC ou ent. LEY x 
hos al Fiend 4 a ko oo | ni mee Gary 


D n 
. 1 F ane 2 £164 

FT - YAOL 3} bo 
jo: FOB come? ; 


Fg pts *Y LE 
r Y ed F # 4 IE 4, 
\ _ << 4 S 37 ? I , 
Y bY 4m» 4 : . : 
he; id gz; ot 4 | \vo IT £5 a T <I> < ', p $7 
= = - 
- * < 


- > 


Y aw »* 7 IT, 
"7 
- ({cibia b 
"_ T1 


26- 
Tiſſ. No, T am come to give. yqur farrows eaſe: 


I know you hate, Sir, Alcibiages c_..._... 

. Nay, and I know you love Timandra too... 
The. Well, Sir, all this I know as well as you. 
7iſſ. Come, if you dare be brave, be't on this Theam- 

Dare you, Sir, raviſh her, and: murder him?-* _ © Rot 
The. For what dark ends do. you this queſtion bring » 

Dare !_ 'sdeath, old Sir, I daredo any thing... - 
7ifſ. That word thenall my former doubts ſecures, 

Be only reslute, and 7:mandrd's yours. 

My ftratagems fo ſubtly I will lay,. - 

Thatto your Arms your Miſtreſs PII betray. 

Thus then, as rhe firſt ſtep-to our deſign, 

Your Guards I'll with adulterated Wine 

Secure ; ſo they Charm'd A a Lethargy, 

Pl1 from your Bonds and Priſon ſet you free. 

Then when fome y moment ſhall preſent 

Timandra left ungarded in her Tent, - 

Both of us thither in diſguiſe will-move, 

To end your Rival, and compleat your Love. 

For when your fill of bliſs you have enjoy'd, _ 

And your full pleaſures with themſelves are cloy'd: 

I thither will alar'm our They. | 

Where by both Swords he ſhall be ſure to dye. 

And the next night (the watch-word given by. me) 

You may 'ſcape through the Guards to liberty. 

The. Revenge! my Love enjoy'd, and freedom too! 

Then in the name of Pluto beit fo. - , _ | 


®” 


% 


- - What, ſtupid ignorance the World p 


That only fury plaCd rh outhtul breelt | 

No, 'tis in age alone great Spirits are young - 

The Soul's but infant when the Body's "us OR 

Theſe hoary heads like griſly Comers are, 

Which always threaten Ruine, Death, and 
Tiſſ. Alas, ſuch tame now br 


ETC R'2 " _ 
? ' di, £9 
wre *.4 * : o 
. I 1443414 37 
Methinks I long to haye the bus'r 


— 
= 


Y , Fm but 
ou 
Tiff. SAT 
= wanted Power 
| -bear name, to 
_ now the- 
Know better how to T what Natuzs | 
That Sout's no Soul which to it ſal Save, 
Who any thing for Conſcience fake Yeny, 
Do nothing elſe bur giye themſelves the lye. 


SCENE the Camp." 


} 


Enter Patroclus add Draxilla. . 
Pat, Why, Madam, do you fly-a'Lover's pray” r.? 
Is cruelty the priviledge o'ch' Fair, - 18 
Drax. You cannot, Sir, i thi be Blinities Slave, 
Where Honour's the only TEST, | 


Pat. But "tis a 


PT nar Gs is tat CDMA rate” als CET TOR 
- {4 . * £ . 
28 | | Alciblades.\.: % 


Drax. See, Sir, he Quoam beg yagoSitdooboar FEeulr 2 - 
Pat. Madam fret To gielliV WS & Cie, We 


av Angell. :>i- F hs) Label 
Qu, Did he cyt no. furprize-? +» —axci1a ach 
Of alteration 2 let's the progreſs know. MES: 
Ard. In order, Madam, t'your command, Þwent, 
And met. him coming from the ;Roygl. v7. 
Where after th'uſual Ceremonies: 1 
Erel would feaſt I gave: him firſt's reſt, 
Told him-how much his courage you approv'd,. 
That he iti no mean path of Glory moy'd, 
Who in his Arms had fo ſucceſsful been, :. 
T'*cngage a Monarch, and oblige a Queen. 
Then nearer came, and whiſpard ſomething more, 
Began to intimate Love's mighty pow. 
He briskly took the hint, and readuly- 


Began to ur e ſome: retty things £Q;Me... 
By which Lois th I t6:4h' bus nee drew; 
Told him in fine it PF. due 1 ts | 
To be admir'd by all, and-lov'd by: you g 
x. And did not then his alt d looks betray. H | 
Some extaſie 2 ſome marks of lively joyous :- 1:14 51 


Ard. No, M 5508 FP 
Talk'd of your Honour, andhis Loyaleyg:d2 | - - 
Fine ſmoothing terms page on 5 ER , 
But-if your Majeſty—— ,,/ 7 ; 
(28. What > T'ﬆ £ 103 5 *1 
Ard. Had but ſeen. "da 19 
How. much bear e did his; 'S 
When with a gentle 11gh he took hig leave, 
As if he languiſh'd till, ie Mitiute came. 
2x. Doſt thou then think he eatertains my flame + be UN | 
Let's to my Tent, and wait his chem; vw to on nil nct 6 74 
Such ſwarms of love withig my: vtieredre; 6 © 104 Robot 7 
The heat's too furious for mj-Spultobwr.on 121 nl , 
What would I give but for a-taſl>.gfblifs ou 0507 7 1 te 7 1 
Oh, the choice ſweets af, nent 8! THE hk - R$ 
219 e527 wnoi 10; 3p: iool 9d hifi Tauc 
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ACT IV.SCENE L 
Alcibiades ſoles. ' 


Alci, Nder what fatal Planet was I born ! 
Sure at my birth: the Heavens themſelves <d mourn. 
Disjointed Nature did her courſe-forttar;  :* | 
And held within her- Womb a civil Way. © * 
I who but now did Fame and CE Vng- 
And added to the Glories of a King, x 
Muſt ſee my Trophies all thrown _ again, *' 
By the baſe paſſions of a Juſtful Queen 
Why was I not- born to a common-Bare'> 
Free from the glorious troubles of the'Great, 
So in ſome humble Cell my o_ have ſpent, 
Bleſt with a private content? 


The vulgar Mortal feels not Fortunes harms, 
-The higheſt ſtructures ſtillare ſhook wich' Norms. 
See too, ſhe's here ; what Hall Toe 08 fp 2 


Fate has beſet me, and Tveno'wa 
Enter 
Qu. My Lord, you ſomeehing! 
Surely there's pothing that can 
Alci, Majeſty, Madam; ad 
"  @s. If that diſturb you; Sir, Tit 
Methinks I apprehend a greater p - 4 
To view the Man whoſe Glories ſpread-ſo wide.” * 
Alct. om, ou on'em.ſet too high a price,” 
Qu. 'Perha not, Sir, with cormon*Eyes! © " 
They beſt oh Honour judge that Honour haye. *- / 
I find a ſecret in me fays yare brave'y”' 
You need nor, Sir, unfold it, you can-guels.- , 
Alci,, How craftily ſhe would her luſt expreſ, 
And ſet her ills off with 4 Fung þ cab 
© ., What's tobedone, which way Fcotidtade » 
' I muſt abuſe my King, or moſt be Tide. 1 
- I cannotſpeak ——— c3'<: 
" "Tad = rd, ets fir 6 whiley : 2201 
© Wont you vo OT TT 2 PLL 1 
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Alcthiades> 
Alcib. Smiles, Madam, were too inſolent a joy. 
Qu, FyeL pur FRget fortnst Complenients away, | 
Ardella, ſing that Song T heard to day.  - * 


: SONG. 


The bragtheſt Goddeſs of the 5ky, 
How did ſhe panti hing ye, 
And languifhing p'y 4 to dy 
For the triumphant God of War 
Amidſt his Trophies did appear, 
As charming rough as ſbe was fair... 


2, 
Their loves were Bleſt, they bad a Son; 
The little Cupid who has ſhown 
More conqueſt than his Sixe Cre won. 
Fle grew the mightieft God above, 
By which we him a Rebel. prove 
To Heav'n, that dares be. ſo to love. ' 


3- ; 
WT ſaft the delights, and how charming the joy, 
ere love and enjoyment each other ſupport. / 

Let the Cynical Fool call pleaſure a toy,- + 

Who n&re fame i th Camp Pad, nor love in the Court, 
O ſo kindly the Combates each other ſpeceed, 
Where "tis Tryumph to dye, and a pleaſure" to bleed. 


Alci. The Air is charming, _— 

(28, ———Retire. | | 
No lively Symptoms of a growing. fire ! 
I'll urge him further 4 
My Lord, your hand ; how beats.your pulſe? 1 fear 
Y*are ill z Cold drops upon, your brows appear ;- 
Fll wipe em off, hay 5 your fears remove, 
. You need not bluſh to tell me that you love. 
Fill do it for you, nay, I more will 
Bluſh for my ſelf too when bluſh for you. 0 _ 
Sure this will take ; what does your wonder mean / 
Is Love anne; ? n—— "1, . 

Hlci. ——Oh name that again, 


— 
- 


[Exit Ardella. 
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Could you ſuch wrong to Royal Agis ho | 
Think what's to Heav'n and to 8 virtue due. 


(2y. Muſt I be hatedthen? an -byyou ? | 
Piſh, why' 4 you talk of Heavy 'nand Virtue now ? Log 
Ati, Not new made Mothers to their Infants beat 


_ - A firmer paſſion, or a tend'rer care, 
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Show me. yours, or your Honours Enemy, 
See with what vigour t'yaur reveoge. I'!! fly. 
For you with life I willingly could part, 
But whilſt that laſts , 7imandra, has my heart. 
x. The heavy pleaſures of the Marriage Bed, 
Dull repetition ſoon will render dead. 
Taſte freſher joys, and when they tedious grow, 
Thea the Lo may. ſeem gay and new. 
Aki. Co to have ach Inge heard, 
Where Beauty and ſuch Innocence appear : 
2%. Can you my little Beauty then __ 
And is't ſo difficult a thing to love? 
Alcib. Love, Madam! only be as truly good, 
As you are fair,1 rar rphBya. "p43 web 
Fll love you as the Siſter of my blood..  - 
Qs, A Siſters love's a lean infpi bli6, 
So little we can hardly name what 'tis. 
Where is the tranſport, extalie delight > 
Tis like thin meat to a. appetite. 
Alcib. 1 know yare beauteous _ the bluſking Mara, 
Your beams the luſtre of a King adorn, 
That King whoſe piety me Py #5 
And canT in return pr 
Though, Madam, Fre ve-liv'd free, + ſer 
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Beauty hathdarts too keen'tobe withſiood. 

Qs. Yetall ics power has no force o're you, 
Your cruel heart's immoveable, but know | 
'Twill to your Honour-be but j [ 

That for your love, a Queen negletted, dy 

; Aleih. ipod 0 a would have me dot. 

- . Are norant t yy boys > I 
\ Mleib. | not t Fans ſaſworg to unmun 
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32 4 Altthiades. 
My ſelf ; but Vie be conqu'rour if I can, 
ſhould I be made a captive fo her charms, 
Er'e I am warm in my 7rmandra's arms ? 
One ſtratagem I'le for my freedom rry, 
Madam no longer Vle your =_ deny. . [ To.the (Queen, 
For if theſe eyes had ne're 7imandra known, * . 
You only might have call d my heart your own. 
But whilſt with her I enjoy love, and life, 
And you remain the mighty Agis wife ; 
Know this is all I can 1n juſtice do, 
I'm ready on your leaſt commands, toſhew 
I live for her ; but yet could dye for you. 
4. Muſt I then only border upon bliſs ? 
Reſt on the confines of my-happinels 2? 
As Souls that are excluded heav'n for ſin, 
See all its glories, but can't enter in. 
Alci. No Madam ; free from the dull clogs of fenſe, 
We'll reap delights of nobler excellence. - - 
Our entwin'd Souls each 'other ſhall erjoy, 
' Tread vertues paths, and never /Ioſe' their 'way. 
But if one in his motion chance'to'err, 
Straight regulate it by the other's ſphear : | 
Till at" the laſt, * | 
When the ſhort To of this life wave paſt;  . * 
With newimp't Zeaf beyond the 'Starswe'll fly, 
There meet, and mingle to aDeity,- | 
Qs. Then toll hopes of happineſs adieu, 
Since my chief bliſs I've loſt in-lofing you. 
Oh the Tyrannick cruelty of fate, 
That lets us know our happineſs too late. 
Yet why ſhou'd I to fears and forrews bend,. 
' f only on their fate my hopes depeng ? 
A Rival, ard a King, I may remove : | $2. 
There's nothing difficult to them that loye. # Exit Queen. 
Alci. She's gone. OTE 


| Greatneſs, thou gaudy torment of af Soub, 7 
The wiſe mans fetter, and the 'rangeiot fools! 

' -Who ist wou'd court thee if he'knewthy "ills? 

. He who the greateſt heap” of *Hofiour Piles, © - 
Dges nothing elſe but” bnild” a"dar 
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' Or ere&t Mountains to e'rewhelm. himoll 
| Scene 'a Grove adjoyning to the Camp. 
* Emer Tillaphernes av Fheramaes diſguis 4. 
> IZED IM SHE 


Tiff. Now, Sir, yare free; and rofperouſ] move, 
To reap the long wiſht harveſt'of 3 our love. . 
One minute and y'are in 7imandrs's arms, 
New fetter'd 'in the power of her Charms : 
Methinks the thought ev'n- my old blood Alarms. 
The. His rage ſureworks him to'an-extaſic : 
How the old Monſter hugs his vilkny/! 
Good, Sir, diſpatch, I cannot brook delay ; 
I waſt in expeQation of my' joy.. © 
But heark, did you not hear a murm'ring talk.? 
Tifſ. Perhaps 'tis ſhe eome in this Grove to. walk : | 
Stay here they are, by heav'n the ſame, 'tis ſhe. - '- [They go to the door. 
Retreat-a while ; bleſt opportunity. 


Enter Timandra: with a Book. in her hand, and Draxilla-. 
Zim. Methinks Draxilla whert A#lants'xan, 
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And ſlaughter was the only” prize ſhe 'wan ; | * bis 
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Her 'power a too cruel - rigour bore, 
To kill thoſe The had wounded fo before. ol 
| ' { Theramnes throws off bis diſguiſe 
The. Then Madam be riot guilry of Hher-ill : f 
Me the poor wretch y'ave wounded do not kill. 
Ah in your heart, if ſuch a ſenee there be 
" Of the injuſtice: of her cruelty ; 
How.much Lt ty nt tv breaſt . due 
-To' M , W | — { y you 
' ®Tim. My Lord Theramiiertby what lucky hap 
Have you from guards and Yiſorr made eſcape ? 
The. Who wears your image in his breaſt, 
Is of ſuch pure Divinity poſſeſt;” - © | © 
And from i ph em-+ WK : 
T. "JO em r, 'Þ., 
zurigrended fligh he late 
Þ 4 ee more 'loſt. 
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No danger dares approach when you are near. 

Theſe Groves to Lovers bliſs are dedicate, 

Free from th' uncivil kin the of Fate. 

Come, let's toſo : delight draw nigh, 

And loſe our ſelves wongaps. T7 in extaſie. [ ſeizes roughly on her. 

Tim. Guard me, ye Powers! Draxil/a, help: my-Lord !:- 

Tiff. Good, Gentle, Madam, if you pleaſe, one word. + 

[Draxilla runs out, crying help, and Tiſſaphernes after her. 

The. 1 cannot fee my Rival bleſt alone; 

Muſt he reap all the ſweets, and I have none-? 

Tim. This outrage 0n my knees [ beg, forbear: ; 
See, Sir, it is Timandra theds a tear: [Tifl, retwrys. 
Her whom you vowd you lov'd with noble flame, 

Oh don't by ſavage luſt pr rophane that name! 
It *ris the eavy ot your Rivals joy, 
Remove, remove th'offence ſome other way : 
Save but my Honour, and my Life deſtroy. 

The. Such tenderneſs might cool anothers blood ; 
But I am too unhappy tobe good. 

Let Virtue to dull Anchorites 


Who ne're had Soul c0PY I0! to know = 


I'll baniſh the encroacher from 

And ſhake him off e're GG: 47 

Come, let's retire within this Covent b _ ; 

I am impatient, and my blood eg 
Tim, 1 will not go, Fll ae a re. 
The. Then I muſt drag you. +0 
Tim. Barb'rous Raviſher! 


Oh! oh! — | [Enter Alcibjades. 


Alci. ——Did 1 not hear 2 tender cry? 
Oh Heavens! turn baſe Hell-hound, turn, and dye. [crows 


The. That, Sir, will thus be better underſtood. [draws. 


Tiff Y'ave undertook, Sir, more than yours make good. . [draws: 

| [7] hey rk make at him, 

.* Buter Patroclus. , 

Pat. How's this ; affaulted ! and by ſuch baſe odds ! - _ 

Courage, my Friend ! | 

[ After a fierce! fight between Alcibiades. and "<PESU' Pa- 

troclus avud Tiſſaphernes, Patroclus drives. his Favbee of 

© the Seagys and Alcibiades 7; runs # Theramaes through: - 


. .. i 


Mleiboaddut o 


Th ,and th wow wound 
It ET Soul ro Hell.” | 
The. Hold, Sir, tn pr, o 


T —— 
Yep Soul catnmake no” rh wi 
Death tolls his leaden Bell, and calls away. 
And now like ſome fad Traw'ler, taking view 
Of the long Journey that I haveto-go, - - 
Whilſt I my * choughts e&Heawins fone anions bend, 
Without your mercy''no admittance find, 
Oh bat one word of pardon e're I dye, - 
Secure: of that, my Soul dares boldly fly. 
Abſolv'd by yau, it muſt have welcortie there, 
As incenſe that is offer'd\upwith pray'r. 

Tim, My pardon-and'my prayers t6o receive, 
More than your guilt could ask me 1 could give, 

Be happy as your penitence-is-true”; | c 
And may kind Heay a forgive you as 1 do!” [Weeps. 
The. Ah! can your piety vouchafe « rear | - | 
Of pity, on an impious Raviſher'! | MITE Bzd7Srmor 

My Soul will leave me in an extaſie - 

And [ ſhall want the ſenſe to know I = 
Thus, pure Divinity, at: feet 1 

Here 'tis my Soul woul | make her laſt ſtay. 
Nor can the 3s wo 
Beginning hence her journey, miſs che way. 
But I'd rh beware of ——  -- 
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Hah ! what does. 
Are you, Sir, wo | 

Patr. Yes, too! deep. 1 7 iow 

Alci. Foxbid. it, leavin, where it + | 

Patr. Ohb-here, - here, \ 

My Soul is pierc'd, I'm rar diev'ry where, 

| Your friend ! ablet that Title be nomoze, 
Behold me as a wretch. forlors , and poor. 
Imagine ev'ry form of miſery ;. | 
And when y aveſumd upall, then look on me... 

Alci. Now ſome bleſt Angel to-my Soulreveal . 
This doubt; can he bewrong'd, and I not feel - 

Ah kind Patroclus this ſad fulence break. 

Parr, Oh,Sir, you muſt not. hear,gor- muſt I peak. 
Paint out __ Sar wt ms its or beas, 
And troops 0 ring ore. your 
And when that bideous Maſque of Hell you yonſes 
Think it you can that they came. all from me. 

Alci.Confuſion ! how my thioughts.begin.to ſtart ! 

dhe new unwonted heat has ſejig'&.my heart, | 
Something unruly, that would ſain get:place, 
But He ſubdu't, — be free; ind friend, alas | 
Force me not wrongour fri and your worth, 

Patr. That charm's reGleſy,an Ifeel* {will forth. 
Byt oh it muſt. nof; dugy* docs forbid : | 
Yet what's my duty if 'my honour bleed 2 | 
Know then, — now: that this ſtubborn: heart would break 1- 


My cyuel Father oh. I dare not:ſpcak, 
Alci. Hah 2 


Patr, Led by ſame; bliad miſtaking-Jealoube, - 
Heaps trealong. uposl yup, and ſhame; on ei”. 
It. was by him 7beramnes nada: cleape, 
A -was RR paves. ro ag, 

ut oh no m 
Yet thiok what he. will do that rl doh F 


I'll go and Ron agg dey #5 a: 6c dd 
I may divest the £ tires it 


To ſome ml 


Timandra can hear te 
LetInt' retomiefaehes lah way, - ml 
With us . 
Love ſhall ſup ppl 

Alci. Sare*tis not 
She ne're had cauſe tothin 
Havel ſomany rater ko 
Poorly to ſhrink from vill 
No, with my Innocence Ti bray 
And meet it ina free undaunted” 
See all with ſmiles, as Al | 
As Infants unconcern'd at dangers play. 

Tim. Then [11 perforfa' what to my | loye is due ; 
Unſteady doubts be 6,08 fears adieu : 
I were unworthy of he heart aha, of jb rn 
Were [ then you leſs faithful, brave. 
And of my courage tt rl give, . 
When you dare'mett a S 10 ſcorn t to live, 
Nor longer be'a Vaſlal to « fear; - 
We'll in each others chance a portion bear: 
So Fate has thus at Je he ore ( ane tho! 
Neither can Vrercin 5 be. Sy - | 
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\ In's paſſage thither 
Convey him to 
x Vil. 


Tifſ. Yeare the 

You know your bug neſs; RES —_—_— is here. 
| Enter King and Queen Attended, .. 

XK, Lead to the King 66d "$49 

7;ſ. Oh, Sir, there's Treaſon in the Camp, retreats - 
But now the Guards I in confuſion” met, __ 
Who led me where Theramnes IT beheld, 
The late Athenian Captive General ki d. 
That little breath he, had'left h'employed to ſhew:. 
His Honour, and his Gallantr 7 to you : 
Treaſons ſo ſlrange and horrid did tl 
As would ſeem almoſt Treaſon to repeat. 
But, Sir, you have no- longer ſafety ere, iy of 
Secure your ſelf, and'leave all to/ ay ea 

X. No more, you know; not what you urge me to: 
Secure my ſelf! am I a King, or no? . 
That Monarch, who when danger's near, fits down, 
Shews but a feeble Title to a ;THrons,, 
The beſt ſecurities'in courage ares. : 
We but ſubſcribe to Treaſons which, v we: ſear: 
Be free, and let-me the bold Traytor know, 
To ſtem the torrent I'my ſelf will go : 
In ſtate I'll meet the' fond Capricious wretch, 
And dare him with that Crown which he would ſnatch.- 

Tifſ. Alas, dread Sir, force-me not todeglare 
The name, would woundyour facred þrealt to hear. 
I in revealing, Honour ſhould offend : 
He once was Noble, Sir, and call dmeFriend.. 

X, How, Sir, your Friend! and Traytor:ito my Crown 2. 
Reveal him, or his Lomas are, a 

a deed, 
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T iff. Alas, burmaſtll'— 

I cannot ſpeak. 
X, Hell, Sir; d'ye ? ocend. . 
Tiff. Then tq / ak: pr on | 


| Tengape in all the firmeſt” 
He whom han J. 
And on the iT FP f 
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By, Fees be, Ha haty mM 
may all torments% t 
Light on me, if. — = but” 
The brave Athenjan falſe! it cannot rhe: 
His Soul ne' re dreamt of 8 

7}. Sir, y are unkindif-you' 
I never yet abus'd your'ears- SIE. 
Had I ſuch myſtick Poliey p = 
Perhaps I'd now bee ky eaeſtced?" 

X. Alas,dear Friend, miſconſte@e'<t mh 
Weigh not my Paſſions i in niee'R | 
Who would believe a King ſhoalÞling}Þ'r he 4d 
His love ſo firmly, for ED baſe >* +; ld wy 
Wrack- me no more, but the dark = ye clear: 
My Souls in a Conyulſion'tillT*heat; - 

Tifſ. Yes, Sir, 'tis he;/andthus CE eReNs 
Th'account F'from the dyin Cape 

had 


Whom he with [liberty 
With him jn this: bis treacherous 


This night wi'th'enemy Four Gamprenvde, - 
On promiſe it ſhould be by-hinr betra | 
Which when the Gallant Captive id diſdain; 
He was to Combat-4ar'd,and þ itn flain. - 
If you inſiſt on farther» * 
Theramnes's murder'dGuatds' enough convince : 
Hence you may farther confirmation have- 
X. Be bold ; wha tow nowelt—— | 
Py ERP, hen tb relievd<. UI R320: 52 
The Captives paler tb "wes Rent; * 
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Alci. The baſeſt wx whe 
Sir, let me know what,'zis that [heave 


Co bk Roar or your rn 
If in your Ca 4 h1s-drareſt blood, 
As is to be your — 
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From him that hates me; a "x 


Theranmes had his 


And for deſigns fo baſe 
Ti a Oh la _ _ F 

Tow prodigious heigh w Treaforlitnb?\ 

Dare you, Sin, charge heavy ert 

Old 4, 96s am, my Swasd 
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Alci.” ——— Monſter 
Think'ſt thou to Play. with 


WerelT but free, though 
Thou too:deſkndec —_ 


K. Ist thus, $0, you rn 
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Once more the Tray RET 
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Think you that;Lr 
No, Sir ; C in KH 
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L vally: ice ol Wok 
Pe pop lt our F | e285 
_- Thou wonder of thy Drnrnrindl ©) — 
X. Tl hear ng more: | Liu alle oo 
M.. dare you tempt an; aggr 
But ſince his Fate 
Let her be Pris'ner too, 
Hg1muſt got be. ſo; tappyo veher; --[\c 
For Fetters would be. were ſhe Wo 
Go ſee ye execute our ordery ſtraight. 
Tim. Thus we wi 
My deareſt Lord, 
Ortear proclaim, 2b | 
Were it to quit 0 pinels a' pain; ;: 
Joy were not then;a B but:a Chaio. 


in our Fate. 


No, let us part asdyi Jos: 2 0 
Who leave rertx iſe gnlan þ, NEW p 
Grief equall ings, 114 
þ Since we at leaſt in Heav'n {hs [eneet again. 


Alc. So from theis mates the Delt 
Iaſtrudt the ignorant. en pos gre. 
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7iſl. NOW likes 1 Lyon.on. 7 He feaſt; 
Revenge! thou ſolace: oe. 
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How would hisG joy 4 
| rant (Theranees Ghok ri 
Gh, Oh no—— | 


Tiff. Death; wit is that {hoe dd fe 6 
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Where howling fend \ochans 
But thickeſt 3 knefs covers ev” 
I come to warn thee 


Short time is here 


For think what 'ras- rr -ndlc 
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7ifſ. Madam. 4B 6 
Qu. My Father loy'd cl eat) 
Wien Copphc achievement WET -_ 
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Tiff. You vi wan wi our Fat 
As I'was his, Lam Fa +; pe a - gp 
Though old, Paint your , or hie Sr 
Your right; name but your Traytor 

28. Nay Sir, the Traytor's not ed Fr 
His injuries ex are 4 leh ; 

To you to wrparba ' 
Yet baſely him that g! 
Whilſt for his ills 
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Qu. By all that's bal 

Tiff, Pu do't, but 
To hazard life and 
SR betray me ;——— 


Tiff. This 

He ſhan't have Kea pra 

' . Ne, Bebold; yo 1 th) 

And when: his death's erforrn's i [afide. 
Tif. This | TY [Exir. . 


But I arti not fot : ro Al PR 
Her WomerTorn 1 dic Ta 


| kindnes do. 
And fince the is ſo good ny 

Fll to oblige her give her one bf x 

My _— by {= 'E ft 
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Bot ber andthe enerlidifown; | 
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(2s. He fees; now. lee che ſal deed be done. 
ir Dr | Crow. Fr 


;qhen dyes [Takes up the 


(Crown. 


$90, [pats iton bi b1s head. 
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Qs. . Then look on her thatidares. 
How deſpicable is the manthat/fears! - 
Give me the fatal inftlrument of death; [takes his dagger 
My ſelf will in his heart this erſheath; (from bim. 
Thenbluſhto think, if e're-the World ſhould know, 
Thar a frail Woman durſt do-morethan you.” ' 
Courage he ſmiles, ——[advauces rowards the King. 
Some pleaſing dreams his fancy entertain 
, Ohit werepity he ſhould wake again. 
Thus, King, thy Life and Empire. command : 
Accept this from thy Deidamias hand. [8tabs him. 
X. Hah, murderd! Deidamia, and by you! 
What is't that faithleſs Woman will not do! 
Henceforth all Loyalty and Love farewe!. 
When after ages ſhall. this ſtory tell, - 
 'Twillbe a truth too fad'to be receiv'd ; 
Nor thall the World be by 1t felf beliey'd. 
Did I for this ev'n Crown and Empire quit, 
To lay all my ambition at your feet 2 
When at the Altars ſtriteſt yows I paid, . 
Nor were they with leſs zeal perform'd than made. 
I lov'd you far above that life y'ave fpilt,”” -- 
Till ev'n my paſſion was become my guilt : 
I for your FA depriv'd-Heav'n of xl. a 
Took adoration thence to pay it-you, 
And muſt this be th' reward for all Fve done + 
Yet I ſhall have this comfort when I'm gone, 
That 1.no longer ſhall with thee remain, 
But dye in hopes we ne're ſhall meet again. 
x. He's gone, and now' my-Lord =—— 
Tiſſ. ——Oh,.what is't you have:done > 
A while lay- your unroely paſſons'dow 
View but the ſweet Compoſarect that 
Where Grandeur ſat attended by eacty 
Now there grim Death his ghaſtly Re 
And pallid horrour 6'r 'e 
Weep, Madam, weep, tothi 
That blow, whieh robsthe WerldtoenrichiHeav'n. - 
Oh my dear Lord, thate'reT-livdto know 
.- Thr day!- Madam Icaifrconceal-it, © 
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But Sir I Scorn.to be b etfay;dby gas; 


EIN 
Is't not e Ne Dt y Huband's Blood? 


Tiff. The 

Qs. And rob'd: Ken a of all that's greatand good, | 
But you muſt ſeek my life? Oh pity take, Wwe 
If not for mine, at . nowaf yay ake | > 1 | 4 

- Tiff. Hell oy TOR barbed | 

Qs. But wh Inamethat that ere 
The World had leftof i it op rn 

Tiff. Very fine. -;.- | 

2s, Yet though You've rob'd him of his life, fave mite - 
Til live to ask heav'n for your in. - 

74{., Se. now I'll ſtop your thanth. FBreats from her, and = 

Qs. Help, murder, Treaſon, help: help | Trae #p- the "Dagger: k 


I Lord, How, 7; phone wn gin rhe een! 
What _—— S 
Qu. Lardgov iz * TTY 
If &re your pity coulda tear affoid, 
Weep down an Oceantheve ; behold the ring 
Of Sparta's hopes lyes murder'd in witiood.” 


And had not I the tr pus poerwery 
mixt my blood, 


He with my Husban 
Sce where he guilty f 197197719 wry ors 
' Lord. — Great Agis # $2 þ Þo" : ” 59<1 | + bd 
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1 Tiff No, thus I det T9” W797 ws oath hag 
1 | I liv'd ng irdye 4 
24 | Was it for this my" | 
_ ih To ruine her, to: | | 
Curſe on my narrow ate, but y 
1 That 1 tove myrder too as w 


"hp the pres. 


Fill he the horrowr of his gh 


. Tiff. That ſhall not Pll own n the deed as mine, 
But oor gory l in't, it was a 
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- Next to divert this fair 6,4 
Onur wing*d Co il call- 

And the 7 ares erp | 


Both. Cont ab (res 43 orlayr cable 4 
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Revel, Spe 
Crowd with joys 
Their op = Foy ca nr 
But ti hd cn | 
Mer]. See the 
_— ble by o wh 4 4 og 


be Temp moves downward, 

Cha, Defend 4 FE 
are cron d}, 

; 5p" A a bl 


cfantd; 
Merl: She wnckey; let the pporithn fs 
= tt deny.apoy my wings 1 | 
1 is =» G00 near, 
Come & amay, Ob come. £nay my dear. 
[They all vaniſhy Fas the s again tothe Tents 


Tim. I've had a rr Pare a. gen 
Oh th'ſweet delights of ever Tae argat the 
How this the Queen 2 whar @an/here A 


EAPTaNce. 
(2u. Ardella with the Ry 


Tl in, and with ſoft words he 
If without him. ſhe'll live, | 
— | 24.2 Tinaua?a. 
#7 
Qs. Oft I've heard: Yee braye, 
$ Bur the beſt proof of ge Hantry,you; 
When of your 242-4 "0 
And ucha : bliks ESI patience left, 
Tim. Madam, our flames a.nobler paiion.rulcs-. 
Then fondneſs, "s for ef waving _. 
nr Ov SOy BY $6, 48 ys CCELICNCC, | 


ne. wth win mi vo. bn” 
ef clc FS” 


YI un da you. 


| n Minter Five laws murderers 
Does not your gi cour W. . (with Poiſon, 
Tim. No | 


exptels, . 
"Take t frond wg: — Gives her a bowl of poi 
ED _ = bogs 7 a vowl of poiſe 
Ith ave had a more Heroick 
boat rok oe Henk a 
| Ne by dull poiſon to haye faugd my fate, 


But any way I cat 


With life, when gr aby,ons 
Thus {ns TD 


Thoſe joys, bf Whiah"thbwhaſt | 

Anxious ſhall be each day, diſti it exchigh, 

A reſtleſs tude 18 BH | «0 

And thee 1 th'height V4 

Heav'n, what do [ 
4. Oh, does the Uraught 
Ard. Madam, great Atcibiages 1 

And juſt is eatring,—— © **- 
(a. Straight, withftrait 

Convey her in, and waithyy enplear fe. $76; Markets 

Sweet Murder! oh no Phiyſic is ſo good Jead in Timan. 

For th' hopeleſs Lover asa barh of b ood. 

But here he comeg—— , [Enter Alcibiades. 

—Now to my griefs again . Veils. 
Alci;1t makes: end. roof Bay 6 PRERE gain, | 

All things confds'd, and in' diſorder are, 

How's this in-mourning Weg? unveil my fair. 

Hah, not Zimandra! —— - > es uwvenlr.. 
Qu. N6;Sirs thovg tis oy | 

Fhat loves as nobly 887; ntfs; +09 

Or could, did ſhe wt live, the S lead * 
Alci. How; dead! ———— 

. Ru, Yes Tiſſaphernes t that black deed Aid do, 

Promoted'by his ignobke. hate to you, 

But you will wonder more, when I ſhall tell,” 

T hat by his band the mighty Agrs tell, 

The King is ſlain, both T-and Sparza, n now 

Have no hopes left, but what” remain i in you. 

. Alc, Inme/ alas! [ am'aWretch too poor ; 

Timandra dead | curſt ever be the hour © 

Whereia ſo fair an innqce rhe 2 

Heav'n juſtly now may of its 

For the moſt bright, and pr 
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No longe r for; 4 
I will foply rents ve 1 bt 
I'll love-you as ſhe did. . 

Alci. ——Oh, 
To love mer 
Love me as ſhe 


a task too > hard wie you: 
id; why ny on: vel nad 


Of me, was ſuch, ; night's > an Ange 
For Crowns, tho p'rour of the \ WS I were, 
Fd turn a Beggar' to recover her.. 


Oh, Madam, tempt no further, all's $.þut yain, 

I ne're can have a thought of Love gain. . 
Qu. Never '__—_ - 
Alci, No, never. 
Qs, —— Can you then ſo ſoon - 

Forget your promiſe 2. or: will you diſown- 

That e're, if you 7rmandra. ſurvive, 

You vow'd you only for my ſake would live? 

'You ſee how Heaven has decreed, —— 
Alci. —»—— Alas 1 | 

T then the Bleſſing - but notthe-lols, _ 

Beſides, I now Fac — 
2», How, Sir, is't thus my profer'd love you prize > 
a I do not hate you, may not that ſuffice ? 

ateful, no, but. I'll reward thy pride, 
Draw ft [The Scene drawn diſcovers Timandra - 


| (on a Couch, in the widſt of her pains. 

Go dotard'i in, enjoy thy Bride, 
And know by me thy lov'd Timandra dy d: 
Yes cruel Man by me—— 

Tim.' ——— No, o, ſhe lives, 
And ſtill to all thy rage defiance gives. [ Jpres Alcibiades. . 
'Dol behold my d Lord fo nigh! 
Shall I again fee him before I dye ! 

Alci. . Beſt hopes and comfort of my Life, I'm here, 
How fares my Love > —— . 

Tim. Oh, come not, come: not near,” - 
My blood's-all Fire, infetion's in each. vein, 
And Tyrant Death in ey'ry part does reign, - 

But 1 for you could ſuffer mucty more pain. 

a Kind Heav'n! kt al her pangs upon me fall, ; 
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S | 
And add ten though more, aq” | 
'Dobur reſtore her back; Oh curſes wal l 
What Devil arm'd thee: Ns amn'd 
Cou'dſt thou be guilty of fo foul a deed 2 
Qu. Yes I did Yo, by methe King too bled, 
Unworthy wretch! and all for love of you ; 
= hed | Hd od 'r I now would kill thee. roo. 
do't, Til blot out all th'aſt done before, 
ah _ call thee baſe, nor cruel more. 
Here is my breaſt, ſoon the kind work begia, 
Advance thy Poniard, fend it boldly in, 
Qs. No, thou ſhalt live for harder deſtiny, 
But firſt ſhall ſee thy dear 7:mandra dye. 
Ali. Oh miſery beyond the damo'd beneath! 
Muſt I not happy bein life nor death 2 
Tim. Alas | ceaſe your unneceſſary moan, 
I find my torments quickly will be goo. 
Though could wiſh they might to years renew, 
So I might ſill be bleſt with ſeeing you. 
Now the black ſtorms of fate are all blown o're, ' \ 
And we ſhall meet, and ne're be parted more, _ 
But oh farewell —— [ayes. 
Alcti. ——— My dear Timandra ſtay ! ! 
Ah pretious Soul, -fly not ſo ſoon away ! 
But one look more ; will death have no remorſe 
See, 'tis thy Alcibiades implores. 
But: oh ſhe's gon, ſeize there that Murdreſs. 
Qu No: 
Seize me! 'tis more then all your Camp can do : 
Who e&'re comes, here's my guard, alas mean fool, (Pro 
My fate'sa thing too Fe 4 thee to rule ; (her D 
There lyes your con pointing to Timan 


[Alcibiades flyes to the 7 xd and ſnatcbes the Dagger from o 
Alci, Infernal hag / 

Whoſe ev'ry breath infefs, each look's a 2 plague ! 

Could are ba fury on pay ' boſome reſt, 

But thou oo this breaſt? 
'To murder he yy on ry mp . 
Thus idle ; now thy heart: : EN air the Dapger to 
But oh 'twould brand . q (ber Treat 
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hpi with tl, dye :_ 
He ls ſo mo and ſo odious are, 
an Executioner. 


Yer Hddo to 


"oh T hav'r, Filresr [ ravinghy. 
—= Timandr4'! 5 too far - [mildly. 
r ſhe mounts, wo Es ſtay; 
bn where the Angels 
Now all ie Goda either bidiove wi My 
And I ſhall meet Prep of Rivalsthere. 
But thus I'll haſte and follow, . [Stabs himſelf. 
— Devil there, — [throws the Dagger to the ___ b 
Bath {= thou haſt courage enough to dare. | 
cr ; FSINET 


Iany loaf fe th 

How well ordd The dy'd, © 
Damn'd fiend t>— - 
Put oh why do T rave at her - 
- That have o little paper 


68 | Altibiad les. he | 

Yet. all-your ſtratagems are uſcleſs. now: - 0; 

Hence With the Murd'reſs to Juſtice. Led yo wh 
(a: Hah!” 

Think you that I will dye by formal law? 

No, when I'm dead be thus my fame wy” y'd; 

She liv'd a murdreſs, and a_murdreſs d STIR RAer 

Juſtice would but my happineſs: retar a. 

Thus I deſcend below to a reward. | 

I ſhall be Queen of Fate : the furies there 

For me a glorious Crown of Snakes prepare. 

I long to be in ſtate; my Lords farewell. 

Now noble Charog ! hoyſe. up Sail for Hell, 2+ [yer 
Lord. Her Soul is fled, i ov 
Patr. With her for ever dye, | 

Her treaſons, and her odious memory. 

But whither is the fair Draxila gone? o 
Lord. Diſtratted at the miſchiets that be dont 

She's fled; but whither is toall-unknown. -:- . 

Patr. Quickly let after her be made purſuit : 


— __ « —_— 


Fil ranfack all t why to nd. her out p 
Propitious Heaven to her_willſure be kind,. ; LEmter Lord. 
2 Lord. My Lard Wein cur yoree have oils d-;; 


To make you King, the Camp with ſhouts, andicryes; - 

Of joy, ſend thei? loud wiſhes to the Skyes..: | 
[Shouts within, Long toe Patroclus King of Sparta. 

Patr. Go bid 'em-their unwelcome forhear ; 

Turn all their ſhouts'to {ij $.of f row here... [Parncta, ro 

Ttrare gon; and with &m.all I'w d to keep. - ( "os 

Now I could almoſt *turn a boy, and weep..... . | 

My Friends! my Miſtreſs! and my Father loſt! 

Never were growing hopes Fnary, | 

Now fortune has her malice. 

She'd court me with thela of : 

A thing ſo far beneath Thok 

'Tis but the ſhadow of : 
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To the Right Honourable C HARLES 
Earlof Dox $ssT and MippLtEsEx, 
Gentleman of 'his Majes Tres 
' Bed-Chamber, ec. 
My Lord, ..« Fry | 
'F Onur Lordſbip has ſo ofien and fo bigb- 
WY 1; obliged me, that 1 cantot but con- 
"© denm my Jeif'for giving you a trouble 
fo Tmpertitent, \\as '#hi5/94. : Confodering how re- 
miſt bave been in my reſpefs to your - Lordſhip, 
mMibatT bave not waned" on you ſo frequently as 
the dry T owe your Lordfbip and my own Inclina- 
tions Fequired ; But the Circumſtances ” þ my 
Condition, whoſe daily buſineſs nuft bedaily Bread, 
bave not, nor will allow me that bappineſs : Be 
pleaſed then my'Lord to accept this bumble dedica- 
' tion as an Inſtance of bis Gratitude, who in a bigh 
meaſure owet bir well-being to you. I cannot doubt 
but your Lordſbip- will prote@ it , for notbing 
ever flew to you- for ſuccor knſucceſefully, F am 
ſuit DDavereaſon to acknowledge it. Ar for the 
anluckey cenſures ſome bave peſt upon me for bis 
A. 2 Flo 


The be Epiſtle Dedicatnry. 


Play, T bope your Lord will believe I bad 
as on For to —- remembrance, when 
firſt I was accuſed of the thing by ſome pe #4 
the World," who bad perbaps* aslittle r 

think I could be guihy of :it; -a5:49 bnlieps - Aa 
ſelves deſervedit, I made it my buſineſs to clear 
my ſelf to your Lordſbip, whoſe good opinion is 
dearer to me then any thing which my warſ# Ene- 
mies.can wrong me of elſe; T 'bope'I c 

L ordſhip of my Innocence jn the matter, 
would not have. evo bad # * bee 
5 or 1 thank, my Stars I know 
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"ABT Scene, The, Mall. * SA 
2 Trantadreadingis Billet, and Servant. = 


"No Vinve ſay you? | © 
=D RE 
_anyit p07 Og the 


" Gina de eine, Ivih 1 may aeper ſhe: wore, except 
knew beitor where to place your Love; or og os, wap yo 
__ EF nh burn this En mY 

T jeu. 


well, Fan de no other then me ranch Vertue of '35. that is -aſ 
now fallen under.the Temptation, or what is-as bad, one of thaſe Cautious 
Dealers that never venture but in Maſquande;, where: they. are ſure to be 
Jn = —0v1 wy edgy a ar 57a peak 


Val, Truly Goodvile Da was very civil, and may come to ſomethin 
a Ty Gbo the TI. _ ve Dine? nw 


ns to grow late, Where al 
- Treem: Wie yOu wt, Ten Ron: - 4s 


Googv, And I. +- 
ZI apppintid ty tqn meet at Chavlins, but— — <4 
_> ithwhe Gedett | 

Vat. Why, your Cquſjn Malageye Goodvi 

Goodv, Valentine Ga Wb much with thay fcHow: 

'Tis true indeed he is ſome relation to me, but *tis ach a lying Varlet,. 
there is no induring of him. 

Val. - But Rogues'and Fools are fo yery plenty tis hard always to cf- 
cape *em. 

Trum. Beſides he das bono in mote a Friend then a Foe, he never fpoke 
well of any man behind his back, nor ill. before his face :. he is a general 
Diſperſer of nauſcousScandall:cho it beof is own Motheror Sifter, prithec 
let's avoid him if we can today. 

Goovd. *Twillbe almoſt impoffible, for he-is as impudent as he) 
ſomz : as there is no Company ſo ill but hee'l keep, ſo there is non 
but hce'l pretend to. .If he hasieverfeen you 'once, ' hee*l be ſorg 
And it he knows where you ate, he's-no:moreto be. kept our of n 
then/you can keep him out of ytigh Debt. --' 

Val. He canie where I was lat Nightroaring drunk : Gooes Dam him, he 
had bin with my Lord ſuch a one, and had ſwallow'd three quarts of Cham- 
paigne for his ſhare, ſaid he had much -ado to get away , bit camethen 
pasticularly to drink a'Bottle with me ; I was fore” t to promiſe him$ would 
mecet.him today, togetrid of him,. + ++ + yy RS MOL 

Goodv.. Faith Gentlemen, let us all go dine at my houſe : E haveſnubb'd 
him of late, and be'1 hardly venture that way ſo ſoon again: At Night UVie- 
promiſe you good Company, ny. Wife ( for I allow ther for wy own! &ke 
what freedom ſhe pleaſes ) has'ſent for the Fiddles to come-: 

Trum, Goodvile, If there be any ſuch-thing as caſe in dnceinans; theu 
haſti it But: mechinks,. there's as: it: were a Mark upon:imarried-mert that 
makes erm as diſtinguiſhable from one of us as your Jews-are-fromthecre 
of ogy 


= 
nie] turn" buttf doons goes his Kennel: 4 
| bo oe Wil But” Goodvile, who! are ; to el he 


"rw, There's us Conditch 7 Pie lah delle” Your 
Mg Ge knows hisold warm Buſh 3 'at 
fee thar il of his Wench, - goes honeſtly there 
Niſpht ' 250% Bit 9308s (11'T of 
FI | "14496 01 i Glad 


*l 


47% aguase) will would never be our of miotibn. 

A en Fo ny | Jo er one 6 ent Ade thr have-a 
- care; how you harſhly of your Miſtreſs, though the buſineſs: be 
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of 56 They fx, be grown *Tis true, ſhe's well enough, but 

If is not the firſt that hae horn troubled with his impertinenc Ad- 


Mal. Indeed he would. not let me alone, till I brought him acquainted 
there, he owes that -happineſs to me. But methioks your Ladiſhip 
ſpeaks with ſomething of heat——By Heav'n ſhe'sjealous! 

L. Sq. No, I afſure you, Sir, I am not concemn'd at it in the leaſt. 

But did you ever hear 'em diſcourſe any thing of me ? 

Never any ill, Madam, _——y a little idle Raillery now and chen 3 
but rumay and he arc wont to be ſomething laviſh - when they have been 
drunk in my company. *T will work. 

L, Sq. Nay, I know he has ſpoken diſhonourably of me behind my 
back, Lecaule he fail'd in his filthy deſigns. Madam Camillamay de- 
ſerve better of him, I doubt-not: yr ries not revengd on his 


i 5 RR [Afide] Mr. Caper | ah 


- ſ F 
'L. 89. Where do you to day? 
Cap, Will your Ladiſhip be at the new Play ? 
L. $9. No, I fawit the firſt day, anddon'e like it- 
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» £.54. Þ fwenr, Mr, Malagene, you are an obliging peifortilit wwdhder 
the world ſhould beſo malicious to give you ſo undeſerving a CharaQer'as 
they' do: F always found you ' extremely generous and a perſon of 
worth. | [oo 

Mal; In troth, Madam, your Ladifhip and my ſelf. are the ſubjeRts of 
abundance of envy : for I love to be malicious now and then, and faith, 
am the yery ſcourge of the Court, they all ſtand in #we of me, for I muſt 
ſpeak what T know, tho? ſometimes I am uſed a little ſcurvily for it 3 
but faith I can't helpit, *tis my way, 

L. Sq: Ha, ha, ha, really 1 love ſcandal extremely too ſometimes, 
it be decently manag'd—— But as I was laying, there- is not a per- 
fon in the world underftands the Intrigues of the Court better than my 
ſelf: I am the' general Confident. of the Drawing Room, and know the 
loves of all the people of quality inn Town. f 

Cap, Dear Madam , how ftands the Aﬀair between my Lord S»pple 
and Madam Lofty? 

L. Sq. Worſe then ever: "Tis very provoking to ſee how ſhe uſes the 
poor Creature : but the truth is, ſhe-can never be at reft for him'5 he's 
more troubleſom then an old Husband, continually whiſpetiag his ſoftneſ- 
ſes and making his vowes, till at laſt ſhe is forc'd to fly to me for thitter, 
and then wedo fo laugh which the good natur'd Creature takes fo 
patiently I ſwear, 1 pity him. | | 

Saunt, But my Lady Colt they fay is kinder to the Sparkiſh- Mr. 
Prouneit. : | SUB 3 ra babe 
- L. Squ, Oh Lord,” Mr Sawnter,' that you" ſhould underſiant-ho'better 3 - 
to my knowledge it is all falfe :'I' know-all that br f from-the 
ning to the ending, it has been off this Moath—befides he kerps' a mr 
again— Of, Mr, Saunter } whatever you do; neverconcern your ſelf with | 


e Players. | ; | 
San, Madatn, I have left the folly long- ſince : When fir} 1. carve to 
Fowl wo eres had 2 Koga there : —_ Fhave been ac- 
quainted with your Ladiſhips Wit and 'Beauty, I have learnt-ro lay out 
my-heart to better ad vantage——1 think herons Rntly Gl F. 
L. Sg. Tk ſwear, Mr. Saunter, you have the moſt Court-like way of 
expreſſing your (eclt- AS 4 
Sawnt. Oh Lotd; view | | Bows and cringes, 
L. Sg. Mr. Malagene, theſe are both-my intim ual and Fe 
fear, I am proud: of *em. Here is Mr. og nr 
better then ever I heard any Engliſh Gentleman life: befides: he 
pronounces his Engliſh in finging with a Freneb kind of s Tone-or Acceiit, 
mango te a ſtrange beauty———Sweet Sir, do me_the favgnr . of the 
new LSE "210.9147 + 


Saunt, Let me die! your Ladifhip obliges me beyond cxpreffior—M- 


lagene, thou ſhalt hear me, Put oa d# 3AM 
GD Sings a Song in a French T; 
Mala, What a Devil was this, I underfiand ee ws vu, 


Sown, 
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Saunt. Ha, Malogene, ha? 

L. $q.-Did you ever hear any thing fo fine ? 

Malag. Never, Madam, neyer: I ſwear, your Ladiſhip is + great 
Judge. | , YI 

L. Sq#.;but how plain and diſtinaly too eyery word was pronounc'd ? 
Mel oh, to adtitation, to admiration, 

[ Makes months afide. 

L. Sqz. Well, Mr. Saxnter, you are a charming Creature——Oh (ad, 
Mr. Caper, I long till Night comes: TI'le dance with no body but you to 
Night, for I ſwear I believe I ſhall be our of humour. 

Malag. That's more then ſhe ever was in her life, fo long as the had 2 
Fool or a Fiddle in her company. 

L. $qz. Tho? really I love Dancing immoderately.— But now you talk 
of In , I am miſtaken if you don't ſee ſomerhing where. we arc go- 
ing to "s 

Malag. What, Goodvile is to commence Cuckold, is it not ſo? 

Lo Oh, fie , Mr. Malagene, fie : I vow you'l make me hate you, if 
you talk ſo firangely :—but let me die, I can't but laugh —ha, ha, ha.— 
Well, oggerpor you ſhall Dine with me to day— What ſay you Mr. 
Melogens, w 4 

Malag. Your Ladiſhip way be ſure of me, I hate to break good Com- 


PL. 89. And pray now hes LO ane th talk waliciouſly of all the 
Town. Mr. your hand: Mr, Sauter, how I divide 
my ſeif—T le ſwear, I am Ber bro loſs —— Mr. Malogene, you muſt 
be Mr. Sawnters Miftrifs I think at preſent, * | 
Melag. With all my heart, Madam, —Sweet Mr, Sawntey, your hand; 
I ſwear, you are a-charming Creature, and your Courtſhip is as extraordt- 
nary a5 your Voice.—Let me die, and 1 vow I muſt have tCother Song at 
ter Dinner, for I am very humourſom and very whimſical I think; 


ha, 
wy [Exennt omnes. 
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«+ End firſt Adi. 


7 — Z — oy 
THE SECOND ACT. 
SCENE, TheOrdinary. 


Enter Mrs. Goodvile and Lettice. 


Mrs. Goodv. Id you deliver the Billet ? 
Lettic. Yes, Madam, faithfully. 
Mrs. Goodv. But are you ſure you did ? | 
Lettice, Can your Ladiſhip think I would be guilty of the leaft negle& 
in a Concern of ſuch moment. | | 
Mrs. Goodv. And are you ſure he Dines here to day ? 
Lettic. Madam , they are now at Dinner below : Mr. Valentixe's 
there too. Oh, I'le (wear he's a fine man, the moſt courteous perſon |! 
Mrs. Goodv. What, becauſe he hunts and kiſſes you when he's drunk ? 
No, Lettice, Truman, Truman, Oh that Truman ! 6" 
Lettice, F wonder your Ladiſhip ſhould be fo taken with him : were 1 
to chooſe, I ſhould think my Mafter the more agreeable man. | 
Mrs. Goodv. And you may take him if you will; he is as much a Huſ- 
band as one would wiſh : Thaye not ſeen him this Fortnightz he never 
comes home till Four in the Morning, and: then-he ſneaks to his ſeparate 
Bed, where he lies till Afternoon, then riſes and out again upon. his Parole ; 
flcſh and bloud' can't endure It. 
' Lertice. But he always viſits your Ladiſhip firſt. | 
Mrs. Goodv, Thats his Policy, as great Debtors are always very reſpeQ- 
full and acknowledging where they never mean to pay. *Tis true, he gives 
me what freedom I can defire, but God knows that's all. 
Lentice, And where's the pleaſure of going abroad and getting a ſtomach, 
to return and ſtarve at home? * es 
Mrs. Goodo. I laugh though to think what an cafe fool he believes me 
he thinks me the molt contented, innocent, harmleſs Turtle breathing, the 
vcry pattern of patience, 
Lettice, A Jewcl of a Wife, 
Mrs Goodv. And as blind with love as his own good opinion of himſelf 
has made him. 
Lettice, And can you find in your heart to wrong ſogood a natur'd-eom- 
pleat well-meaning harmleſs Husband, that has ſo good an opinion of you * 
Mrs. Goodv.” Ha, wrong him ! what you ſay, Leitice ? I wrong my Huſ- 
band ! ſach another word forfeits my good opinion of thee for ever. - 
Letikes What meant the Billet.to My.. Traman then this Moxning ? 
Mis. Ge-dv. To make him my friend perhaps, and diſcoyer if 1 can who 
| | i 


x3 
it is Cos I am fureThave a Rival. 
And lamaptto 7211 Hehe cog wag pony eetndy. om i 
the truth were known... | 

Lettice. Why, ſhe is his __ Kinbroiman andulives here in, the houſe 
withyou.. * beſides be would never diſkonour his: own'F4mily ſurely. 

Mrs. Goodv. You are a Fool, Lettice, the neamef# of! bloud is the leaſt 
thing conſidered. ' Beſides, as Fhave heard, 'tis almoſt the onely way Re- 
Jations care'to be kind to one another now a days. 

Lett.' Yet, Madam, you never meet ,-but you are as ; kind mdobas of 
him, as if you had all-the joyes of love about you. - Lord | How cat» you 
diffemble with him ſo ? Bela: Mr. Truman, Madam, you know. is his 
Friend. 

Mr. Goodv. Oh, if IT would. ever conſent to wrong my Husband (which 
Heav'n forbid, Lettice! )- it ſhofld; be, to chooſe, with his Friend. For 
ſuch a one has a double Obligation to ſecrecy, as ' wall for his own- Ho- 
nour as mine. But T'le ſwear, Lettice, you arcian #d1e' Girl tor talkirty {o 
much of this, that you are : *Tis - to. put qo" il into ones 
head, which Tamthe moſt averſe toof all things in-the wor! 

Lett, But, Madam, Thoughts are free, and it is as hard-not"to- think:a 
Keths idly forteriwis, aS{tis. tobe-aliways'in good hutwonr.] But! it. would 
make ay one laugh," to think Mr, Truman ſhould be in love with Madam 
Vidoris, if all be reall-which your [Eadifhip ſaſpedts. 

Mrs. Goodv, Ay, and with 4 Jabgn: of Mt 'toQ : "oy aranging Gab 
Jant thinks he fathows all, and counts it as much beneath his experience to 
doubt his ſecurity in a Wife, as ſucceſs in a Miſtrefs. 

Lett. Beſides, after a little time, he is ſo very induſtrious in Cuckolding 
others, thatthe never: dreams how: (wimmivgly his own: Giles" Gs 
nag'd' at fm an 208 


Eiter Vidoria: 


Mis. Goodd. But-huſh —ſhe's: here.. 

Vito, "A happy Day to'you, Madam, | - 0 |! 

Mrs. Geodo, Dear Couſin, your humble Servant: have you heard bs 
are below ?: 

Vito. Yes, young Tramanand: his inſeparable Companion Valewine. 

Mrs. Gootlv, Well, what will you do Couſin, Truman comes -reſglv'd on 
Conqueſt z for with the Advantages he hasin yout Heart akeady,; *tis im-- 
poſſible you ſhould-beable tohold out.againk bim,: * _ -/ 
Via. Yes, powerfull Champaign as whey call it may do much, a ſpark can - 
no more refrain running intolove after a Bottle , then a drunken Country + 
Vicar cept dating thor, 1 heme his Patran's Ale grows ltronger - 


then his Reaſon. 
Inclinadiony: as artfylly as You 
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otke 
pleaſe, of am H frve they are Þnkng indifen, but they may be tally diſ- 


: Video. 


2 
7 
3 ; 


F4 _ Oniendſprp in 2 
 Viflo, Traly, Madam, Ras atv u3 AR 
| Mes. Goodv. How -I:doubt' it-is ſome other man. t has call this 
alteration in you.—Lord, Lentice, is ſhe not extremely alter'd ?. --- ';, 

' Viflo, Alter'd, Madani, what do:you'tmean? -'/ -| | 
| Mrs. Goody, Nay, Lettice, fetch « Glaſs and let her ſee her (elf; LT 
arc palet then you' uſe to be. -- 

- Lew, Ay, and then that blewneſs under the eyes. 

Mrs. Goodv. Beſides, you: are not tuly as I have known you 3 par- 
don me Conuſin.'.: 
Lett" well, if thert be-a fault, Marriage will cure all 

. Vittos. lc affure-you, I have none that I know off flands in necd of (6 

. deſperate. a remedy. Marriage ! fault ! What can all this tend to? 


Entey Page. 


Gd well; what —_ 

- Dage, Madam, Camila is coming to wait upon your Ladiſkip. 

Mrs. Goodv., Ha, Camilla ! Tell her Ile attend her: Won't you go 
bor —orr TS ans Chamber , nd. follo 

Ville. Fle into wy a w.,you infian 

Jt [ Ex. Ms, Good. gnd 4 

whither can ill this deive ? 'Suxely ſhe! has diſcovcred ſomething of Goad- 
. v#e'slove and minc : if ſhe has, I am ruin'd, 


Emter Goodvile. 


Gredu, Vileris 1 your Couſin is noe there, is the? What, in Clouds 2. 
'T ſtole this Minute from my friends on purpoſe to ſee thee, and muſt not I 
have a look? not a word? 

Vile. Oh, I am ruin'd and loſt for ever. 1 fear your Wife has had ſome 
knowledge of our Loves : And if it beſo, what will then become of me? 

Geodv, Prithee, no more : my Wiſe! ſhe has too good an opinion of 
her (df, to have any jill one of me 5 and would 2s fon believe; her 
Glaſs could flatter her; as' T be'falſe to her: my Wi 17 "WIS 

Vitto. Yes, I am ſure it muſt be ſo it can be no otherwiſe; But 
you' are fatisfi'd, and now have nothing more to do , but to leave me 
to be miſcrabke. . 

. Goodo, Leave thee! By Hearn Fde foomcr. renounce any # , and 
own my ſelf the Baſtard of a Raſcal: Come, quict thy doubts, — 
A and take my Love for thy Security , he. (hall be” thine to 

Vito, T have great reaſon to.cxpe& it indeed, that you would ha- 
zard your Intercit in ſo good a Friend for the reparation of 'my Ho- 
CO Inns park, and which you have already made 
your 

yo No more of that, Love's my Province 3 and thin is to 


” If 


—— k : * «46; . 
5s Ws k wit - v9 
4 


dear -to-4n6-16 be 1 


{ Tis true; | 1 tntitade him F 
and I hope he wil erve it, Sinn aac 
incapable of. 
Vile, You 


can _ inks + 
Goody, Ay, as reſolutely perform :; when I Fave here him with 
Wine, prepare to _— him. 4 


Enter Me. Goodell 


Ha, ſhe here ! 

Mrs. Goodvile. So, fo, Mr. Goodvile, are you ne ney I though 
I ſhould catch you. 

Goods, Faith, my my+ Dear, T-have been ſpeaking a'good word for Fack 
Truman 3 Coufin Vittoria? $ too cruel.- 

Mrs. Goods, Oh, fie, Vidoris | * Can you. be © hard hearted to!deny 

any — when Mr. Goodvile is an Advocate? - 

—_— muſt confeſs it is with ſome ayer, bo) Seo ane 


——_": | 
Alas, my - Dear , war Ls all as thow an good, th grams Goa. 
dence. would thaive-me ineo hott. | 7 


Emer Camilla rueuing woe. 
Troman nd Valentin of — } 
Z " 4 
Lay For Heav "ns Cake, - fare ime 4 nds "tis - 
ſafer travelling the Deſarts of: M&robia, then entring. your. 'Houk: :/ 
Had Inotranhardforit,;IT devout'd; (that's certain | 
Val. Oh, Madam, are you ? ie will beto little paapoſe, © am 
ftanch, and never change my-Game! i- ©  LNBLGSM GH 
Can. Bur when you have {ic if. "rv mip, yew. tan bens fall 
atisfied , who hunt more. for the IF pcer {port Gon ae: 


Valent, | But, Madam, thould you chende./tb be/taken, look ot; for 


rr, yr onputg.y ow. DAY WR 
pot eds Crehowrr as'3 ay, WtglPwot'G. 


+ Bacaeyou wo, Lady, fo wil, ws din; Gomilad). 4, 20 
oe 
_ —- 


d " 6 : Mn " 7 a J/ ſip | aſbio 


ine, 

MeV No, Mel” aite on "he contary; as FR and pO @ your 
Pillow, you may _; me to youls own caſc and pleaſure, which way 
you will; : -- 

Vito. 'Tis firange twoof ſuch diffrent Tempers could ſo well agree: 
Methinks you look like two as AAS s ranting , tory rory Sparks as 
one would wiſh to meet withall. 

Val. Yes, Madam, at the Play-houſe in a Vizor , when * you come dreſt 
and prepar'd for the Encounter ; z there indeed -we can be as unanimouſly 
Modith and/Impertinent -as the perteſt Coxcombs of 'eris all , till like 
them too , we loſe our hearts, and never know what becomes of 'ew. 

: (Camil.' Pup the comfort is, : mw are ſure to” find *em again -in the 
next Bottle. 

Mrs; Goedy, Then'drink *em Jown to the Ladies Healths, and they arc 
as well at caſe asever they were. 

Tram. Why,you would not be ſo unconſcionable as to have us two ſuch 
whining cxop-bck Lovers, as fighaway-their hours, and. write lamentable 
. Dittiestorbedung about the Townhby:Fook and-Bullis by Taverns, : 1 1 
Goodv. Till ſome Smithfield Doggrel taking the'bint, ſwells the "_ 
' to a Ballad, andGHlorisdwindles into a Kitchin-Wench. 

_ _ Vide. *Tis: preſurn'd! then you: are of 'that familiar Tribe that. never 
make Love but by contratics, and rally our Fanks whesd you -picrtnd to. 
admire our 

\\Cemill. Asifthe onely way to nil a cod opinion of your ſets, mer 
to let as know how 111 zone you have p! 

Traum, Faith, Madam, *tis a hard. waeldy and adn; Beauty i is helJ at, 
ſ on deara rate , 'tis the beſt way to beat down the Market as much as we 


Fat. But you ſhall find, Ladies, wel bia like Fe a for all that, 

Vifto. You had beſt have a care though, leſt you over-reach "_ {clves, 
and repent oDyode purchaſe when is :too Lark. ,  :! br ve;: 

. Cartbdi/.-Befidesy Thatc a Dutch Bargainthat's made in; heat of Wine, for 
the loye it raiſes'is «PET like the courage it' gives, very extraordinary, 
but very ſhort liv? 

Goodv, How, Madam ! have a care whatyou ſay 3 Wine is the Prince of 
Love,: and all Ladies that  again(tit,, _ their _— pn 
not have my. Favourite-1 at 2320! 51 . | 
Boy, bring ſome Wine, you ſhall prove its good fects and then acknow-. 
ledge it your Friend. Well drink— +: -- | 

Cam. Till your Brains ate afloat, and all the reſt ſink. 

Val. I find then, Lakics,: you hato.che, like paneſo Oy as! 
you'have'ofodr Hearts. :// | 

_ Com; Really; Sir, 'youtare much in theright. 

Trw.But if your Ladiſhip ſhould be in the wrong,—The? _ like Wine. 
& a of 2 eo tmore\'dangerous to be tao buſie ——_— 


- 


I riendfbip # 5 abidn. - ' 
| I v7 
confound a Tk T Gall ves whe nel > cu 
vi "I | 1172 { 1 VS; ' 
_— Glodsi But Se (fallneriiwere of your cruel remper/what would be: 
* Blict in « Mornlng, though ie ves thous Naſt an ies you 
a Bi a comes 
as unſatisfi'd as they poor Creatutes are themſelves 11s [1-2 y-r'7 57 oo Bt 
| Tram, Hah) this concerns me!-Blockhead/dull teaden $66 thae'T was, 
not-to be (cylible ic. muſt be ſhe, and hone bat the} Wild" ſend mine this 
 Moming, Well, poor Jack Traman look 'to thy ſeIE; fates are laid for 
a fi TY Vertuous muſ my i po po And Heav' n | knows 
all is 


4% } 2”? " : of ' (Y 


Caen; orien? a0Y 111241497 916] 


Goodv.- Now Boy, fill the Glaiſes.' 'But beforewe proceed, ani chibg is to 
be confider'd ::My Dear, you-and-L are to be no- Matand:Wiife for this day, 
but be as indifftrent,. and take as lictle notice» ware rm 2s we - iniay 
chance todd-fexeh years hence 7. butat-Nightwoael . (3800) tit ba {nie 


Val. A very fair propoſal. 2091 extgi.- tea 

Mrs. Goodv. Agreed, Sir , if you will have it ſo- 

Goody, The Warren ect! mag to.” ' (They ſeperate,Goody. 
his poli. | 2TEE * DK E— Val. #o Video, 
The word. CATEP Gleſſer. Trame Mrs.Good v. 

Trac! AE} »ashuads 15) ; rl Yinsbs ' Kinbdr: 


/ Goods) Pdobornns 7 Tow Atm) gonimmdo 12 t , Drill Ms}. 1 


oil rd 91l2 01 10nd 7 abvink; *: 10 til 10I—,voy 019 
Now that-nothing:mdy be 'wanting,- Lettiee "your - 4g I 
brought hoine Cother Morningydor dulick lag Sato at 
to drinking, as fighting; | ns 2 211338 Dare 0! ] 261! 47 phony 198 x7 "FOI 
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e$ F riendſbip nn faſhion, 
. Gyodn. $a, now ſhbw rean Encmy:to divine harmonious Drinking! 

Bey. Sis, my Lady Syweany is below, jultalighted out pf her Coach. . 
Goodv, Nay then drinking will have the major Vote againſt it : She'is 
he wedaacbings of Decorums and-Decenicy alive: "But ſhe is not 
alone I hope ? | | 

Boy. No, Sir, there, is. Mr. with her, and three. more Gentle- 
men 3 one they call Sir Noble Glumſey; a full portly Gentleman.  * 

Tram, That's a hopefull Animal, aa elder Brother, of a fair EGate, and 
her Kinſazan, newly come up to Town, whom her Ladiſhip has under» 
whauey 5p hes mo fine Gentleman. RL Ew 

pal. Tis a tulſom over-grown Rogue, yet to be a' 
and a very Courtly Youth ; he has been this half year endeavouring at a 
ſhape, which he loves cating and drinking too well ever to attain to. The 
other 'le warrant you, are the nimble Mx. Caper, 2nd his polite Companion 
Mr. Saunter. 

Goedv. She's never without a Kennel. of Fools at her heels,” and we may 
know as well when the is near by the rivife her Coxcombs make, as we 
know whep 2:.certain Spark of this Town is at band by the new fangled 
gingle of his Coach, She- comey-— and wo be to-the VVsetch! whom he 
firſt lights upon. de qrinng BY A MW 


| Exter L, Squeamith, Sivy Nable Clunaſey, 
| * Malag, Caper nd Saunter. 
SADTECL% 29 6 UNC CORD bs o133"] . 
- L. $4+ Dear Madam Goodvile, ten thouſand happinefſeswaiton you : fair 
Madam Vifteris , ſweet charming Camills, which way-ſhall:K'txptcls. my 

Service to you. Couſin your hondunythr honour to the Ladies. 
 - Six Nobls, Lidics,:as low as Kntc,cam bend, or Head can bow, I falute 
youlls And Gallants, /L any your ww bumble, mofirobliged, and mofi 

evoted Servant.—— That I learn'd at the end of an Epiſtte'| Y 

Goody. Six Noble Clumſey is too great a Courtier. | 

Six Noble. Yes, Sir, I can compleggnt upon an occaſion; my Lady 
knows I am a pretty apt Scholar. 

L. $qs. Gallants , you anuſt pardon. my Crain here, he'is but as it 
were a Novice yet, and has hay:lictle Converſation but whati1 have had 
the honour to infirut him-ime & © i a6 Not nn he | | 

I reſpeR 


40! 4132 1 
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. tendAbly 3 "TAI/PION., t9 

Oh ſweet Mr. Goodvile, don't retnpe him to daink, dont! Ple 

honk atn fo afraid he ſhould (poll himſelf with drinking: "Lord, how 
Fhould toath a Fellow with 4 red Noſe! 

Val. See, Truman, the two Coxcombs are already boarding our Mi- 
ſtreſſes.” 

Trum. Oh, *twere pi nterrupt *em; 2 woman loyes to play and 
fondle with a Coxcomb 1 ud rorye aoont , as with a Lap-Dog z and. 
Ne tare of arephekn of the oi: | 
. "Pal. Latr' not of your opinion z they art too apt to. love any. thing that, 
_ miakes*em ſport: And the of Fools procecds often-times 

oben ta wotpeoarner dry 1 For my part, I ſhall' make bold 
to divert, — Mr. Sawnter a word: Haye you any pretences With that 
Lady ? hah? —_ kave tad, $i 5 ba 

Saxnt. Sore fima encouragernent I ave ir 5 Sins 
boaſt of thoſe Favours, never. ' | 

Vl. No, Sir, *twere not your beſt contre. 

Sawnt. Oh Lord, you arc pleas'd to be merry : Sure he takes me for a 
Fool ; but no matter for that. Sings. —— World Phyllis be mine, 

ah Hr &c, 


_ Emter Boy. 

Boy. Madarn, the Fiddles are below, ſhall I call *ep: up? 

Mrs. Goody, No, let 'crm ſtay 2 litele, wel dance bdow. 

Cap. Hah, the Fiddles | Boy, where are you? [ Caper capers. 

y-4 ponder brough Dancing:fhoos 

you emmy 

Boy. No, Sit, you gave me no order: bo your Fiddle is below under 

the Seat of the Coach. 


out my Dancing«ſhoos ? Sirrah, ran home and ferch %*em quickly, or Ile 
cut off both your Ears, ard have * em faten' 10 the Heels of chk 


have on» 
- Think. It is 40 unpardonable! fault, fr, that your Boy ſhould 'forget 


g him, Blockhead, he has no ſenſe ; 1 nd GS Ne 
Nm ena i pac if <a that we com- 
4 Trace iti 4 =— : 
| yn Mb Lopes { rok CN es's 

Mi | there is 3 love between, you and 

Matam Comills Wine, The, Sh, To Val. 
Val. Faith; Madam, you are much —_ he haes. there js 

bu cer dara rene rm 


=s 
et FAO A are 4 oli Ft le pan 


Ladies and Gallants, poor Mr. Valemine here is fallen in love, and has | 
D 2 dclired * 


or feds 


, 


20 tſhip in. faſb ON, 
deſired meto be his Fe. Who could. withfiand that 'E.ye, that Lip, 
that Shape 4 Mein 3 rar ry, Graces in — thing. he does ?, 


Oh" lovely Camilla! guird; guard your, -Heartz..but Ii Wear: if it were 
my own caſe, 1 doubt 1 ſhouid potkeis 40 ha, wy | 
"Val; Madan? what mcans all this? , 


Goodv, Poor Ned Valentine ! 

Trum, *Tis hut what I told him he muſt look for : but ſiay, Fa is 
more yet comin 

L. $9. Nay, this | is not half of what thou, art to expe& 3. Ile haunt thee 
worſe then thy itl Genius ,, take all opportunities to .cxpoſe thy. folly and; 
falſhood every whete; till Thave made thee as ridiculous to our whole Sex, 
as thou art odious ts me, 

Val: But has'yout Ladiſhip no mercy ? will nothing but my ruine ap- 
peale you ? Why ſhould you chooſe by your malice to expole. your deeay of 
years, and hay ofet your poor Over follics toall, becauſe you could,im-! 
prove 'em to your own uſe no longer ? - ? | | « [ Approaches. 

L. Sqz. Come not gcar me, Traytor, —Lord, Madam Camilla, how 
can you be'fo cruel ? I” 2e, ſee, how wildly he looks; for Heav*n ſake have 
a careof him'3, I fear he is diftemper'd in his mind : What pity *tis ſo " 
ful a Gentleman ſhould run mad for Love, — ha, ha, ha. 

Mrs. Good. Dear Madam, how can you uſe Mr. Valentine ſo ? *Tis enou 
to put him out of humour and ſpoil him for being good company all t 
day after it. 

L. Sq». Oh Lord, Madam, * tis th ateſt pleaſure to me in the da 
Ler me dic, but I love' to railly, a 'baſ ull young Lover, and put him out 
of connt'nance, at my heart.  * 

Saunt, Ha, ha, ha, and le ſwear the : Devil and, all's;in- her wit, when 
ſhe ſets on't. . Poor. Ned Valentine !: Lis nfs how fillily he looks ! HA 

-Cap, "Ay, and would fain Feanggyl he knew but how, 

Val. Hark you Coxcomb, Ic * AUBLY,; VCTY ADSI Y, d'ye: mark me ?. 

-- Sit Noble, No, bur” Sir, dan't ina palhon my Lady will have her 
humour 3 but bes: a very good woman att he bottom, - X 2u0y; 4 | 

' Vok (ns likely Sir, ; x 4 77 

Mrs. Goody, Nw, Madam, if your Ladiſhip thinks we with- 
daw ant Tave'the Gentletrien' fo thes F gi 
and Mr. Sawnter muſt do us the” honour of their compan 

 'Bawnt, Say you (0, Madarn ?' aj and Fin "Qhall bak it. [Come Ca 


bye up wich 6.208 y 


p*r, we arc wg Gn, or the. L 9 LE.th & th Hey Boys! 1651 yi - P 
ou {Bn 


L. Sqz. Oh. & = s Gece bj 
'Stznt. OR en' t ound 
I believe” I'could- fing all Day and, 
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| Goody, A bapoy adders tes Now: A, for one: Bottle to en- 
,Friend and-now acquaintance, Six Nople Clumfey, - 
[Ong b6S you Panyog, :l. om 
Sir, and.my won't 
. Trum, 'Ob; ſurely at honourable Bulk could never be maiatain'd with 
thin regular Diet and ſmall. Beer, 
ir Noble. I muſt cogfe(s, Sir, I am ſomething plump, but a little fat is 
oopetye's by ' not be0a lean. LED mhow' TI 
; by ng; means. my aſt an heroic Face, which 
well b the noble port and fulneſs of thy Body. 
Val. Goodvile, we have a Suit to,you: Here is Molagens has been ſome- 
time in 4 Cloud, for this. once receive. him into good Grace and. Favour 


again 

Malag, \Faich,' Goedpila; do,. for without, pam more Fece words, I love thee 
with-all my. heart— Faith and; Txoth— give methy hand. 

Goodv, But Sir ſhould I allow you my Countenance, you would be very 

drunk,;. vexy.rude, and very unmannerly I fear.” 
".. . Malag;. Drunk, Six ? 1 cory your words, F'de have you know I han't 
been drunk this week 3,no,,T am the Son of a Whore if I, wont be yery 
ſobex; This/noble Knight ſhall be ſecurity for my good bebaviaur.. Wile 
thou not Knight ? 

Sir Noble. Sir , you are a perſon altogether a ſtranger to me; and I 
have ſworn never to be bound for any man. 

. Tram... Qh but. Sir, Noble, you arc: ;oblig'd in: honour-to ſerve a, Gen- 
tleman and your friend, 

. Sir Noble.. Say. you -{o,. Sir ? oblig'd- in bopony? Iam tigh'd,.. Sir, 
this Gendlempn ie Wy: Friend. and Acquaintance , a and whatſqever he boys 
Ile 
Malag. Hark thee Son of Mare, thou art a Knight abeady, I'le mar- 
ry- thee 40-2 Lady, of my acquaintance, and have thee made a Lord. 

Goedn. Boy, the /Wine,. give Six. Noble his "OG cer” entfengen, Sir 
Noble's Ladies Hea! Ith. 

Sir Nob. Od's my life, le drink that tho' 1 dic for” b Salſns, I have 
a Lady in this Head of mine, and, that, you ſhall find ]. anon». By my 
Trothz 1, think this be a Glafs of good Wine ! | 

\. Yah. Say :you-lo? takes Ll then Sir Noble, "— 

\ Six Nob. *Fore George, and, I will. Por, on't,, let it be; a  bpimeer ; 


fave the King 
og ery my ney A of might: His wortip erojs ;8oog 


| "rm "Sir Noble, Lo ohio aw a great Keapalntance with Mr. Capir and Mr. 
Saxnter, they 


= oh. Oh Sr, the -fnch | poſone—che wa moſt. Sy Ti 


is Fon. ang axe ,men, of fine 
o This-Jon mg Yay that knows the 


"q2 TIED 1: J W, 

value of nothing but a good Eftare, and loves a fellow with a great 
deal of Larid-and a Tithe, though his Grandfather wete « Blackſrnith. 

Sir Nob. How fay you 'Sir a-good Eflate? od's heart, give me the 
other Glaſs, I have two Yong nn a year, '*" | 

' Malag. Say'f thou fo? more Wine; Wine in chntidance, 
Sink ; hear? Frank Goodvile, up oy we T am _ for Faith T hate 
Ceremony, and would fain make the 

Goodv, Malagene , it ſhall be your task 3 ks drink up taftily, and 
"when that's done, wee! ' bring him to my etnies | 
make ſome ſport. * 

Vol. A very .good 

Malag. 'Szy no more, vis Rot and fe Baile bates Come, 
bear up my luſty Limb of honour, and hang ſobriety 

Sir Noble.” Ay, fo fay I, hang ebriery—<drink; » whore rant, roar, 
(wear, make a vole abd lt thar : Bot be: honeft, ) do'® hear, be ho- 


Trum. 1 would very fain be ſo if F could: Bur the damin'd Billet 
this Morning won't out of my head. Well, ' Madam Goodvwile , if any 
miſchief comes on't, *tis your own fault, not wine. x did not frrike 
firft and there's an end of't. [ Mwfich, within, 


Enter Lettice. 


Fettice, Sir, the Fiddles are ready, and the Ladies defire your Com- 
pany.—— Mr. Truman, my Lady wants you. 

Tram, Say'ſt thon [o? I thank thee- for news with alf my | heart. 
The -Devil i ſee wilt get the berter ont, there is no reſiftiy 

—_—- wiper , my Lady Squeamiſ ſent me to tell you, the wants 

y to dance. | 

T*Lir Nob. Telt her, Fam bufic about 2 grand Aﬀaix of the Nation, and 
cannot come,—— Dance? I look like 2 Dancer inderd ! bus theſe women 
will be always pu us on more then we can do. 
Oy, gee whe ge ine. 

vodv, Malagene, remember; and ufe expedition. 
[ Ex. Goodv, Trum. Val, Levtice, 

Sir Noble, Sircah, do you know me? I am a Knight: And hete's 2 
Health' to alt the VVhores-in Chriftendom. 

way ee OS ER Now we are clone I 


[ 
ir Nob = there's for nog do you ſee ? [Breoky Glaſs 
Sitrah, dont you look F have money in my Pecite, you 
mult know that, og? o when Bn 
» thou art, a pretty Fellow 3; do'ſt thou love me Þ' Give me 
"Hah, what's the meaning chis* I'doubt 1 hall be 
| ſoon as the K Knight,” Sir Noble, canſt thou whore? © &, 


I 


es 
1 
. 


Sir Nob. How, whowe! what « quelion' there? Thou ſhale be my 

Pimp, and I'le profer- thee. —_— 

Malag. What a Raſcal this Knight is ? I have known as worthy a 
nd, and one that thought it no blemiſh to his 


rn 
Enter . Lady Squeamiſh & the Door.. 


Sir Noble, Hah, my "> Coulin > ——Faith, Madam, you ſee I am 
at it. 

Malag. The Devil's in'e, I think, we could no ſooner talk of Whores, 
but the muſt come in, with a Pox to her. Madam, your Ladifhps moſt | 
humble Servant. 

L. $qu. Oh , odious -infufferable! Who would have thought, Cou- 
fin, you would have ſerv'd me fo ————— h how he--ftinks of: 
Wine, I can ſiyet! him hicher, — How have you the patience to hear the- 
noiſe” of Fiddles, and ſpend 'your-time.in naſty: ? - 

Sir Nob; Hum ! *tis 8 good Creature: lovely-Lady, ſhalt take thy 


Ghfs. 

- 'B. $qu. vhs taurther, L had racher you had offered me. a:Toads 
' "Sit Noble." ' Pttemine, Sana 3 on mvp: 
ben upon Offa. breaks, Glaſs. 

"ors. an Fad mn what's that 
ap mabncg , much-clke of by the Aa- 
cients 3 che nk hk is well read. 
L. Squ. Nay be iran h 


. TING 
fo. rade: Ty ha # you gqas, you good 


| LBnron ans. 


THE THIRD. ACT. 
Oe >. 


Enter Gopdvile 6 little heated, yt | 


Good- 'Hat ' a damn'd Chicken-brain'd Fellow ; am 1 grown ? Tf I 
vile, but dip my Bill I am giddy. Now, am I as hot-headed 
with my bare two Bottles, as a drunken Prentice on a Holiday. Truman 
marries Videris, that's reſolv'd on, and ſo one Care is over. But then 

Camilla | how I ſhall get poſſeſſion of her.——; Well, my mind aiſgjycs me 
I ſhall do' ſomethin Th call my Diſcretion in - queſtion, and yet-I can ' 
avdid it. / Camila T a6 ve and maſt have her, come what will_on't; 


And no time Ny 5 todd the Enterprize as this vs 7 make y 90s 
Wife for Valentine for all rhat. 


13 a 48}®. 


Enter Trumaz , Polemine, Match. l ye 


Fie, Gentlemen , withbut the Ladies! 'Did' you” "quit Champaign , 
this ? Faith I begin to deſpair of you, 'and doubt you arc grown as weak 
Lovers as Drinkers. 

Tram. Goodvile thou haſt no Conlelence:, A decay'd 'Cayali Captain, 
that drinks Journey-work under a Deputy Eicutealine in the peg 
not able to kcep thee compeny- Two Bottles, as I take i it, is 

ing matter. ,. 

Geeds. Oh but 1 hate to be baulkt, and a friend that leaves me at two 
Bottles, is as unkind as a Miſtriſs that jilts me when I thought I had made 
ſare of the Buſineſs. But Gallants, how ſtand the Afﬀairs of love? Tru- 
man, is Vidoris kind? I queſtion not your friendſhip in the matter, but 
ouſt the honour of my Family in your hands. | 

Val. Hclittle thinks Tramen is inform'd of all, and no longer a Rage 
on what ſcore heis ſo wondrous civil. But I am miſtaken, if he bs 


hind with him in kindneſs long, : [ Aſide. 
Trum. A pox on't, I ertrroma this Marriage will never agree with me, 
methinks the very thought on*t goes a little againſt my fiomach ; Like a 


young Thief, though I have come So lechig to be at it, yet, I am loth to 
venture. what may- follow. - 


Geedp, Well, Vie go os better prepare Vilioria 3, in the mean time 
believe 


_ 0 _— ny X25 ; 25 
0 4 [8 l ny { pq 
bellevs it ontly wy aabicien © be as well ally'd-in bloud as friendſhip eo 
ood and generous a perſon as Tremen. 
ot i + What a damn'd Creature man is ! Valentine,did” | thou belicye 
this fettow could be a Villain ? 

'Val. I muſt confels, ic ſomething ſurprizes me 3 he might have found one 
a fitter perſon to put bis Miſtriſs upon, then his Friend: but how the Devil 
got you the knowledge of it ? | . | 

ram, Faith I'le tel thee 3. for I'think 1 am no way oblig'd to conceal 
it—his Wife, even his very wife told me all. 

Val. I begin to ſuſpe& .thae-Mrs, Goedvile has no ill opinion of you ; I 
obſerv'd ſomething but now very obliging towards you: Befides when 
a Wornan begins to betray her Hushands ſecrets, *ris a certain fign the has 
a mind to communicate yery important oties of her own. _ 

Trum, Valentine no more of that Though it would bea rare revenge to 
make a Cuckold of this ſmiling Rogue. 

Val. *Tis 50 times better then cutting his Throat, that were to do him 
more honour then he deſerves. 


Enter Malogene, 


Maloeg. Ha, ol ha, the rarefi Gppetr— Jack Tramen, Ned Falentine. 

Trum. Why, whats the maiter?. whete 

Malag; Yonder smy Rogue of gh s drank 1 " Hangs and faith 
Fack, I am but little better. | 
- . Val, Dear Sir,aod whit of all this ?.; 

Mal. Why witha Bottle under his:arm,; and a Beer-glals in "bis hand 
I ſer him fulll drive at wy Lady Squramifhs tor nothing elſe, hut to make 
miſchief Ned—-nothing elſe in the world 3 for every body knows 1 am the 
worſt natur'd fellow ing:- *Tis.my way of wits; -+ 

Val. Do you loved bodyuhen?;! 110) -. 7 

 Malgg- Nototl: 16a, -« oRon't Llove-you well cnongh, becauſe- ye 
are 2 Rogue I have known a good/while., Though ſhould I take the leaf 
Fe fn non, I copld noe afford you a good word. behind your 

my. 

Tram; Sirgwe ave much obliged 6 you : "Tis @ fign, the. Rogue is drank 
that he ſpeaks truth. 
How I tell you what 1 did Cother tay + Guth Yis.96 good a jc as 
Pray Sir do. 
Mel; DT Inline EGS my 
Fu w way a pretty propolition to me : beiag i 
CE nas ee had hes ha 6 co 


But a They I view ol 1s te to tis " 
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A  -Friendlbid in fa 
26 | faſt lon. 


Molag. 1 how's 1 my parts 'I think 3 forI tript..up both bis wooden 
Legs, and walkt off gravely about "my buſineſs, 

Trum, And this you fay is your way of wit? 

_ Moalag. Ay altogether this and Mimickry ; I am a very good Mimick'z 
I can a& Pwunchinello, Scaramonchio, Harlequin, Prince Prettyman, or any 
thing. I can at the rumbling of a 'Wheelbarrow. 

Val. The rumbling of a Wheel-barrow ! * 

Malag. Ay, the rutmbling of a Whieet-barrow, ſo I ſay—-Nay, more 
then that, I can a& a Sow and Piggs, Sauſages a broiling, a-Shoulder of 
Mutton a AS. it I can a@ a Fly in a Honey-pot. 

Trum. That indeed muſt be the effeR of very curious obſervation. 

'Malag. No, hangit,'I: never make it my buſineſs to obſerve any thing, 
that is Mechanick, But”all this I do,- you ſhalt fee me if-you will; But 
here comes her Ladiſhip and Sir Noble. 


'- Emter Lady Squeamiſh and Sir Noble. 


©... $qu, Oh dear Mr Truman reſcue me. Nay, Sir Noble, for Heay*ns 
ake 

Sir Nob, I tell thee Lady, I muſt embrace thy lovely body. Sir, do you 
know me'? F am Sir Noble Clumfey : Tam a Rogue of an Eftate, and live 
I-—Do you want any money ? 1 have fifty pound. 

Val. Nay good Sir Noble, none of your generofity we - beleech you, The 
Lady, the Lady Sir Noble, 

Sir Nob. Nay, *tis all one to me if you wow't takedt, there it "rl 
Hang money, wy Father was an Alderman. 

Mal. *Tis pity good Guinneys ſhould be GoELe Sir Noble, by your 
leave," i» [ Picks * em #p. 

Sir Nob. But Sir you will not keep my money 3 | 

| Malag. Oh, hang money Sir, your Father wasan Alderthan,/ fl. 

- Sir Nob. Well, get thee gone for an- ny > {Pt do but ſham al 
this while : —— But by Dad he's pure'compan 

Trum, Was there (ever ſuch a Blockhead | {Now has hb aienenthidleb " 
mighty opinion of himſelf, and thinks all this wit and pretty.diſcourle., 

- Sir Noble; Lady, once more I ſay! be civit and cone oe me 5: &:ſhall 
raviſh elſe, I ſhall raviſh mightily. | 321 0 21 bs; 

' Fab. Watdoiie'Sir Noble, '20 to ker; tiever ſparc. 1ie2 1-64 

L. S$qu. I may bc even with you though fir all this Mr. Valentine: 
Nay, dear Sir Noble, Mr. Truman, T'le ſwear he'l put meintoFirs, © .\.. 
"Sip pon ps bue fot mie "{ahtite / 'the Hem of thy - pare Din: 
rmarry me- 3 C3 [104444CQU1TY Y 1211S £&W YEW SN VG 'Kneel7; 

' Ricddedes 6, (manage inks T7901 vw yon © 


"i:Malag. 
/Let'me die; oval -and Tie oreae 
Ry cron 5 of wit, Lord, why Me RN, wan) 'b wnrl +16 
Malag. Write? I thank your Ladiſhip +. rrp Ge :No, | 


I havea finger in a Lampoon orfo ſometimes, that's all. 


Trom, 


*x7 C 


Trum. But hecen aQ, 
L. Squ. I'1 ſwear and ſo he does, better then any one upon our Theatres x zT 
have ſcen him, Oh the Comedians are nothing, not corhperablo 
to the French or Italian : we want Poets. 
Sir. Nob. Poets! why Iam a Poet, I have written thaes AQs of a Play, 
and have nam'd it already. *Tis tabe a Tragedy, 
L. Sq#. Oh Couſin, it puns undertake to write a Tragedy , take my 


7 
- 


counſel ; Be ſure to a gr om tender things in it that may be mo- 
and make your vertupus whatere you do. 
"hs Nob. Moving? oy can — read it my felf but it makes we 


lavgh, well, 'tis the pretty*f Plot and {o full of waggery. 
on Oh ridiculous! 
the Title, Knight, the Title. 
me (ce; *Tis to be calPd , The merry Conceits of 


Sir Noble. oh, but I have reſolved ic that be a Tragedy, becauſe Be- 
badille*s to be kill'd in the Play. Comedy ' no, 1 ſcorn to write Co- 


medy. -;I know ſeveral that can ſquirt Comedy.—T'le tell you more 
of this AS EOIS Megrns, 

L. S$qs. But won't you let us- ſee you a a lirr!: 
ſomething of Harlequin ? Ye fwear you do it o-na , it makes 
me think I am at the Lowvre or White Wall thetime. | Malay, air, 
Oh Lord, don't, don't neither; Fle ſwear you'l make mc burſt. Was 
there ever any thing {o pleaſane? - 


Trum. Was ever any fo affeRted and ridiculous ? Her whole life 
ſarely is a continued Scene of Impertinence. What a damn'd Creature is a 
decay*d' woman with all the exquiite ik ens vanity of her Sex; yet 
none of the charms. Be yer". 5 ry in Punchi- 


L. $qz. O-Lord, that, that 3 that:is'a pleaſure intolerable.' / Well, lee 
medieif.I can hol our any longer. Pray Mr: Rn) how long: have 
you been in-love. with-Mrs.  Teawdry the Acres ? 

Malag. 'Ever fince ray + with 
Mr. Valentine. [aewlagiheng bis own voice alows. yy 


L. $qw. Uh ! gud, Lalways: 
than to upbraid me with any:ſiich ern ins ever he 


might fay of me behind>my. bark: Bur licre is n0'Howour, no no 'Civitity 
in the world,that Iam ſatisfied of. 
Val. Can: foe ttnep eng tt onn dan  Milbgtne A we 


men thould bets rah the, 

role $5 delhi on have the viled of T7 

a hey aye of doing an hg ew : ”_ - "BYDS as 
LON” 


2s- riend( Bip im faſhion. 


L. $q#. Which you men of wit ( ol by think your ſelves! are very 
angry you ſhould be debarr'd: of: L what piry 'tis your g6od parts 
ſhoald be your misfortunes © + 

Val. Ay Madam, I feel the curfe- of it: I who' had juſt ſence. enough 
to fall in love with ſo: much Beauty and Merit, yet could: not be able to 
keep the Paradiſe F was ſo happily poſſeſt of; 

E, Squ. This malice and ill-nature ſhall not ſerve your turn; I ſhall 
know all your proceedings and intrigacy with Cemills, and :be reveng'd. on 
your love to her, for. al} the Afronts and Thjuries you haycdone to-minc: 


Enter Caper and Sawnter, 


Cap. Oh dear Madam, w'are utterly undone for want of your Ladiſhips 

company Ile vow. Madam Goodnile | is coming with the Fiddles to wait 

on you here. [ Ctr backward. 

> Noble. Sir, are you a Dancing-Maſter ? you are very nimble me- 
inks. 

Caper. Ay Sir, I hate to ſtand fill, But Sir Noble, 1 thought you had 
known me; FE doubt you may be a little over-taken ; Faith, dear heart, I 
am glad to (ce thee ſo merry. 

Sir Noble. Yes, I dolovedearly to be drunk once a year or (0 tis good 
for my bodily health. But do you never drink? _. 

Cap. No, Sir Noble, that is not my Province you know: I mind Dan- 


——— Noryou.; ? can't you drink, hah ? 
Cont, 4 No, 1 make Joycand- fing to Ladies. 

Noble, Whores to my knowledge, errant rank common Whores. A 
MeAaena oem gr + that you carried me to in the Mail, * 
— Why, what was the Cntr er 
Sir Nob. By yea and by nay, a foul over-grown Scrumpet, with a run» 
ning Baud inticad of a Waiting-woman, a great deal of Paint, variety of 

old Cloaths, and nothing to- cat. 
L. Sg; Oh dear, let medic, 'if that was not extravagantly pleaſant. 
Trum. I believe Sir Noble is much in the right, for I never came near 
theſe- giddy intriguing Bleckhcads, but- they were talking of Love and 
koow nor ever met with a hackney.. ſtripping Whore that did not 
W 'em, ; 
Cop. NedValrmine,Thavea kindneſs to beg of you. 


. Val. Six, yournay command me me any thing... 
6 Why, you ul know Lamin lare with Comils, | 1 219 
as —_ would Rene Fronk, Goedvile noe toweke 
love to hgnc3s- ba dans, I BS PADY rar to tell you! the'truth 
TERS, Rn nn ae 
nat.. nn 0:4 
ne tonne "tis very uncivil; Tramax., this Goodvile WY 


'o cblige us boch'3 he's providing's Wiſe for the too as. faſt as he can, Ca. 
mills*'s his Quarrey now Lunderftand, and by that time he has plaid as fair 


2 Game with her as he has done with your Miftrifs Vitoris, E may ftand fair 


to put in for the Rubbers. . 


Trum. Valentine, thou art upon too ſure grounds for him therez Ca- 
mills has both too mach wit and vertue , and tach with as little affe- 


Qation as the other. | 
Val. Jack; after this I cannot but be very free with youz I know 


there is 


ſome love hatching between you and his Wife; both our revenge lies in 
thy hands, and .if thou do'ſt not- thy ſelf and me juſtice, Vle difown 


thee for ever. 


Trum. See where he comes with a heart as-gay and light, as if there were 


nothing but honeſty in -it, - 
Ehtcr Goodvile, 


Sings. 
When Beauty can't move, and our poſſions grow cold, 


Wine ftill kgeps itrcbarms, ond we en ware old. 
Good, — Jack, Truman, yonder have I and Vifteris been laughing at thee 


till we were weary.. She ſwears thou art {0' 
all the world marry thee for fear of 


Trum,. Nay then I doubt I bave loft her for ever 4 for if ſhe 


"oma 


of my modeſty, ſhe has found a fault which I tiever thought I had. been 


guilty of before... 


Goody But that is aquality-which though they hate never ſo-much- in a 
Gallant, they are apt for many reaſons to value in a Husband : Fear not, 
Diſſimulation is the natural adjun@ of their Sex; and I would no more. 
deſpair of a woman, though ſhe ſwore ſhe hated me, then I would believe þ. 


her though the ſwore ſhe lov'd me. 


Enter Lady Squeamiſh, and the reſt of the Company with the Fiddler. 
L. $g.- Oh a Country Dance, a Country Dance! Mr. Caper where arc 


you ? you ſhall dance with Madam Comills. Mr. Sexnter wait on 


Viftoria. 


Mr. Goodvile your humble Servant. . Dear Mr. Truman - won't you oblige 


me ? Madath Goodvile —— 
Mr. Valentine: bf 


hs, ba, baz I'c fivear I had utterly forgorten 


Val. Your Ladiſhip knows.me to-be a civit perſon, if you pleaſe, I'lc keep 


good orders. : || All take ont the 
Moalag. Faith Ned do, and I'le keep the Muſick in tune; Away 
wigh it 3 Hold, hold-—— what inſufferable Raſcals ace theſe ? why 


Women, 


1 pie 


ye ſcurvy thraſhing {  Mangyels, | ye make. a worſe | noiſe then 


wal bis Sata, 


to dance 


on his crackt Kittw——— 
: 7. | *Sdeath 


*Sdeath ye can't you play now 2s a Gentleman ſings ? hah — | 

Goody. ot you _y leave this nauſcous humour of yours? I 
can never be with you but-Imuſt- be forc'd to uſe you ill, or indure 
the perpetual torment of your Impertinence. | ;* | 
__ . Malag, Well Sir; I ha? done Sir, L:ha* done : - but 'tis very hard a man 
can't be permitted to ſhew his*parts.' *Sdeath Frexk,, do'ſt thou think 
thou underſtand*ſ Muſick? 

Goody, Sir'T underſtand it fo well, that I won't have it-interrupted in 
my company by you. 1 

Moalag. 1 am glad on't with all my heart; I never thought you had 
underſtood any thing before. — I think there I was pretty even with you.  : 

.Goodv., Saucineſs and il|-manners are fom-uch your province, that no- 
thing but kicking is fit for you. ; | 

Malag. Sir, you may uſe your pleaſure, but I care no more for be- 
ing kickt, then you do for kicking. But prithee Frank why ſhould you 
be out of humour ſo? The Devil take me, if I ſhall not give thee ſuch 
a jerk preſently will make thee angry indeed. 

L. Sg. Lord, Mr, Goodvile, how+can you be fo il-naturd? Ile (wear 
Mr. Malagent is in the right. Theſe people have no manners in the leaſt, 
play not at'all to dancing : but 1 vow he himſelf fings a Tune extream 

tily. | 
TG. Death, Hell and the Devil, how am I teaz'd? I ſhall have no 
opportunity to purſue my buſineſs with Camilla : I muſt remove this' trou- 
blefom Coxcomb, and that perhaps may put ſtop at leaſt to: her. Im- - 
pertinence. | 

L. Sq. Mr. Truman, Mr. Goodvile, and Ladies, I beſeech you do me 
the favour to hear Mr. Malagene fing a Scotch Song : T'e ſwear Tam a 
firange Admirer of Scotch Songs, they are the pretti*ſt ſoft melting gentle 
harmleſs things —— : | 

Sexxt. By Dad, and fo they are — In January laſt——— Sings. 

Val. Deliver us! A Scotch Song! I hate it worſe then a Scoteb Bag- 
pipe, which even the Bears are grown weary of, and have better Mu- 
ſick, J1 wiſh I could ſee her Ladiſhip dance a Scetch Jigg to: one 
of *em. 

. Mal. 1 muſt needs beg your Ladiſhips pardon, 1 have forgotten the 
Jaſt new Scotch Song : But if you pleaſe, T'le- entertain 'you with one of 
another nature, which'T am apt to believe will be as pleaſant. 

.L. Sq. Let me die, Mr. Malogene, you are cternally obliging me. 


Malag, ſings an Irifh Cronon, a 


Mealag. Well, Madam, how like youit Madam, hah? 

L. $9. Really it is very pretty now-—the- pretti'ſt odd out of the way 

- Notes: - Don't you admire it ſtrangely? - LRSNy - 
Mal. Tie affure your 'Ladiſhip I learnt-it of an Ir Muſician that's 

lately come over, and intend to preſent it to' an Author of my Acquain- 

8anceto put it in hisnext Play. | 


L. Sq. 


o "a. + " _ 'v < : F 
riendlhid in fedion. 


L. Sq. Ha, ha, Mr.Valentize, '1 would 
to your Miſtriſs, — ha, ha, ha. | 

Val. My Page, Madam , is docible , and has a pretty, voice , he ſhall 
learn it if you pleaſe; and if your Ladiſhip has any further” ſervice for 
him—— | e \ 

L. Sq. Ah Lord, Wit, wit, wit, as I' live ! Come let's dance, 

Trum. Valentine, thou art ſomething too rough; I am afraid her La- 
diſhip will be reveng'd 3 I. fee miſchief in.her eyes 3 'tis fafer provoking 
a Lancoſhire Witch, then.an old Miſtrifsz and ſhe as violent in. her ma- 
lice: too. | ? us 

Goodv. Malagene; a word with you—hark ye, come hither. 

[ Goes to the Door: 

Mal. Well Frank, what's the buſineſs now ? 1 am clearly for miſ- 
chief, ſhall I break the-Fiddles; and turn-the Raſcals out of doors ? * 

Goodv, No, Sir but V'le be fo civil toturn yqu out of doors. Nay, 
Sir, no ſiruggling, I have Footmen within; 

Mal. Whoo, prithee-what's' all this for ? What apox, I know my Lady 
well chough-for-2a filly affeRed fantaſtical Gipſey : 1 did all this but o' 
purpoſe to ſhew: her=—— Let me alone; Fe abuſe ber worſe, 

v, No Sir; but Fle "take more care. of your_reputation, and turn 
you out to learn better manners. No' refiftance as. you tender your 
Ears 3 but begon, © © b; LR | Exit. 

_ Goodv. So, he's gone, and now-Thope I ttiay have ſome little time 
tomy ſel. —-Fiddles firikewwp, ft OO | '| Dance. 
., Traman. Thus Madam you freely'enjoy all the. pleaſures of a fingle life, 
and caſc your ſelf of that wretched formal Auſterity which commonly . at- 

Mrs. Goodv, Who would not hate to be one of thoſe fimpring Saints 
that- enter into Maiviage as they would gq into 'a Nunnery, where they 
keep very tric} to: their Devotion for a while, bat-at "laſt turn as errant 
Sinners as. ere they -were. | ; | ho! 14k 

Truman. Matriagrs-indeed ſhould be repair'd td as commonly Nuinnerics 
are, for handſom ' retreats and conveniences, not for Priſotis, where thole 
that- cannot live: without *eta-may be ſafe}, 'yer ſometimes venture too 
abroad a little. G 8064 1402 362 SOT {07 20 2 
ob Goodv: But never Sir without? a Lady *Abbefs' or, a Confelſor at. 

Trum, Might T Madam*, have the Fkonour to be your Conftfſor, I 
ſhould be very indulgent and laviſh of Abſolution to 66 a Sinner, .__.. 

Mrs. Goodv, See, Mr, Goodvile and- Madam C ville 1 belicye are jt 

mort UE MOLDS w +4 TT... 


mY 
have you learn'it for a Serenade 


fbf alteady.@ 2. | ep ar 
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; Mrs. : Coper Your Mifirels. ; (} arr. at 
: Cop, Ha'Camills !1 Sit .your Servant Ty ; nay 4 V have the honou t to, lead 
this Lydy aiCoranto? £ 22500 3$G4&11 ito? HH : KO; XIE "Ty S01JE : aA * 
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Goody, Ns Sir, WG Bip ſurety I have Fools that reſt and harbour 
in my houſe, and they are a worſe plague then Buggs and Mothes: 
fhall I never be quiet? 

Val. Sir Noble, Sir. Noble, have a care of ' your Miftriſs ! do. you ſee 
there ? 

Sir Noble. Hum—ha— where? oh [ Wakes and riſes. 

Saunt. Nay, faith Madam, Herry Coper's as pretty a Fellow ! *Tis the 
Pang Rogue :: He and I laugh at all the Town. -Harry, I ſhall mar- 
xy. her 

Sir Nob, Marry Sir! whom will you marry Sir? you lye. Sweet Heart 
come along with me, Ple marry thee my felt preſeatly. 

Vide. You, Sir Noble ! —what d'ye mean ? [ Sbe ſqueakg. 

Sir Noble. Mean ! honourably, honourably , I mean honourably. Theſe 
are Rogues my Dear, arrant-Rogues. Come along.—— | Ex. Sir Nb, Vil. 

. Cap. Ha, Sannter. 

Saunt, Ay Caper, ha! Let us follow this drunken Knighit, 

Cop. I Gith, and (oI will-—1 don't value him this ! Cutts, 

[ Ex. Cap. and Saunt. 

L, $9. Ha, ha, ha! Well, Tle ſwear wy Couſin Sir Noble is a ſtrange 

pleaſant Creature, 'Dear Madam, let us follow and fee the fport. Mr. Tru- 


man will you walk? Oh dear, tis violent hot. [Exexnr. 
Pal. Te withdraw too , and at ſome diſtance obſerve how matters 
are carried between Goodvile and Camille, Exit, 


Geodv. Arc you then Madam reſolv'd to ruine me? why ſhould that 
ſtock .of Beauty. be thrown away, on. one that can never be able to de- 
:ſerve the gleanings of it ? I love your—— 

' Cam. And all Nl the Sex belides. That ever any man ſhould take fach 
pains.to forſwear himſelf to no purpoſe! 

Goody, Nay, then there's hopes yet, if. you pretend. to doubt thetruch 
0 my love 3 *tis a fign you haye ſome, inclinations at leaſt thar- aremy 
Friends. 

Cam, This Goodvile 1 fee is one of thoſe & (proce ooliſht Fools, who 
have fo good an opinion of themſelves, that they think no woman 
can reſiſt *em , nor man of better ſence deſpiſe *ern. ; I'e ſeem 0 pre- 
ſent to comply, and try how far 'twill paſs upon him. 

Goodv, Well Madam, have you conlidey'd.on't?- wil the flone: i in x your 
heart give way ? 

. Cam. No Sir, *tis full as firm and hard as ever 'twas.' ” 

| Goodv. And I, may then go hang or 4drown, or do what I will with 
wy {f? Hah? , _-_ 

Cam. At your own diſcretion Sir, though I ſhould GG loth 40 ſee * 
ſo. proper a handſom Gentleman come toan-jllend,” 5 107 | 

Goody. Good charitable 'Creature! But. Madam, know I: Wh "AY 
veng'd on you for this; and my hay ip yp be to: ve: you *tifl 3 
gloat on and loll after you-where you 3 in\ all -publick meet- 
ings haunt and yex you ; write lamentable Sonnets on: pang BptV6 ply 

/ 


- 
_ < "+3" 


p int faſhion. 83 
crc bop ce hp  -——=# TI id 271 49 
{this is. Owerthing : Could not you as well havc' told me 
cen” very ill-n@ur'd--at firſt ? you did not know how far it 
en have - apon. 'me-3/ befides,, *cris- a thouſand times, better 
then vowing and bowing , and making'a deal of love. and noile, and 
oem er as any thing: you ſay:.eMe; | -;- 
. | Goody, Right ;cxquitite: Tyrant} Vle\ſer @-watch' and guard 6. firict 
upon you, you ſhall not entertain-@ ;welhdreſt Fool in private, but 1'le 
know itz Thew ina lewd Lampoon publifly it to the Town; till you 
—— atd curſe: the hour-yout ever ſaw mc. 

Cam. Ah would I could, Yi-natur'd: crue] man !. 

Goodv. Hah, how's that ? am I then miſtaken? and; have I wrong'd 
.you-all thisrwhile 2:5 ag 1115 pardons z; curſt damn'd. for that 
1. was ! I hiye-ruit'd; my; (elf now: for ever} - 

Cam, Well Sir, ſhould I now forgive you all, could you conſent to 
wrong your: Lady: ſo-far ? you» hays! not yet been married a full year : 
How muſt I then: _ your: love: to me, «hat can. ſo Newt forget Fo 
teh to: ber 2 o1c-9 (220: yore (© oy 

. Goody, Ohi Madam, "what. Jertyon: do: the name. of 2 Wiſe-o a 
man ini love is: worſe: then) cold [water in @ Feaver; *Tis enough! to 
fike'the-Difiemper to: my heart and, kill me quite, wy Lady quoth a! . 

Cam, Belides, Valentine you know is your Friend. | 

Goodv, I grant: it;! he is { 3 [Ar Friend. i «thing love to cat-and 
dhink and laugh! withajl; Nay mpyze 4 I would. ona good occaſion loſe 
any life for my- Friead-3' INIT My where and when it 
ſhall þe? 1 on 5H oo 

Cam, Never, I dare not. 

Goody. You: muſt! by and by- when *tis- a little darker , in the left- 
—_— in carmen . Ly 

I won't [you 3 you truſt my good nature 

Goodv, Ch Creature {1 do; /Now-if, L cath bue make up the 
Match- between. Truman -and Vidoria ; my hopes are compleated. 

Cann Haſtc L haſte! away Sir, I ſee Valentine coming, — [ Ex. Goods. 


Enter Valencine 


weollewts 


lefe jnj 16 3. humous. mT | de, 
you ; good = you more, he is parted rom. 


a you are ſo; What have'yau Fee ohere's fiace firſt your i krowþel: 
\- F 


34 Friendſhip in jaſbion. 
of me that might perſwade you 1 ſhould''evergrow growfoad ofq man, as notv- 
Tjoaſly falſe to all Wornen, us you'afc nnworthy of me? 1 {de 

L. Squ. Has Valentine been falſe to her too ? nay , hes rhink fore 

eafure left yer, to think I am not The ptr g that has _—_ 

his baſenels.. 

Val. What then, I'll warrant ou were alone half an hour on- 
ly for a little harmleſs raiflery or'fo 3 an honour T could nevey tbrain-with- 
out hard ſuit and humble ſapplication. _- fr 20y-119" 

Cam. Alas | -how very Poli you are grown you wodld pretend di 
pleaſure to try your power. No——1 ſhall henceforth think you meverhad 
a good opinion of me, but that your Love was her ad 15 rare 


your fantaſticall Jeatouly is now. -'- - 
>. (FE mow a 'Womrri Caiburver 


Val. What ſpeoious pretence:can 
be without one 3) come, I amealy pry raur'd , witlingito believe 
and be dectiy*d ; —what, not a word ?' 

Camill, Though 1 can hardly defernd to furixfy tyourdiftruſt, tor which 

I hardly value you and almoſt hate you - -yet 26 tormentyou farther, know 
I did diſcourſe with him, and of love too z nay more, bing an wp- 
pointment, but ont Þ never mcaht 'to/koep, and it. onely to- ger 
rid .of him. This is thre then T umublig'd>to:rell you; bur char I'wanted 
ſuch an-apporturiity as this to check'your pretences, which'T found grew 
too unruly to be kept at a diſtance: -* 

Pal. Tho'1 hal me reaſon to bein'doubt, yet this trueveſtnementand 
juſt proceeding has convinced me 5 F is «man Ichave lietle reaſon 
x0 traſt, a5 will appear Herodfter, and ftwes my: knowledge of this balcnehs 
made me run into ſo mean a diſtruſt of you : But forgive gn, and when 
I failagain diſcard me for ever. 

Cam. Yes: Butthe mexe eime!T fall happen diſcourſewitha Geatle- 
man in private, I ſhall have you liſtning atthe 4vor: br eves-dropping un- 
der the window, - What, Yiftraſt your or wie mnt pwr eody Mr. 
Goodlor! 1 — fie, how can'you be Z 

Val. There is not fuck aneetiery Sin the world: Siounver wade 
Love but to detude, nor Brixnfhip-but for his/ents: —— Drth his-own . 
Kinſwoman,and chargeVidoria he gs fince corrupted, and now would . 
put her on his beſt Friend Tramuniior's Wite: 

Cam. F cannot but laugh to think, how caſfily he ſwallow'd the cheat :_ 
He could notbe'more trenſpertediatpoſiiffion, thenhowes-with ci 
on, and he went away in. a greater 15 repre And Conqury dthe | 
wars, Hf ri ey 

Val. Where did you miſt him Je. 
Cem, En the 1&ft hand walk in thedowesGarden, 
L.57* So in-theeft hand-walk Sn the loweeGurdewsl oaOthues Le 
But Mr. Valentine you may.chance to roar) 
Let me die, this is pleaſant. . Wy 
Fat. And'when | ] 
Cam, Anon when itbegins to growdark. 


'» Brien it in fuſbion. | 35 

L. Sqs. Enough, I know the time and place, and Madam Comills,t halt 
make bold to cheat you of your- Lover to night, Alas poor inconfider. 
able Creature, how this makes me Joath her ! 

Camil. Now would this News be more welcom to her Ladiſhp Madam 
Squeamiſh, then 2 new Faſhion, ' a new Dance, or a new ; How ma» 
ny Viſits would ſhe make on the occafion ! not a Family in Town would 
be at reſt for her, till ſhe had made ita Jeſt. From the Mother of the Maids, 
to the Atturney's Wife in Holborn, 

Zal. 'But for ſome private reaſons I would have kept it from her, and 
from Madam Goodvile too, There” are Afﬀairs to be carry'd on to Night, 
which the leaſt Accident may interrupt;+—Beſides, 1 have chought upon'e, 
and will ſo contrive the matter, that Goodvile ſhall keep his A ton, and 
her Ladiſhip her ſelf fupply the place of the much charming 
Camilla, ' 0 | 

Cam. But would you Sir do me fuch an Injury as to make me break my 
word with Mr.Goodvile ? that were inhumane. 

Val. Good Confcionable Creature have patience, and don't yeu think 
of paying Debts too faſt, there's an Account yet between you and I which 
muſt be made even and I think I had beſtſecure it now TI have you in my 


cuſtody.: th 4 F : 
Cam. Ay but Sir, # I part with any thing,” IT ſhall expeR to have ſome- 
to ſhew for't,. | | | 
Val. Nay, if Idor't offer as luſty ſecurity and conditions as any man, let 
me loſe all Tay claim to, that's fair. «4 Exexnt. 
L. Sqz. So, are they gone ? Now letme but live if this Intrigue be not 
extreamly furpriz | Bridget go home, and _ OT 
I had laft madeinimitationof Coills's, for perhaps I ſhall go a Maſque- 
rading,to Night, or it may be nor, bur ferch it neverthelefs. 


Madam, won't the other ſerve? you may remember you left ic at 


my Foplow's tother Nighty that's nearer. 

L. Squ. Impertinent Creature! and would*ft thon have me appear in it 
twice > Do-asF bid you, I ſay 3 And d*ye hear, bring me a Mask with an 
Amber-Bead, for 1 fear I may have Fits to Nighe.- 

Bridg. I never knew her without fantaſtical ones F am fare, for oY 

Ex. 


Emer Vietoria. 


colt me many a weary Errand. 


36 - Friendſhip in faſhion. a I 
. L, Sqz..An, Aſfignation! an Aſſignation to Night'in tlie lower Garden, 
—By ſtrong good fortune I over-heard it all juſt naw-— but to think on: 
the pleaſant conſequence that will happen, drives me into-an' excels of joy 

beyond all ſufferance. -ov9 ace ” Mugs wort Mo 

Vitio. Madam, in-all probability the pleaſant'ſt conſequence:is like to be. 
this if any bodies, and I cannot guels how it ſhould touch your Ladi- 
ſhip in the lealt, 

L. Squ. Oh Lord, how can you bz: ſo dull ? why, at the very hour and: 
place appointed, will I meet Valentine in Camill's tiead, | before ſhe can 
be there her ſelf; then when ſhe comes expoſe her jnfamy- to all the world; 
till 1 have. throughly reveng'd my (elf for all the baſe Injuries her Loves 
has done to me.; - 

Vico. But Madam, can you indure to be ſo malicious? % 

L. Sq#. That, that's the dear pleaſure of the thing 3 for I vow I'd ſooner 
dic ten thouſand deaths, if I thought I ſhould hazard the leaſt temptation-to 
the prejudice of my honour, .- . IT 3 61 

Vifo.. But why ſhould. your Ladiſhip run into the mouth of _ 
Who knows what ſcurvy lurking Devil may ftand in readineſs and cize 
your Vertue before you are aware of him ? | 

L. $q+. Temptation? NolI d have you know I ſcorn Temptation :.I'durkt 
truſt my ſelf jn a Convent amongſt 'a Kennel of. Craram'd Fritrs: Belides 
that ungrateful j}|-bredfellow Valentine is my mortal averſion; more odious 
to me then foul Weather on a May-Day, or ill {melt in a: Morning. 

Vifie. Nay, now Madam you are too violent. | 

L. Sq. Too viokat! I would not keep a waiting-woman that ſhould 
commend any one thing about him -;, Dear Viferis urge nothing in his be- 
half, for if you do, you loſe my friendſhip for ever; Tho? I {wear he was 
a fine Perſon once, before he was ſ{poil'd. -: | | 

Vit. Iam ſure your Ladiſhip had the beſt ſhare in his ſpoiling then.[ Aſide. 

L. Squ. No, were I inclin'd to entertain addrefles, -I affure'I need not 
want for Servants : For I ſwear Fam fo ag 645 with Biles Deux every Day, 
I know not which way to turn my (elf : Beſides there is no'fidelity; rio ho- 
nour in Mankind : Oh dear Victoria! whatever you do, never let; Lgvecome 
near your heart : Though really I think true Loyeis the-greateſt pleaſure in 
the World. "Loa SY | 

Vifio. Would I had never known Love: My honour had not then lain at 
the, mercy of ſo'ungrateful a Wretch as Goodvile, who now has certainly 
abandon'd and forgotten me. -. | | 3002 00% 463D TN) Mb God 

L. $qz. Well, certainly; Fam the moſt unſteady-relilefs hamourſome wo- 
man .breathing : 'Ndw: am ſo tranſported at the thoughts of. what have 
deſfign'd,- that I long till the hour comes, with more Impatience then—— 
I'l {wear T know not what to ſay — Dear #iGoria ten. thouſand adjcus — 
Wiſh me good ſucceſs — Yet now I think-on't I1flay a little Jonger —= 
I'l (wear I muſt not neither —— Well! P!.go—— No; VI fray —-- Well; 
L am rcſolvd neither toftand/Rill — fit ill nor lie Nil <— ner have 6ne 
thought at reſt — till the buſineſs be over; -««:Þ') ſwear Þ iv ſtrange 
Creature. { Exit L, $qu, 
Vice, Fare= . 


'< |S% 


—_——_” SD ” tu” nt is » 


Goodv. Villoria here 1 To meet with an old Miltrels when's man is in 


rſuit of one, isa w == 
pond) pring hu All he'spaſt SSIS vt LA 
[ Makes months, Ye Victo. 
Now for the lovely king, ge Conied pe Ting for the happy 
hour ! Swelling burn ES ying eyes, balmy lips, trembling joints, 
millions of kifles and unſpeakable joys wait for me. 


— - 


Epter Truman and:Valentinges, , :.- : 


Well, Gentlemen ! Now you nel "ef adids, I hope there may be 
200m neaxyout hearts fra Bottle t8%i Tio ome: T nid lt ,C nm 
— -Dear Geedvil thou, ant tpegpoyn Hal taberlcbyith any:thing, *Tis 

a ing coo Eycging, and a ſwift Glalslor two.cow 
freſhing, t0 waſh away-the Toi] ang Yatigye: of the - 

Val. After a man has been 
Follies he, meets, withalh,gbxoads 
Friend and a Botglpim.privage 

Goodu, Spokengike men zhrat like pow enjoy .z>1£15 
put all things in readineſs. WH 2d ÞÞ bro nwo! "Ds 
. Val. This worthy Pexſon for his honey od ſobriety, would have made 
a very good Dutch Burgomaſter : But he is as damnable an Engloft:Ericnd 
and Gentleman as one would with to meet withal. 

Trum; Valentine, thou art; mph qgeperne &d at him; Mcthinks Ca- 
mills's Juſtice and the pleaſant ſhe has put upon him, ſhould _— 
make thee deſpiſe and. laugh at him ps;Ldb. : | iT .m 

Val. 'Traman, thou indeed baſt xeafon: And when Libel knowhe 
ſucceſxof the revenge;thou haſene fokedor Hirhy, avay do.mycbelt; 
that Juſtice as ſcorn him,« bug -am @cargry Yeburorls woo! gail) boriger 

Trum, Then to give thee eaſe ( for I dare truſtthee ) know: this very 
night I alſo have an Aſſignation with his. Wife in the Grotto at the upper end- . 
of =o Garden, the oppolite walk to _ whe he cxpeds wo meet Ca- 
mm! with 1 : wr .n9 1: 

Val. Then Iamiaat xc, ler'$iins 37 Lihave nothing p1{>-tb as bus take 
careſota finiſh himg as that ybuil fliall ioged At Jealthe-wilh 
be fo full of. his expe@ation: hel nceer tieam inrhat polture 
his own affairs ſtand in another place. C £55911 34 

Tram. Away then::;and nets aradyi us:v/Ef" eyer.owakaurs 
are palt, bis Wiſt's-my own alrddy tim: that ſ6cureWark privaca 
Grotto. +: 3! 16 £304 oy "git b*: ; ang 2:01 ni bag yas grive,! 

truer ws Weeks ſhe lies, Mus vi 

W: Ones : "n -0n bg ware 7 

And the ſupine fon bonnie a 22095, (6 rom. 
Ws | 
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THE FOURTH A CT. 
S'C E NE  Night-garden. 


-- 


Enter Goodvile at oxe Dvor, Myr. Goodvile and Lettice 
4 Fallowing ber Cd the other. 


3 I think Icame off ini line + hold »* not de camtipdy 
E think 1 am lirtle then dronk. Hah! who's there, 

I live 3 br 4-0 motrin yen The poor Gipfy's 
jos 5 has had forme imtimation © Uppoinement with Comills : I'M 


hart rp peer ocbee ret GrodviPs Voice, what ever you de; 
0 deck Jajyans, be ſure you'culF-rme Vitterio. 
"Ok Ave! &yc, /*tis Villorio'! Vipilitie Devit!' but I'll take this way, 
and} wait atthe lower end of the Walk. 
- - Mrs. Goods. Levties Took roars 0” att” no body ſee vs, and then 


v7 +7; 4 
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(10420 3420 Ther Fran. | 
, * - 
; e111 26 of 3 


+ #1 


Trum. Thus far a is well : how I pity poor Valentine ! yonder is he 
as 


they' calt *em, more then a F Miniſter 
that into: Krplend:to drink en hw Counney E have 
waitcd ſomething though, ' WR-oube Tine? 


" «4 


4 


Enter Lett. 


Lets. *Tis I, Sir, yur fg Servant Lettice. 
Btu Poon nr is/it you? where's thy: Lady ? ſhe's 
too-crdeti to het a-poor herd {@ long in expeRation':' it looks 
asf ſhe rohex meant 0 mk © tepilr ay Paine then my Love: is 
the comtng | 
:: Lett. welt, I ſwear: (as my Lady SquoomÞ ys) ped poaote ag 
| Bue F'll goc and'telt her : 


having any hand in this Bufineſs ; and if any ill comes of Fic "ts none of 
fault. 
"rm. Novo, ot ine tea, rice Mpc, How's this! mor 


company / who comes there 


Enter 


- 


.  » 


ol 01 bas 391 T-zido bod goft EFF © varkend 26 Eluodt 1efY AL 


:0%o 2dgin 6 3% 0 951! # 210 wr Viedaatiliess 542d whe » Wy bas ol 
autivd !; 


Show 151% 5 nwoun grant) is a1 


Val. "Tis I, , Jock Truman, you Valemins. 
Trum; My dcar of laiquity'|. what news ? Where's Grodvile ? 
Val. en trum ueglyg ger ug mage; FA 
;1 ic | livad ode bog debt ob 
? Eney kh: Giodrite, Welcktine rimer) - C241: ad 
thin oo yo) MW 1Y05TM1 
Trum, Now, now, now, what the Derilaiks ma? > hon Lal quake | 
and tremble ? | 
didn, hear: dinian, whom 228 you -d 
- = Mr. Tramaxn, ue RIP you Ec Love 
you a 


wel, Sir, 8 _— pre ymmpacny mtr 


25% | wa bas RY. \« TI'S + TVS : <> jew 1 


= t | 
rum. Ne,/ wn, Yo Sanyunig complain before you are hurt z and 
4l uſe you fo gentiy —— ark! ++ denit-you has, there's ſome. body. 
donde Whaiataks brim och __ 
cver': not $i 301 * Eu 
Two, Vavkog'you would nor, 2if #1: Eine; *cojne, he, 


delayes are A Av Lord I \— wee em no I 
; MasJGaodu. you 1=4+-whitt yl Ihebonks 
tor 


ah i x Le 5274 1915 1 Hf ov bob ann ew9bs 


"Hal. Nays: cy Gi, dagan; To icondicion. ay ſikers 


ng DEA Hewes 
fake of:my-Friemdb: and bmw, Viſions deaver” ox 
cannot be to 3 ranrpaes me to any” 


920% U MZ 


& Eater Meoges  frve dun oy .ot bl 
OD fem Gude hive, coliaedatteine, 
pretty well ; PI! fay that for my Kinſwoman, ſhe hays about her handſom- 
ly 3 - but certaialy I hear another" Voice' this way { I'll withdraw: once 
again, there may be more ſport yet. " 
Val.i, 


| #\fuſbicv. 


Val. That ſhould be CI Fl fiep behind this Tree, and ſee how 
he and her Ladythip behave «This is like to be a night of as 
civil buſineſs as I _ gry. a great while, OE, 

7} EieSbil awry newar fo 0 TG 
a1 77 5 avon 1: ldap ss 1s 114 ntl 
t223HM 2:777 220000) 2320 1} vid) 10t 72; of ny, 
Goodv, Death, and the Devil ! how that puny Rogue” Valentin has 
ſouced me ? if I (hquld haye-pyerſiay/d tÞ tide now©and milt of my ap- 
pointment with Camills — Tramen is recl'd home that's certain, .and Va- 

—— 1'bCizvel has :ollow!d Him by this time. . Camilla, dear, yeh, 
kind, - tender, melting Camilla , where art thou ? . - 

nw tb iM 1 EF 


alkg; [1 20 YBM1 OY itiBheks Lily Bqubhiſt" wil 31 Se — 


_ zI 
hr ov hat muſk bt V aderitine, -diay, IT amifurc ieds hs ! how Gieak 
» will look when: be; ſhall find his tiftake ? bur 14 rake care if 
-hle thatino&Gach ahing ſhall happeriz7 ſo mine be the pleaſure, and Camills's 
the ſcandal ub 11 oth by him. 'the: Walk>iato- che/ Wilderneſs. 
7 oþ ww. ! 11 , 2m tbld % wired v3 03 ” 1 Rivtis veſothe Walk, 
'Goodv, That muſt be ſhe, how-ſwiffly he few :a long; 125 if the fear'd 6 


"be aa0{lats, wang wp IN + »>Now _ eee: vf- Love 
-and good- fortune direc mi. I BLUESC ET SBAT 1 
Val. 'So, thanks to our Stars, be lis Gefen hobgh Pox on't,- merhitiks 


'this dsy piniping'is bat_a ſcurvy: employmear: had J buth Siſter or Kinſ- 
' woman oh; his: to keep;daing withally them wart ſcime: ctandore date, £4 
bue here comey Traman and the Lady, I __ not be ſeen. : '{Ex, 
ns e Frail 16 Loy noted nislqmo? $.0W 007 ot y REES: 


l d <mab or " Exnir Prutas and Mes, Goodvile: 


- 3: Trwm-,You. ſhall-not goe-:Gome-but-back a little, I have- fmething 
more to tell you that geuterns us,boths, bokides, / Mr! \GoodviPs inthe 
| Garden, 989 if heh Shagon fer us; what excuſe.tould wonlake 

to him gal on ms 5b: 13 11352 1 bas A! 22ash 9518 75446 !3, 
__. Mx. Goody. But will ;yeu! dw gaoadiſe ; ie! Vaforis: thall never-rob' me of 
your Heart? | She does not d t I am ſure half fo well as 1, 


; Frum. .Kind tender heggted Creature Lknow it : rior hall ſbe-ever.come 
Gree. lngw chat I have aps 4 } aouakes] weralk too: Jorg, 02, then 
TY TROIPSCOneGs #6; ſhall be np rs. com , 1 

Mrs. Goods. Pl ſwear you mee me tremble every Joynt of me whes 
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Enter Goodvile and Lady Squeamilh. 


Goodv. What a feaſt of delight have I had ! ſurely ſhe was born only 
to make me happy ! her naturall and unexperienced Tendernefſs exceeded 
praQtis'd Charms ; —— Dear bleſt lovely Camills, oh ! my Joys! 

L Sq. Ha, ha, ha! 

Goodv, How's this ? my Lady Squeamiſh | —— Death and the Devil. 

L. Squ: Truly ſweet Mr. Valentine the fame; Now, Sir ; I hope— 
Ugh gad ! Mr. Goodvile ! [ They ftare at each other. 

Goodv, Have I been mumbling an Old Kite all this while inſtead of 
my ny Partridge? a Pox o' my depraved palate that could diſtinguiſh 
no better. 

L; Sq. Lord Mr. Goodvile, what ayles you ! —this was an unexpected 
Adventure 3 but let let me dye, it is very pleaſant ; ha, ha, ha. 

Goodv. A Pox on the p and you too I ſay. - 

L. Sq. This malicious Devil Camills has overreached me ;: — Well 
Mr. Goodvile you are the worthyeft perſon 3; —hfd I an only Daughter, 
I durſt truſt her with you, you are fo very civil: —well, Innocence is 
the greateſt neppipes in the World. 

Goodv. Right Madam, it is ſo, and you know we have been very inno- 
cent ;© done no harm in the world, not we. 

L. Sqs. The Cenſorious World. if they knew of this Accident, I know 
would be apt enough to ſpeak reproachfully ; but fo long as I my ſelf am 
my in the Integrity of my Honour, the World is a thing I defy and 
Goodv. Very Philoſophically ſpoken ; — But, Madam, ſo long as the 
- World is to bea ranger to our Happineſs, why ſhould we deny our ſelycs 
the ſecond pleaſufe of Congratulation ? | 

L. 590 Alas, alas, Me Crs you cxnnnt you you have yy” = 
leaſt advantage over my frailty.; well, what might have happencd if « 
ſiri& ſeverity of. both our vertues- had not ſecured' us ? 

Goodv, This affeRted Impudence of hers is beyond all the impertinence I 
ever knew her guilty of : —— Vertue with a Pox ! I think-I have reaſon to 
know her pretty well; and the Devil of any Vertue found I about her. 

L. Sq. But dear Sir, let us talk no more of it : though I am extreamly 
miſtaken-if I ſaw.not Mr, Valentine enter the Garden before me, and am 


as much if a Lady was not with him too. 
Gaedy, Hell agd C 1 chat:muſt be Viforis : I thought indeed I 
ſaw her, but being hot- , and apprehending ſhe came with a malici- 


ous defign of diſcovering me, avoided her, —— falſe to we with Vs 
,Seigp. vering me, 


- L.Squ., I'll Gycar Mr. Goodvile I have long ſuſpeRed an Intrigue be- 
I +” tes Ok. {er ine and I 
would not for all the, World but haye known it, Ha, ha, ha. 


G Goody. 
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Goodv, Death Midam ! this is beyond all ſufferance :——difappointed, 
and hilted by Camilla ! abuſed by. Fiftoria | and' with Valentine too, Tru- 
mans friend , whom I thought ſhould have warry'd her! — _ 
Shame and Infamy light upon the whole Sex ! may the beſt of *em b2 ever 
ſaſpeRed, and the moſt cautious always betray'd. 

L. Sq. Dear Mr. Goodvite be patient ; let me dye, you are enough- to 
frighten our whole Sex from ever loving gr truſting men again : — Lord, 
I would not be poor Madam Viftoria, to gain an Empire, I'll {wear it you 
are not tnore moderate, you'll difcompoſe me firangely : — how my heart 
beats! | 

Goodv, Patience ! preach it to a galled Lyon : ——no, I am ſure ſhe is 
not far off, and I will find her; ſurprize her in the midit of her Infamy and 
proſtitution 3 —'Sdeath Madam, let me goe, 

L. S$qz. I will not part with yon, you il-natur'd Creature; you ſhall not 
goe: —T vow, I'll cry a Rape if you offer to ftir ; —ob my heart, here's. 
Malagene, 


Enter Malagene Singing Frank, Frank, Frank, &c, 


Malag. Why how now Frank, what a pox, out of humour * Why 
Madam, what have you done to him 3 what have you done to him Madam ? 
Lord how he looks | — why Frank IT fay, prethee bear up. 

Goodv, Hark you Dog fool Coxcomb, hold that impertinent impudenc 
Tongue of yours or Pl cut it out 3; *Sdeath you Buffoon T will. | 
' Malag. No, but hark yon dearheart, good words, good- words do you 
hear, or I ſhall publiſh, by my Soul Joy, I ſhall. Y 

Goody, How am T'continuatty plagu'd with Rogues and Owles! I'll ſee 
my houſe ofire- rather then have it haunted and pefter'd by ſuch Ver. 
mine. | OST 

Malag. Faith Frank, doe : Thave not ſeen a Houſe e*fire this great 
while, it would be a pretty Frollick, prethee let us about'it preſently, 

L. Sqz. Dear Mr, Goodvile you ſhall-be 'perſwated : done run your ſelf 
into danger thus rafhly. . - 5 L P22 LAT WE Who, 

Goody, Do you hear then, Monficur Pimponio; #8 you expe@ to live's 
quiet hour, run in and call for - ſome- Lights, and returm with *em in- 
fantly. 2200 26.240 
' Malag. Say no more Dear Heart 3 FH doe*t :- it miſchief comes not of 
this the Devil's in't—bur deat Frank ſiay fitFT come again;Pi1 be back in 
a Trice 3 take Corherturn with her Ladyſhip'/jnto'the Wilderneſs Kos 
thing, | 36 093 PDEoUeTON y21,0 7 © Matig 

L. $qz. Let me not live,” this Mr. Melagent is a very obliging Perfon, 
and dh robin Mr. Goodvile you uſe him os floats, og .  -., -, £anmnal 

Goods, 1 eee age pres rey te Pie du > he-is- one 
of thoſe Worldlings you were ſpeaking '6f,* that" are” Ik reprozch 
fully : and F believe knows all that has paſt betwect/ 056 hight IN he has 
a ſhrewd diſcerning Judgment ip theſe matters. 

oh L. Sqm 
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L.'Squ. Lord Mr. Grodvile what can he ſay of me? I defyc even Envy 

it ſelf to doe me or my Honour any prejudice : though I wiſh I had ket this 
Frolick alone to night. | 

Goodv. Frollick with a Pox ! —if theſe be her Frollicks, what the De- 

vil is ſhe when the is in earncft? Oh he returns with the Lights ; —look 

whoare theſe? by Heaven the ſame. 


Enter Traman and Mrs. Goodvilc. 


Trum. Gently, gently Madam, for fear of an Ambuſcadez I wonder I 
hear not from Ned V alemine fince ? 

Mrs. Godv. See, fee Sir, here's Mr. Goodvile : haſte, haſte down the other 
Walk, or we are ruin'd. 

Trum, Fear not, truſt all to my ConduR, [ Exennt. 

| 4s Mrs, Goodvilc is going away, Goodvile catches 

| bold of her Gown ſhe claps on ber Maſque. 

Goodv. Stay Madam Vidtoria, nay you may ſtay, *tis in vain to flye, I 
have diſcovered all your falſhood, I have: was mine a paſfion to be thus 
abuſed ? I who have given you all my Heart ! perfidious falſeWoman !—is 
your Lover too aſhamed or afraid to ſhew himſelf ? where is he? why 
comes he not forth ? | 


Exter Truman, 


Tram. Here I am Sir. 


Goodv. Hah ! Truman ! { Mrs. Goodv. gets looſe and Ex. 
Trum. Yes Sir,the ſame : ready both to acknowledge es. juſtify my being 
here with Vifierise, which I t Sir, might have been allowed with- 
out any offence to Mr. Goedvile. ſhe is Innocent as to any thing on 


my part, Tam ready with my Sword to make good 3 but Sir, I wear it 
too to doe my own Honour Juſtice, and to demand of you on what grounds 
you appear ſo highly concern'd for 4 Woman you were pleaſed to commend 
to your friend for a Wite? | - 
. Goody, Concern'd Sir ! have I not reaſon to be concern'd- for the Ho- 
nour of my Family ? for a Kinſwoman under my charge to be abroad and 
alone with a Gentleman at this unſcaſonable hour, might alarm a Man lcis 
tender of his then Tam. | | 
' Tram. Six, this excuſe won't ſerve my turnz nor am I fo blind as rot 
to be ſenſible (which-T before ſuſpeRed,) that Viderie has been long youg 
Miſtreſs : — A pox-of the Honour of your Family, you had given her 
all 3 our Heart youſaid ; and your Paſſion was not a thing to be thus abuſed: 
nor Sir, is my Honour, © '-/ Fe 1 . 
Goodv, No, but dear Fack Trwmen, thou art my Friend. COIB 
Trum.” You 'wanld have \made-me bdjeve fo indeed 3 but che daubing 
was too courſe, and the Artificial} Face appeared too plain: — One would 
have thought Sir, that you who keep a —_ Decoy here for Fools and 
2 Cox- 


14 Friendſhip in faſhion. 
Coxcombs, might have found one to have recompenced a Caſt Miſtreſs 
withall, and not have indeavour'd the betraying the Honour of a Gentle- 
man and your Friend : but Sir, I am glad I have heard it from your own 
mouth: T hope jt will not be eſteemed much ill-nature in me, if worthy 
Mr. Malagene and l, joya forces to publiſh a little, as he calls it. 

Malag. Faith Zack Truman, with all my'heart z now I have him on my 
ſide, I dare ſay any thing — Frank Goodvile—pugh. 

Goodv, Sir, I ſhall require a better account of this hereafter. 

L. Squ. Lord Mr. Trxman, what ayles Mr. Goodvile ? how happen'd this 
difference? ——T'll ſwear I am firangely ſurprized. | 

Trum. Your Ladyſhip I ſuppoſe can beſt give an account how matters 
are with him : I am apt to believe he has been very free with you. 

L. Squ. Dear Sir, what do you mean ? Il ſwear you are a ſcandalous 
Perſon. | | 

Goody, Sir, ſince you are ſo rough, be pleaſed not to concern your ſelf 
with the Honour of this Lady 3 you may have enough to doe it you dare 
juſtify your own to morrow. 

Trum, If I dare ? nay Sir, fince you queſtion it, I'll convince you pre- 
ently ; — Draw. [ They fight, 


Enter Valentine, { 


Pal. Hold, hold, what's the matter here? — Jack Tramen, Frank Good- 
vile, for ſhame put up. 


Enter Mrs. Goodvile. 


Mrs. Goodv. Where is this perfidious falſe man? where is Mr. Goodvile ?- 
So Sir, I have found now the Originall of all my Misfortunes : I have a 
Rivall. it ſtems 3 Viforis, the happy Vidoria, poſſeſſes all my. Joys : what, 
have you been hghting too for the Honour of your Miſtreſs ?-——here, come 
kill me : would E had been lain in my Grave, c're I had known thy odi- 
ous polluted Bed. 

Goodv. 'Sdeath I thought ſhe had been in her Chamber this hour at leaſt; 
*Tis true my Dear, I muſt own a kindneſs for Vidoria, as my. Kinſ- 
woman 3. but — ; 

Mrs. Goodv. How ! dare you own it? and to my. face too ?+ matchleſs. 
-Impudence:! let me come at him, that I may tear.out thoſe hot laſcivious. 
glowing Eyes that wander after every Beauty in- their way-: —oh ! that 
I could blaſt him with'a look ! ——was my Love fo deſpicable to be aban-- 
don'd for Viftoria's ! The thought of it makes me mad: I'll induze_it no, 
longer, I will have Revenge or I will dye! Oh! , 

Trum, Delicate Diflimulation ! How I love her ! 
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Mrs. Geodv, 1 know you cannot want an excule , Diffimulation | 
Falſhood have been, your praRtice ; — But. that you ſhould 


with Viftoria, a Woway that for the ſake of your Relation I had made my .. 


Friend, (for every thing that was ally'd to you was dear to me; ) is an in- 
jury ſo great; chat it diftrats my Reaſon : — I could pardon avy thing 
but my wrong'd Love.—Let me be gone 3 ſend me to a Nunnery 
me to a charnel Houſe, Vile Ungratetul Wretch, any thing but thy preſence 
can en 
Goodv, Is there every way ſo damn'd a Creature as a Wife > ———— 
Lord Madam, do you know what you do? 
Mrs, Goodv, T'le warrant it, you would perſwade me I am mad : 
Would I had been born a Fool! 1 might then have been happy: Patiencly 
havepaGs'd over the many tedious:Nights. I hayc indured in your abſence ; 
Contented my (elf with Prayers for. your ſafety. 
Mal. Oh! Lord, Prayers! 
Mrs..Goodv. When you in the very-inſtant were languiſhing in the Arms 
he Proſtitute. 
Goodv. Lord, Madam, I thoughe you had becn in your Chamher now.: — 
- Curſe on her what ſhall Ido... 
. - Mrs: Goodv. . *Tis a fign you. believed me fafe enough 3 . You - would. not 
certainly elſe have had the uk wget have brought a new Miſtreſs 
undex my: Noſe; —— I ſee there how guilty. ſhe ſiands 3 — haye you a. 
ftowach ———— can diget Camionthae omg rebtarn hg 
blown upon by all the F t own ?. , Or was taſticalneſs of 
your Appetite, to try how ſo courſe a Diſh would reliſh, after being cloyed 
with better feeding 2 — Nay. Sir I have been jnformed of all. — : 
Val. Has then your Vertuous Ladiſhip been, taking a little Love and Air 
with Mr. Goodvil.this Evening ?. [To La. Squeamitlh.. 
Goodv, Well, (he has dealt with the Devil that's certain: —A Pox on't, I. 
ſee there's no living forme in this de of the World ; —— Go, let the Coach 
be made ready ; I'le into the Country, 
: Mrs, Goadv,, Nay Sir I know my pence has hi hemuneſ to ous 
Day and Night, you are from me, or. if. ever. you tis wit 
aking Head, and heavy Heart, which Viforis yak uy want io. 
Cure. This in the firft year of, our, 1 — BonFoagcetegr Pro- 
claim your, own Falſhood and my di wg Ar of the 
; World, when Malagenz too, he, Tong own Was 
by, tobea Witneſs : — *T.was very ry iſe lag :nh and "2nd doe willbe 


a Secret long; -; 
Goody. Whirr, Nay ſince itis ſo, whythe Deyil ſhould ftrive to 


ſmother my-good Actions? —— Well, if you will have jt ſo, MadamViQuria 
has been my Miſtreſs, is my Miſtreſs, and ſhall be <—pr SO 
Pox would:you have mooe ?. and ſa God ISP Ihe £27 A 


71 


Enter . 


Priendſoip in faſhion. 


Enter Sir Noble, Caper, and <F_ 


#6 


S. Nob. How's this ! Who's that ſpeaks diſhonourably of my Love, and 
Lady that ſhall be, Vifloris? Before George ' ſhe's a Queen, and whoever 
days tothe contrary, Ile firſt make himeat my Sword, and then beat out his 
Tecthwith:the Hilts of it. 

Cap. Oh! Madam, yonder's all the Town in Muſqueradez won't 
you Walk in ? they't be gone if they ſee no Cotnpany : Fark, Truman, 'dear 
Fack, prithee go and take one frisk : As'T hope to be ſaved, there are 
Three or Four the fineſt Ladies, the delicatelt ſhaped Women ; ' F am ſure 
T know*em all. 

Tra. Sirk wiſh you good Fortune, but dare not venture, you know 
my Temper; I ſhall be very: boiſterous and miſtake 'em for Whores, though 
if they be of your Acquaintance,I know they mult be of Quality. 

Cap. 1 Gad, and fo they are, but Mum for that: ——— -One of *em is 
ſhe that gave me this Ring 3 and the other preſented me with a God ena- 
Welle4 Witch could not coft Iefs than Thirty Guinnies: —— Trifles 
Zack which I have.the Fortune to meet withat ſometimes. | 

"'Sawrr., Nay 'Sir'you thuft tot come off fo, ——— Viforia your Miſtreſs : f 

 Goodv: Yes Sir, and how are you' concem'd at it? | 
Fr Nay Sir I can be as civil as any body, —— Villeris your Mi- 
ſtreſs! 

Gpodtv. *'S death you Coxcomb, mind your fnying, 46 you hear ? and 
play the Foot by yourſelf,” or 4; 

Saunt, Sitig, Sir? fol tan, Fa Ls Da LaLo, &c. Virie your Miſtreſs / 

Goody, "Yes Sir, Tay'tny Miſtreſs. 

S.'Nob. Outids, then Drayy, 

Val. Hold Sif Noble, you are too furious 5 what s the matter ? 

. Why tiow now Bhd ? 'How doſt doe dear Hearr > — Sir, 
this leman $s my Friend, and —* © 

Goody, Was ever 'tnart vey overwhelim'd” with Fools ing! Bloekheads ? 
wh you fl-ordered Addle-p Cog brace of Puppies: —— You Fool, 

e firſt place ſing atd/, w— 1nd you Highe Graſhopper 
hives and divert me : 'Da Birr, do you hear ? 

'' Cap. Dance Sir? ard fo think I can Sir, and 'Fence, and play at Ten- 

ahd tnake Love, ant fd'v upa Bilket-Doux, - or any thing Beets then 
banf-10d 'Dancequorth's — there Six. ** © © 

Mirs. Gov. Nay Sir. Noble, not only ſo, but own'd and boaſted of | it 
ro my Face: Told me-— 

S. Nob. Soul of my Honour , *is unpardonable : and Tleear his Heart 
for it. 

Goodv. Dear raw Heal and bloody! Bones be pager efiteh'y == Se 
ſee you Beagles, Game for you, freſh Game ; that great Towſer has ſtarted 
it alzcady, on, on. on, halloo, halloo, halloo. 

[ Thrufts 'em at bis Wife, and Exit. 
_—— 


riandlhih in abit 4 

L. Sqw. But Dear Mr. Caper, Maſqueraders did you fay ! Ile fret le 
among 'em, / ſhall I not haye your Company? Oh {, us Maſqueraders !. 
F'le. vow I can ſtay no longer,  * 4 Exit baftily. 

Val. Curſe on her, ſhe's gone and has prevented _ —— CaÞ8, Squn- 
ter, did you not hear my Lady call-you > She's gone to the Maſqueraderg, 
for ſhame follow her 3 ſhe 1 take it ill you did not wait on her. 

Saunt: Faith Caper and ſo ſhe will, Well. F am reſolved to oy 
V iftoris for fear of the worſt ; — Madam your moſt Devoted Servant : 
hope our difference with Mr. Goodvil to Night — |, 

Mrs. Goodv, Dear Sir it needs no: excuſes . 

Cap. My releutments Madam — 

Tru, You are too Cexemonjous Gentlemen, and my Lady will fear ſhe 
has loſt you, 

Cap. Dear ack, as I told thee before, L wult bing thee Kquainted 
with thoſ&Ladi 

Saunt, Prithce put ona Maſque and comeamang, Jocks Fai i 

Tru. Sirs, File wait on you jn's Moment, [3 

Batb, Dear Soul _ 


feafonable betare, SF nap | FESAN” : ll i n 

. Mrs, Goodv. Diſcaſcs os Viſications are we Re fometimes to foveep 
away the nojfawe Crowds that infcft ION 

Mal. As I have often faid 1.mouſt —_ ſpread» und fo God 
bd'ye to you. 'F Et. 
=y i Puiry Lertice: £,; 'H piety 
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"eden. Ohs Cf, __ my Maſter raving for his CoarhcoiSayes. 
he*l into the Country preſently : Has given order to diſperſe the Compaay, 
what will you do ? 

Mrs. Goodv, Ler him go, -*rwere pity'to hinder him : — ha! ha” 
ha ! into the Country > I'd as ſoon believe he would turn Capuchin. 

Trxz, But Madam 'twis/inhabmanly*doaty te:comd your: felf-ipom him : 
One would have thought that I bad wird thimi bact ecough,/ top the) wiſe: 
miſtake hemade of Vidoris, Ci 20972 17 21s het” 

Mrs. Goadlw, I would not have able dit foritheivwantd : Now would hc 
_ on his Knees for Compolition i z and 4 I donot bringhia t it-within: 


- t> ' Gals! of OUT 1s 8 | RT A . Jn?" L 


"Tr. hy Madam, what will you do; > all wo0!lot .:'s cnofted ; i411 
i oor te mot cnnen of ur $a Tow Bulle) Unperti 
= that ever the moſt eminent of ous Sex 


combs of your 'Sex admized ; 'ther-of 
thoſe Otincane Fools, - which: aa Give he: 
too fo: Tory; that he. himſel6 fhal} fd it 


| ation 320! tia vl wid inn tote t 20h 2202 1 


-<oul ave you then mglitioaſly: 
conſtatiz1? | 


ml gi td 


riendfbid in faſhion. 


Mrs. Goodv, which you wilt be ſure to be ! — 
Tru. A Dozen new freſh young unſeen Beautics, and the Devil himſelf 
in the Rear of *m, cannot make me otherwiſe: I never really Lov'd or 
Liv'd till now : There is nothing Ide not wiſh to be, except the very 
Husband himſelf, rather then loſe you, 


Enter Valentine and Camilla, 


Val. Jack Truman | 

Tru, Well, Ned, what's the matter ? 

Val. Treaſon Trumon 3 your being here with Mrs. Goodvil I fear is dif- 
covered 5 I heard ſome ſuch thing whiſper 'd among the Maſqueraders, and 
Goodvil himſelf ſeems ſuddenly - ory ; Cy would adviſe you to come and 
ſhew your (elf, and make the beſt on't. 

Mrs. Goodv, Let me alone 3 I'le ſecure all-I'le warrant you : I'm ſure he 
can haveno poſit 0 prog Ile inftantly go and put all things in a con- 
fuſion, contradi& all the he has given for going into the Country ; 
ſhut up my felf in my Chamber, and not hear a word of him till he comes 
upon ——_— Lettice follow me to my Chamber preſently. 

Exit, 

Tre. Right exquiſite Woman and Wife, good Luck attend thee. 


[ Exit 
Lettice. Well, my Lady certainly of a young Lady knows her bulineſs 
and underſtands the ofa Husband the beſt of any Woman in the 
World : TI'le ſwear ſhe is an ingenious : Forty Ladies now at 
ſuch an accident, would have been hurried and afraid, and the poor wait- 
ing Woman muſt have been ſent forward and backward , and backward 
and forward to hearken' and inquire, but the ſhows all her changes in a 


| Emer Goodvil. 


: 'Grodv. How now'Lettice? where's your Lady ? 
7 Lenka Within Sir, in her Chamber. ! -- 

Goedv, Are you ſure of it? 
| Lentice. Sirſhe commanded: me to follow her hither but now. 
- 'Goody. Is ſhe alone there? 1 :- 

Lentice. Ay Sir, Ile affure you ſhe ſcldome defires Company : — Bur I 
muſt haſten and follow her. ror anilee 

Goody, Stay a little, are you ſure he ras in the Houle, before this diſtar- 
þance hapned i the. Garden ? 1141 

Lenice. Sure Six ! why Imy ſeif was at the Chamber window wich ber: 
when firſt ſhe heard MadamV:&oris ! Poor Creature, I: 
was afraidſhe would havefallen down oi the floor; 1 cateh'd her in 
my Arms, beg'd of heron my knees not run out; but ſhe would hearno-: 
Tee TY at Es — 
mpaticnce 


F 


inptencead Rage, theroo ſekble reſenement of your ankindacG had 
rais' , 

Goodv. Get you in preſently, > anal hear ? and take nonotice of what 
I have ſaid to you, as you tender your well-bcing. 

Lentice, Yes Sir + —- But- if I conceal a word of it, may I never \ſerve 
London Lady again, but be condemn'd to be a Country-Chamber-Maid, and 
kill fleas as long as I live, 

Goodo, If I have been in the wrong all this while, and miſtaken 
my own Dear Wie for Vidoris! — Ah ! Curſe on this hot head of ryine ?! 
Pox on't it is impoſſible ! Yet that miſchievous Rogue Malagene was all 
the while in the Garden, and he has been at his Doubts and Ambiguitics, and 

may-be's with me : — By this Light Tam a Cuckold, an 2 Arrant Rank 


inking Cuckold. 
Enter Victoria. 


Pitt, What will become of me ! whither ſhall I fy to hide wy miſ- 
fortune? Oh.! that { might nevet ſee the Light again, bug be forever con-. 
ceal'd in theſe ſhades, 

Goody, Dear Figvrig isjt you ? befree with mez were you really in theGar- 


den before, to night, or no? 


Vitts. I have not been out of the Houſe fince it was dark, till this mi- 
=, cored} oe OY now, ATCELS a9 Sept hee to conc 
my. litious to whom your 
balres RE er TI Ig or wy Mionne ad 
ruin'd Honour, ].. 

Geodv. Be not fo putragious\ Tle reconcile all yet. 

Vide. Which w Norms: nd By to Morrow Cdn vec very Fad 
men will haveit in their that ating an Office of In- 


| c jeſt of itto thenext C 
drunk, to Loll and Play, and be. naubouty 1 lewd with am In; pubs 


lick. Ke 
Goodv. Lala EE) Malagene's my Creature, or at leaft, 
and to believe alſo that 


Lore gate nd en for you 


th t01 

Vide. Tis true, TURIN her in hex Chamber,an4 
ſhe was not therez. but cannot believe hin 9 RO of what you 
ſeem tq accule her of, perk 


wr pe rg pant Eg -par 
=> *, ie koows al TERE 


could mince her ! But here comes 


him ankh or Ie murder him. 


. 
. — 
Af Jo Ve, & . - 


4 


Friend) *_ tas Lo, 


1 t 946] Pi 251154 ' 


Muter Maigene. 


| I 


Well Str what FR you to this matter ? | 

Mol. Faith Bully I think my dear Rinſwomen has madPd you to ſome 

ſez. Fe for its for her, the has the true blood of the Molograv'y in 
: Tololdaralal, &c. 
' Goodo, Whatis*t you mean Fool ?*Be plafn, 4nd bifold your ſelf; - 

Mal. Why you muſt know Frank, having a particular eftecm for'rty 
Fa mily,(the neareft Relation of which] would goFifty Miles to ſee _ ) 
Edo think her a5 Very a — But no more, <— - Mam dear Beate, Mu, 1 
fi 

". What's that you ſay Sir ? what do you chink my wie? 

Mal. Ay, what, Frank? what ? now. 

Goodv, Nay Sir, that you maſt reſolve re. 

Mal. Why Frm Fletell the Frank ; doſt thou really think I love thee ? 

Goody, 1 know you'l fay ſo Sir, becauſe you ft nd # 

Mal. Then prichee do ſo much as lend me ten afnics for a day or 
two. . 

Goodv. OhSSir to the parpoſe, to'the-purpole y be brief: 

Mal. Nay then, Mum I fay | 

Goodv, Will you never any orgs: Gr with your Impertinence ? > \Maſt 
Tbe always forc'd to uſe you' ill ng 'you'to manners? 

. Mal. Faith Chitd, I am 10th to. take: m $ I have been a 
wicked ilt-natur'd Tinpudett Betlow; that's Sethi ore: Bur 1/find 1. 
loſe my (elf by it: The very Poets themſelves that wort to ſtand in 
ave of me, care .not a loufe for tne. now 3, and s nota -common 
Whore'in Town, but calls ON ne ny Pace, a5Impudent- 
ly, asif 1 were her Getlag M 

Goody, Therefore rg hongf, "and epi ron Pit 

Mal, Muay dofes era ef hou ae not a'very Feb 
low : — Know! ſhoald know better Heb !-- 

: IN oe Ch rn 6, 909 Colt you make a . 
full and true Relation of all you have diſcover ITE 


= 


Fle do'tz down with your _ | 
Goodv, What will notthis to borrow money ? i Jeneww-liben 
make Love to a Chamber-Maid tic ind borrowed FivePoundeof her. 
half a -Crown a time. 


Mat. well Frank, Goodvil, yo 


| matter 5 —_ art 2s ct; He filly 
Cnekold as one would TR and Confound meif Ifhallnot 
be aſham'dof thy Company, Goody, 


. Prinndfbis in falhio: WY 
 Goodv, Confbnnled Ven —Qkbr a Lagion of Devils co hur#y her 
to Hell, and that I had bue che dziving.ob *cm 1 

. Mol. . Nay nay Man, fince- ABLE never be.angry for. the matter > what 
a Pox, you thought to put the upon Tramen { Truman has put the 
Cuckold upon'you; Valentine has been Pimp in the buſineſs ; and the Devil 
take me if Idon't think my {elf the honeſteft Fellaw amongſt you. | 

Vifoe. Now Sir conſider what a wretched thing you have made me. 

Goody. No more z Fm thine, andhere T ſeat my heart to thee for eyer- 

Meal. Well Frank, can I ſerve thee any further in this Buſineſs ? 

Goodv., TRg þ as time Thall'ty >| And to conyinee you how fit I 

| purpoſe I know you are a Raſcal not to be trufled: 

wry ha it, if you offer to ſtir beyond the LimitsI ſet you, at that 
very inſtant Ic Murder you 

Mal. Prithee talk not to mend Limits and Murdering, I hope you take 
meSix ( under the Roſe) for no Fool; And what a Pox do you think to 
makeot me? * * 

Goodv. A Spaniel to Hunt. and Set the Game I mcan to take: Oh! 
Malagene, there will be miſchief Malagene, and new ripe freſh Scandal 
to treatof ; I, know tis an Ofkcs thou bye, and dereies dx took 


ligethee. 

Mal., F' Fai and fo do wich ala hea * But: Fronk Ldon'thaow 
how this Bu be: brought about. well: L haveiprowiled to reeg 
Twoce Thoywhaury ny eo Mary Dies, to, Swear and Drink; 
and talk Baudy for an hour or T'wo, they 'are- all 
Atheiſts, gang bent Tells 

aber (SER Buetor this preſent ac» 

you with allyaur utmoſt Art difſcrable 
bappen'd t0.night: Ang Sixdo.you kenp 
3 gy mary * e nad nog always wear when you 


6s cnening/ 9 Prrocen ug rag 
SR their 
, retutn-and/furpzize om. 


to: my: Vomit 2 Som eathens © the OC= 
& burdeo<- A Wite :aftex a Year, 
wag. tage ned kardon 


ddiowo kev ever? 


oo | an YL 2 nb , k 6 0 A Av \ SD Ny 
to 63% hiwollbvtors 4b Þ fit 21 bf 0h walT ion way 
nent +3710 33 Toni oro.) Ldoafhass ily dh mt 100 det 


w_ i. 


\.4 i! _——— 


Free and unbounded, tf gle foyae ts of Life ! 
Love where I pleaſe, and know mo more the ftrife | 
That's bred by that Domeſtic, Plogue, coll 4 Wife. [Exeunt, 


_—_ 


THE FIFTH ACFT. 
SCENE UViQoria's Chamber. 


| Enter Victoria. 


OW Iam fatisf'd I muſt be wretched ! Oh Love! Un 
py Women's Curſe, and Men's flight Game to paſs their i 
cime at': Ifind tooin my (elf the Common companion of Infamy, Ma- 
lice. Has Goodvite's Wite ever wrong'd me > Never. Why then ſhoul& 
I conſpire to betray her ? No, tet my Revenge light wholly on that falſe 
perjur'd Man ; as he has deceiv'$and ruin'd me , Ple play falſe with him, 
make my ſelf privy to his whole Defign of ſurprizing Tramas and his Wife 

; er rar Mrs. betrayhis Counſels to her,” That ſhe like a 


Fo. 


— —_—_— pight of his Teeth 'decelve:him quite, And fo I have the 
ve a ſcal'd *d fond believing Cuckold : 'Twill at 
teaſt be —_ to me. Yeve comes cquip't and prepar'd for the prep 
tended aj 
p Emer Goodvil and Boy. 


” | 4 
Goodv. Go did:the Coachman hafiew, and ger all chings ready : Jamun- 
ealie till I am gone. *Tis time we were ſet out. 
-. The Wolves bave proy'd, —_ the pore Doy 
' £ Before the Wheels of /Phoebus'all about 


 Dapples the Droufie Eat: with Spots” 
wiſe 1 py range ona 


Ort untin ace mein F heyy, ar 


OI ith ſuch ſfrneſs ſimile and 'di- 
| ite rn LEO vj{+i 1462613 2% 

vga Grags Hedges and Ditches, 2,009 1 ilar! 

Goodv. No: "haſt led me out of the crooked froward Road of 


Matrimony, into the pleaſant cafieipath of Love, where I can never leave 
| my 


is like ?olgeres wit 


s 6s to. on. "R TO 53 
ay , and muſt be always: ppy : : But where's Malogene Y 
w_ 4 Below with Sir Nod/e, Whilſt the Butler was aſlcep they ſtole the 


Key from him ; And- there they| are with the Fat-Red-Fac'd-Fidler that. 
plays ye the 'Baſc, _ pings upon the Floor, iript to. their 
Shirts, 


Geods. apery gs Rogue will ruin alt our Buſineſs, See here what I: 
have diſcover'd jaſt now in the private Corner of a Window, ( a plact I 
ſuppoſe appointed for the purpoſe !.) - I found this Billet to. my ſweet 

Wife. 

Reads. If Goodvil goes ont of Town this morning, let me kyow it, the I 
may wait on you, and tell you the reſt of my Heart, for yow do not 
know how much I love you yet, Truman. 

Now if I am not a Cuckold let any honeſt Wittall judg, ha, ha, ha. wh 
i pleaſes me! Blood ! Fire? and/Daggers! | +, F.* nh 

Vifio, But Sir 1 what do-you tefolve an? . 

Goodv, As I told ee Rap anaL' Journey ot of Town: ad 
return and ſurprize *em 3 for $ am ſur they'l not be long aſunder when L 
am out of the way: Oh ! this Billet is a very honeſt Bi nog know 
won't lie. But why ſhould I ſpend: ary Tame in talkipg of what but YEXEIME, 
when pleaſures aze'ſonear me?/ Come, my:/i akome to,thy, arms, a 
moBenty Jor-with Whey would ſweeten Years 0 Cares, [Thg-De {ova hs 


= "Enter Mrs. Goadyil, and Lettice. ano go oeeme: 
Mrs. Goodv. Good morning to you Sir. | Aeoarers; ay 


Goody, Good night to you Madam: 
dg oi, How fo Sir ? 


ſomething rude.in me, 
tentions, you'l > me. 


ns es 


LE 
ſence with a of the largeſt oe, cull'd by the good old; 
Drudg her Mother, which ſhe.ddlifery witha Curt'lic, and bluſhes in ex— 
peQation of what ls. erg p/n ye rnaeng 


[ » 
Ir 24 bus 's 3017 $1 i017 1,5: . . 


* Grodus 


_— — 


os JOINT / . A; $34 4 
"54 Friendtbid: in 


——_ 
' Mrs, Grodv, Then come the- Countiy > Sales: ———_ 
cleanlier ſort of Creatures of the Two-: + Stratpht wasc invited to the noble 
Hunt, and nota Deerin all the Foreft's ſafe. 

| Goodv, No Madam: No horned Beaſt ſhall ſuffer for my pleaſure: Tam 
lately grown a Philoſopher, Madam 3 and find, we ought not hurt our fel- 
low Creatures. 

Mrs. Goodv. What is the reaſon that-you-uſe me thus ? 

Goody, What is't 1 would not do'to purchaſe quictneſs ? Your injurious 
— of me were tolerable, but. the wrongs your Jealouſic. has done 

ons — — 

Mrs. Geodv. I jealous of Vitlovies: No. ow es 
Ez me extravagant, when I diſcover'd you with that ty- Lady 
emer pl nk which I cancaſily Mr rb if you*l 21 but promiſe to- her ; 
| n—ma9mm1 4nd. mean kd 


In. tes Vigoris's Vertue, for the's. 
'Tthouſd' fee her in your Arms I could noe hackous fac 
Wore, you'mmultTove me; and Plc love/you 3; you ſhall 
call we your Love, and I'le call ou my Dear,and we'l always go tothe Play 

togecher, and every where together 3 and when 
Mr. GoodviPs out of Town, we le together. 


Enter Servant. 


"—. 


* Serv; "Sir the Coach isready. 
*Goodv. 'You think rr you have a fins cae Fool to-play withal, 
the eſs of -your Face is too thin to hide the rancour of your Heart 3 
I witty Devil Wiſe , "Treks pre yet never 


&& look on-you.- 
ou then incxorable ? 
 kirid-hearted: 


, "No 

Mrs. Goodv, Then or ng nao ag Cdn; -betfure you 
20 your lfro Me, Truman, and'tell lim if ke tis nas. ten odryi_g 
may nn, 


oy 
=" 


194 102135! u i 34.4 24114 Di 


wei, 
"2 


5 | YES 5 ' : » & ? d 
') Babe Vidhoria- 3 doit aca wD « no 'f 
19) aw ty aol 17 


3s. There is no prevalling with him, Cn 


KF rirms it 2 fa PETRO 's . 
, ” NY 
fected, and cen ane rea int Rey Ba. My LadySques- 
wiſhroo is arrivid juſt as he loft the Dode 2 4 am\fure/be'} come An, will 
ſec her Madam ? |  - 
yrs 0 0 ne ada | Let all the Doors be 
barr'd againſt her, and Gunpowder under each Threſhold-place, ready to 
blowher up, . if ihebut offer an-catrance. Lettvce, ' lend me your hand © lic- 
tlez - Pi comp Chamber inftantly-; -Qbany.Head !. ' 1 Ec wah Leetice, 
Vide. This management of: hers ſo charms me, that I can almoſt forget ©! 
the niiſchicf ſhe has done «ne : *tistruc ſhe t: me, but *twas done 
ſo handſomdly that Lad doublydeſery'd ic to taken notice of it. 


| Enter L, Squeamil. 


;.Oh Dear Villeris,;whac wilthecome of me-{ £amlolend ue- 
—_— Oh Iſhall dic, I halt dic-3 the.Lord of my Heart, the Jewel | 
of my Soul is falſe to me, 

Vito. What ails your Ladiſhip? vp mey me pcaeen | 

L. Sques. 'Oh Greduil, Goadoil! the falſecruel, remorſcle(s Goodvil ! 
. I came jaſt as his) Coach was: g from 'theiDeor,,: ye he-would' not 
wer 1 widdhigSe an, Cindy wy AT 


mo ifie, Alas ! Her lopellitmice; as Live very paſſionate, 

L. Sques. So Theſew left Wrethed Ariadne onthe ſho, fo fad the 
falſe Adness from \Dids. a0 

Vide. What could you exped ial of. him, Madan Mala; {Falſhoad iis. ls 
province : Your Ladifhip ſhould have made choice of a civil loben diſcncee 
Perſon, 'but Goodoi? you now tom Spark, a very Spank. 
L. $quts.: That, Sag hes hewa <nefey be weatherian Loder him, 
what Woman would doat bn.s dull melancholy AG, becauſe ſhe might 
be ſure of him? No, a is my Life, my Darling, the;joy of, ay 
Soul, rude mor ad you Batman fr ov) 
ris, 1 e you a Confident, JIRI—nT 
Mr. Goodojt : Come come, I knowall. 

Vitto,” Your Ladiſhip knows more then all the World beſids. 
L. Sques. orb rite uh A Spark ig the: Deareſt thing, to me in 
Wold I haverhad acquaintance 


the [Lchink ride! he Oren ps ls. 
. one of. 2@m'that : Oh he danc'd and-ſuagand- 
dreſt toa Miracle, w——_ rnd i had ec bd lh 
life time at Paris. and 2” Belnles) he 


wouldl6okTo and' racer #henhs callkez.:and then - 
never wanted denſe Th form IR 


i Ther nd aaa 


L- Squas./ wisk Wirtoa: >Ob: Lora hate Withefpre, 
al phe IE Trot Dar rd, 


4 T rjena iS: 


| F goes the Main-Mat down, down, doe _ 
Malagene roar, roar, and raviſh, here are punks in beaten Sattin, 
Termagant, triumphant, firſt-rate Punks, you Rogue. al 

TVifttor. How came theſe Ruffans here ? 

Sir Nob, Ruffians! do you know who you talk to Madam ? I ama ci- 
vill, ſober, dilreer perſons and come particularly to embrace chy! lovely 


Malay. Look. you Madam; make; nowoiſe about this mite. This - 


« veaſtinafqulioradd « flees df ines, therefore pray be civill. | - 

w_— Has: Mr. Geodvile left no Footmen at home to cudgell ſuch 
"_ ? h-— how like drunken-journy-men Tailors they look ? 

ag. Jouney- men Madam ! hold there ! . none of your 'Ladyſhips 
Mlronme contact woe to the-poor Devil that. is'i- Fay.” 
WT 1 = toey ey mdremuret rey fry. talk thus, you ſcan- 
dalous fellow. - * 

. Goodvile you ſay—hark you my Dear, were he herein perſon, 
'I-woul firſt ofall decently kick him out'of doots, - then turn. up thy Keel 
:and/diſcover here to:thy Kinſman what a leaky Veſſel thou art ? ». 
1 -Six Nob. Why? what: is that Goodvile ?. wilt 'he Wreſtle? -or will he 
box for 501. Look you, this fellow is my Pimp. *Tis true his Counte- 
nance is none of the beſt" but: he's a neat Lad and keeps good Com- 

 Malag. Hark you Knight ! you'll beare me out in this Buſmeſs Knight 2 
For -—iy" Roſe I have apprehenſion, that this Carcaſe of wine may 
luffer e . 

Sir Nob, No more-of that Rogue no wore. Take notice people, 
this: Civil Perfon ſhall marry my Sifter 3 ſhe is a pretty Lady — 
Fruly ſhe is -not full thirteen — but ſhe has had two Children — 
| Odd's heart. 

- Y48. Ridiculous Oaff} © {| | FI 

' Sir Nob. Come, let us talk /Baudy. Po way | 

Vid. PII call thoſe fhall talk with you oreſeruly. / { Ex. Vie, 

Six Nob. Wheugh— ſhe's gone. . 

L. $qs. Beaſt ! Bruit ! Barbarian ! Sot ! | 
* Sir Nob. Oh law! my AvatY what have I done now.?- Madam; as I 
hops to'be—— | {Rowe _ ys cy her . 

L. 84m. Oh help! 1 am enurdered 10h Head! 

Sir Nob. Nay Lady that was/no faiilt of mine :' you ſhall ſee I bo 
a —_— and (as I was ſaying): if T have offended - 

gr againſt a Table and:throws dows's. Chino Jerr, 
| ond ſeverall little China Diſberc i. /i) © 

IL; 8qu./Oh infufferable Oquickly, , quickly, a Porter and-Batkee to carry 
eut this Swine to a 
Six Nob. ra ne no harm! no harm ! you ſhall Ge mebe- 


"57 
hare my a ob pct exemgle—tggol Gp 


the Door. ts. the Door, 
Very well; thus then I move. — EIS 
Hah, who was that? Rogues ! Dogs ! Sons of Whores! My 


» Enter Servants. 


1+ Serv. as we are Sir, you ſhall find us at your ſervice. 
Sis Nob. Murder, murder, murder, — 
Malag, Where there is ſuch odds, a man may with Honour retire and 
Real off, [_ Exit Malag, 


- Enter. Caper and Saunter. 


Cap. whete is this Raſcall? this Coxcomb ? this Fop i ? hin dare you 
come hither Six, to affront Ladies and Perſons of Quality 

Ye A. & i your humble ſervant : did you ſee my Lig ? 

b, Jon 00s an-Aſs; and neyer wore Perriwig in your iſe; Jer- 
A he a Buſh of Bryars and Thorns/is here? The Main of my Lady 
Squeamiſh's Shock is a Chedreux to it. 
_ _ Sir Nob, Why, Sir, I-know who made it. He was, an honeſt fellow 
and a Barber, and. one that loy *'d Muſick and Poetry. . 

Saunt, How Sir ! 

Cap. But, Sir, come cloſe to the. buſineſs : how durſi you treat Ladies 
ſo rudely as we ſaw you but now 7 Anſiver to that, and tell not us of Mu- 
fick and Poetry 

Sir Nob. why, he had all Weſtminſter Drollery and Oxford Jeſts at his 
Fingers ends. And for the Cittem, if ever Troy - Town were a 
Tune, he maſterd it upon that Inſtrument, when he was our Butler in the 
Country ; an old Maid of wht Grandmothers togk great delight in him . 
for it. 

Saunt. But, Sir this is  to_ our Buſineſs. 

Sit Nob. Bufincſs ! hang B Tt tee Mart of Bhs: If you'll 
drink or Whore , break Windows, or commit murther, I am for you. , 

Cap. Sir, will you hghet ? 

Sir Nob. Fight ! with whom ? for what ? 

; With, 
 Saxnti, With me. 

Sir Nob. Ay Sir, with all my heart 3 I love bahcng Si 

Saunt. But will you Sir ? _ on? 

Cap. Ay Sir, will you fight?' do yo | 

Sir Nob. Why, you ſweet þ haves ! you Rogues in 
of your Artificial! 


1 Oc OOO. CG EA AG gy er 


—_ 


poſe to tegale us. 


$8 « Friendfbiy it faſhidn. 
5 up. This FAbw's fitad, Site? Ridrle mad By [Feries: Det 
how-long; tft thou been in this pickle? this Condition, mn, Knight? 
Sir-Nb, What Pickle 7 wie Condfrton'{ fold Worths'® ©'t 11-7 
Saunt; Ay, ay, *i$ (6, the þd6t Devil mult to Bedlam: Bedlen , Knight, 
the Mad-man s Eofpitat, 

Sir Nob. What will become of you then you IG ? There's never 
a .Hoſpitall for Fools yet ; Mercy on me if there were ! how many hand- 
ſome Fellows in this Town. might be provided for ? 4 Fiddles play 


within. 
Cap. Hey. day ! Fiddles ! 
| Saunt. Madam Goodvite hearing we were hete, hath ſent for 'ent 6h pur- 


% 


Enter Mrs. Goodvile, Lady Squid whh the Fiddler playing, Saunter 
falls to fing the Tune with 'em, and Caper Dances to it, Lettice. 


Mrs. Goodv, Let ty Servants take cate tht all the Dvors fiand ou 
have entrance deny'd to no ore Fool in Town. Not yas RN 
ter here ? then We can hever Want Company, YT 
gin the Revells'of the day; * I lotig to 'efoy the Yr erm act Milttels 
of. Lettice, try your Vow. 

L: Sq». Oh Madam ! this gallant Spitic raviſhes me. Dear Mr. Caper, 
you and Mr. Saxnter were bortt to be happy ! Madath Goodvile his reſoly*%d 


to. Sacrifice this Day. to pleaſure— what ſhall we do with quir ſelyes ? 


Cap. Do Madim ? We'll dance for ever. 
L. Sq; Oh ay Dance. | 


— And I'3 


Rib, And 
E. Sqx. Oh by * Love ? but Madam Goodbile, have ou reſdlved to wer 


the Willow,” arid be very Melatichoty -— ha, ha, ha—-Fiddles ! where 


are you? I cannot endure you out of my kght. 

Mrs. Goodv.. Willow ! hang it, give Ired Country Gitles 'that figh for 
Clowns 3, and, Melancholy is a for Batik-rupt Beauty :  Thave 
yet a \ſtock' of Yourh and. Charmes, unſully'd by fa hands of Age or 
Care, 


And whillt that laſts whas Wiiman would dcſpair ? 
Sir Nob. In the mean time Fl ſcout out for a Doxy of my acqugntie 
hard by, ou in Triumph, and let Viforia go a 4 deſpair. 


' K a7 , v9 & 

| 4 is Oh oqqed ual d Monte, thee Rebel ralie; wllowes 
take care of him and keep him up till I talk with him, - ani md&e' hinr” 

ſenſible of his Enormities, 

Sir Nob. Slaves ! Avaunt # if myLedy wilt have it ſo , Fil walk ſober- 

ly into the Garden and conſider of what is paſt Lt love is a Pleofere, &s 


Mrs. Goodv. Lettice ! T6 21966 ud 2 
:Li#tt. Madam: ' | l & Ks »Y | 
Mrs. Goodv. Is Ms, umabotins) | vo. } | 


Lett, He'll be here preſently Madan, 
Enter Page with # Lenter, 


. Page. A Letter for your Ladiſhip. { Fall | 
Mrs. Good, Who brought it'? 
Page." A Porter ic co che door Madam bot fd, hehad nogr- 
ders to ſtay for an a oRe Ne 
| Mrs. Goody. A Womans hand | X 


Reads. My. Goodvil's Journy p_ t of Town is but pretends He is 
Jeokes of jaw avad M65 Truman, yew ns 0Ugs refiirn'd 
oy nog 4.7 wr aha. gore Thorgh be bus ruſted mit with 


the ſecret, d me to bim init would en- 
— 3s prſwade you tet am yur rel 
== $24.46 Vidoria; 
' Poſtſcript, 


I# "Beware .of Malogent, for he's appointed the Spy to ety ws 
This is generouſly done, Videris, and I] ſtudy to deſerve it: of Thee: Now 
if I plague notchis wiſe jealous Husband of mine, let all Wives curſe me, 
and Cuckolds at me/ Fiddles! leadin} Mr. Caper and | Mr, Sauter 
pray 'wait on Ledy, am entertain her" a inlet 'm follow | you pre- 


ſently. 
L. Ck Canes prevyan walk? ; 


Lo A eetiooſn ter chilaſamd; Mr. Saunter, I woald be al- 
wayShcaryod Two ! ObforaGrovenow, /2nd x purling Brook with that 


hymns Frere Come? Jetus wile Gn mooy's which 
27S Yell <1 2& $I 4 090 
1: Cap, Allons)- ie: By tet Hinds — lai v6 

Saunt. By thoſe Eyegwows/ 1 7 ( aovai | 

Mme jy Oh no move? 20-nhive; Font to! loft in happineſs / | 
I 1-161 oboe: xod0b34t 2: 1 ni enitnt M "6271 1 Bf: 

| Mes. GredvarSot this Cogſhor di $ools) fujtberheChorys td thy Fare 4 
ar pn no meg nn Cn Gare ian etal y Sex in- 
(pixeme. Levtice ! ſee Ys ea. 


| bo- pb EM riendibid in C05 _— 


wei {many ſhe has Reaſon 3 Mr, Valentioe 1 ſuppoſe will be here 
Ww Ti 


Enter Mr. Truman, + 


Tram. And think you Madam, he durſt not anſwers fair Ladies Chal- 
lenge without a Second ? 

Mrs. Goody. You would pretend Il warrant you to be very ſtout. You 
HeRors in Love are as arrant Cheats*as Hedtors in fighting, :that bluſter, 
rant, and make a noiſe for the [ERS rem when they come to the Bus'neſs, 
prove errant Daſtards, and good for 

Traum, But Madam you jou ould nd find I Us do ſomething, would you but 
be civil and ftand your 

Mrs. Goodv, What —_ though of| a Cut-throat Husband now be- 
_ the Jahr - what would become of you then ? 

50h have ſach Beauty on my tide, nothing can harem, 
gy Then Sir prepare your (ſelf, Mr. Goodvil is really jealous and 
wiftruſts all or morethen has paſt between us. His Journey out of Town 
was but Up pretence, but we ſhall ſee him inſtantly in expeRation to catch 
us toget 

Trum. Feax bi not Madam, theſe Moles that work under ground are as 
blind as they axe buſic : Let him run on in his dull Jealouke, whilſt we fill 
hind new windings out, and loſe him in the Maze. 

Mrs, Goedp. Then if you wiſh to preſerve me yours, join with me to 
Day i in my deſign, whichis, if poſſible, to make him Mad; work him up 
to the height of furious ſufpicion, and at that moment when hethinks his 
jealouſie moſt juſt, baffle him out of it: And let the World know how 
dull a Tool a-Husband- is, compar'd with that triumphant chivg a V Vite, 
and es Guardian Angel Loyer. . 

But Mr. Goodvil, Madam, has vVie, and ſo good —— it 


"Mrs. Goadu, *Tis that ſhall be.his ruin.;; were he a Fool he were not worth 
the trouble of deceiving, 

Tram, Dear Jewel of my Soul, pevediScthen opens) Bat what 
muſt be my part ? 110.) £ - 4%.) 

; Mes. Goody. "To ſecuxe Mwlagene. Thatill-natur'd Villain hasbetray'd 
us; and is appointed; by « . chief Infirument/ in the Dilſ@rery:: : He has 
bios von enough toe his Soul to buy off a Beating 2 He: waver: toldigguch 
enough to be beliey*d once ſo long as he lives. Get hin. bug in: youib power, 
and he ſhall own motre-Villanics eve: were-in-his [Lhoughest6.comimic, 
or = neceſſity of our affair can invent to putuponbias i) |; v4 inc 

Tram:, And Þ'| be fuxe of hink, Þr mayEnever tafie thoſe lips agaio,. but 
be condemn'd to caſt Miſtreſſes in the ſide-box at the Play-houſe, or what 
þ ware, take up qe AY rl So Po 

{16> '{ 599 he YI 1L4 5 I's War! 


SE PLS 5 Enes 
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aid t 3 f ; 12 ein 1 1A Ty 
NL Ml TI Rong Moles 1 2080 Jon ob 1.14 1.00 
'F eat 4 bts vi Io. 4.1 am” | 
Mis. Good Hee hocemial 36 vt: 
Tram, Oh Monſieur welcome / IE £207» f 7 vl 
Mol. Jack, Truman your humble Servant. 
Tram, Whither ſo faſt I beſcech you Sir! a word with you, a word 
with you. 
"Mok "Why 1 can 1 do any for Thee.  Haſt chow qorgrs had 
' Prithee what is it? =. = 
—— Six ! You mult lie forme. | 


Mal,” Ha, hayha. I; chat all? * 30 Nuant 51 25 hlt NAVY ud 
\ Trum- | ryou maſt /': L460 9 3vga t dn 
Ma. - in civibway 6s 66 ck! (biews nothing 

fon Lad 1- 'upon' 


Trim. Then Sir to \ bebrief- this4s the | 
yn wr por wrtyery abſt you bilo 


Impudent as to pry into my here I wasconcern'd ? 1 
Mal: worker youkwow's ind'0datury Tcl 
on which Thave—— '&h 721 i ",) AOUMAAD iN 
Trim. ) To yeni 50 32/220m 3509 "wait light ail vakidcrl,, 


_- me Ja hour ch rk jc) | Ftllw chow 
a Witch, | I knew as welf char/—— 11 1 t- 2711! 
' Tram Whit Gid yourkmow "| | rCnhiiie 
' Melo 'Why Hebevy cheeto be an\archs Way and/an hovedt Fellow'} "yy 
Ragernnth prithie kiſs me! the 's out of humour $ 570d 
ram. No Sir! Idare not you ſs bikeaFricna, you'll deſdoeed is 
betres firſts" ; 871 ortho 2941/4 GOL ., door) > 21M 
Mat, Look you ah mand Bufdleſs is, Þ arm + Bat rhe 
Love- Seaphowin bus*nefs'go forward,- kypeafreed en aceutery 2.1 
Triew. Tut metblocauitedyne lifown'and abjureutthe has 
telligence you gave or promiſe to your ſelf that where ever neadis 
meet I'l cut your Throat the ſpot... * [115] 11657 of gets) 
ps tot hb 4 "x Draka 
t very ury Forchetrutky abide HIT... 
' What did you tell? 


"Trans: 1 160ht 2282 0417 | 

© \Molsi wp vhy Trobe hiem you Khares "Dyon'sccl-{you ts 
Cur Told hana han! '3 3i01bs y:2v notol s 2 9 1 '1-bas © 3071597 
7 Tom Ad8Sif1; 1:02 1 2d blugw won blodand bam mr09 , b'aisid 


Frag Ml” py ing we Phew like Dogg; all.:>Hut Madats yownnnd pirdonmac} 


3787 " "2101 13.11 3.2? 


Trims And honido yertidalt feds wth elPt! 


packs; 9d} 0-\ay anc. 1 "gh tO kk ns 


ly as ever I at fiſt affirny'd it 
me like a Dog man ==="! 
Jue ix this ! 


! ' ried hrp\ 10 faſbign,”. 
"ron, ' And this Sir , pa ſtand to. | 
Mal.: If 1 do not, hang meup$sr:dSignat a Bawdy-houſe-door: in the 
mean time T'l retire and peruſe a young Pg, which I; am gp. the 
happy Father of. 
Trum, Nay Sir! youare not to-ftix from me t | nl 
OH 5 | TT XM bi? Ener Lettigc. - bs 434 ” | a 


C - 


& þ OY 4H 
_-LAtics. Oh Madern |; fhifstor-yous £\. Madam #iffaris ene! we toreel! 
- you that my Maſter isreturn'd, and- that he pretenids fo Come 664 Maſquer: 


. rader. 
Mal, VVell! ſince it muſtbeſo, Tl deny all indeed ; what an exactient 
Fellow might I have been ? Some men now with my Gogk @f 3 wy and 
_ alice dra vieſu 199d have. wage a Fortune. :. V Yeh 4 1 have bers a 
lazyRogne 319d nevin knew nillhnow ah4.1 was-fit for veb.! ©, 1 1! 
Mrs: Geedst.! Mis Gorduil in Malquemnde ſay you? ' 
| Latgice. "Yds Madam; and two VYDwen with him, Madam, they. We 
juſt now alighted,'.*;.- /3:.3: 
-;MitoGbedv KH Yomen withbim gay then he comes, triumphantly indeed. 
Mr. Truman, do you retire with Malagene. T'1 fitay here agg neceive' ahis. 
'Machiavel in diſguiſe. Now, once more let me invoke-all the' Arts of aflaQa- 
ten; albtheRevange, the counterfeit Pulhons, prefendad Love, pretanded 
Jealoufie, pretended Rage, and in ſum the very, Genius of py Sex 49 my 
aſſiſtance. [ Enter Gogdvil aud athers Maſque 
wa here they! :FORE wt this rhwvy :fap all myſuture Pape. —_ 
uomur Jo 249 eugod 22-1 3m Ear: Sfruagsti 
"Gb Madagn | You Lexeule this ſavedomne.: al 1 lie of ml 
rs. Goodv. You oblige me-by uſing it: Let all the Company know 
tne thaf Noble Perſons of \Quality bave honoured me wich their Preſence : 
Let the:Fiddjes be xeady, avg {cc the. Banquet -prepar'd 3 3.and lat Mr. Zogs 
as} A me inftansly 1:1 cannot live 6/minute,. a > ompnaghy wchoue 


hin, *1 WW 16ti1 43:31 10oy 03 9} STOTY Te it ve 63 T6 a © 3? 

Goody. Delicate Devil! 101 od) Nowy 15019 Tf 

- 1 Wis, Goody, Sit 1: :16t mabcg your patience for a 
and put things-in Qxder. fit for your rectption. - 

Goody. Footmen ! take care that the Engines which] hate codad be 

ready when i. callforfony co rpmen,y ; ſe, caqme of punQuiziafig- 

nation ; and my VVife is a Perſon very adroit at theſe matcers 5-ſome hots 


brain'd, Horn-mad Cuckold now would be for pu py we > Þut 
I-anxreſalved $9:turn arCbrlly $oher,/th bloodathed : 
No: Pl manage the matter 5 her in this (very 
Arms,then civilly NG and < roars oe whilſt you any dainty 
Doxiestake-poſſaſive of enter the; errigatics..with 
Coldurs fiying- d tas Prontnr 17: b'anitts att as Þ- 1509 as vi 
7 Wort odſr:Go#vi $ na g9v £921 21m 
V7 4 a cif wt TURMTS | 24401 23251 


3 


ring Fop'of J 
chirher i make a noile, hear no Play, and ſhow himſelf ; En 
Bonus Roda, INE £ 100; DF 9h 

*. Wom. But Mr. Gordvite, whitſhaltt ds thes? * Huge rag 
_ thou ! _ ſhaltb&emy y woe peotler Punk, 
Neceffary Sin 4/ manabe all th afifrs ER 
ly, Ride up and down in my own Codth'arttided'by ny Wh Fodtrnen 
Noſe my V Vife where ere you meet, Er any, breedmyC 
Oh'wha a telicions Life will this be ! | 23 
1. om, Hear you Sir ; the Fiddles ? (6 Files 
Gootls, 'OtheProceffion's —_ i tp] ky 
Ceremony. | v? 


Emer Truman, . Mrs. Gradatie; Capes, Sunn, _ {4 
Camilla, with Fideltn, » Lower Letter. 2 
| , 12715 v.45 } 12400 6.37. 7 
Mrs. Goods, Mr. Caper, Mr, Bunigiory aL Souter 
Company, - ora we any thing coltunicdwy Hoefe, thay) 


Cap. Ma my Life, , try Topof 'Reapplnefr wy 
ble > why <9 by dirs he hve; 1 ſha you and-Þ toole wid cunble woge- 
therin thotimrdatyovnk cartons Ye (vickee ordoti Bhd | 

84k nr, Fa Ah Madety whit dis you waeri 
ab Have oo a Ro Noke, or but one Eye? Let mo ſto you uh 

be. Won, Sir, if 5 want any ting ts 102 dobrbyou cannot ppl g 

3: SOM DIS 2 } { 

Goody, Sol. fare, this muſt come to ſomething anne: in ob Viw 1a 

Mrs. Goodv, Ah were but 'Me-: Goat terw wo; what 4 happy Day . 
might this be./ | 'But he is Melanchaly' and'Eoflora Mam. 
moning in his Tenants and their Rents, that ſing P For wer mil ſuppste | 


me inmy pleaſures. | þ 
Goody. Is he then Madam end v Hgaberldd Kal bs. 1-H 
Mrs."Govdv. | Oh*he 


py nw tr dir V Vorld#: har Hu | 
band but He, Mr. Irma, w would have ſoſcaſonably withdrawn and lefrare 


, my 


«$40 


_ 5 le wy Sock we a nf Sn nth Ihed fam on 
ce my Selt, my'Soul; Seiils | : Lord : 
wr : and Procecior 2 10005 11 Thy "0t 350% 711 erloe 


queror and 
Cam. Heav'ns Midatm yow? provoke hitn hepoud-4ilpuricies, bil $i 
Mrs, Goodo/ Who Mei Goad#ib)"wtiich way thai fexvaciFhis' e? 
no, we'r be as ſdeyes —<+- 3's - zualc of 576 119y. Nob 1m 209% Jn 
Tram. "As we ute " $0 ſlibeflJay' this Scene 6f itdode 
Husbanahgadelf:ahl Ma 


Envyor Malice, ney-the very ” | 
bired's. the Buſincfs, ſhall ne'r diſcover us. . - > wal 


% 


ek 
Tl impadence ic fork, that Low hold no ber Say. you 
& Madam? [ OS: 
Mrs. Goody. Oh a Ghoſt? 2Ghoſt! fave me, Give med ng 
Mr. Goodvil's Spirit ? ſure lome baſe [Villain bas-caurder” and oy _ 
ens Ghok i Is '£ VENgE it on;mes; ; 1. 
No Madam, Er nothing. = A rex harmleſs Goblin, though 
Yau ae ple = Is at the. fight of 
_ Ha, ha, ha, Gaodvile tern jog Dear Fronk ! 
aunt. Hon Goodvile, thou ſeeſt dear Soul we are free ben in thy ab- 


Gods, Jie ou ee Gendeme, and, hal cake an ppportunty tore 


turn the Favour, F 

Mrs. Goodv. But is it really wa Goodvile then ? let me receive him © 
my Artes; welcdme-ten thouſand; thouſand, thouſand times. Dear Sir, 
how does my PiQture-in the'Gallery do? ©. 

Goodv, Oh anpors it lookt ſo very charmingly, that I "_ no hou to 

, Mrs. Gopdv. So, mow . Battle. 

' Goodv., Well Madam, and for your Sett of Fools here: to-what end and 
purpoſe have you decreed” them: in this new; Modell of 1 FR: I 
I, hope you, bave not defign*d *cm for your: own wg ?, 

.; Mrs. Goodv,i Why Six, merhipks gou; mtu, dice you hg | Lag Cond 
ox 16 ta gale way, the time: wirhul, you had takes an your Dearer 


Goody. No Madam, I underſtand 1 your Diet better : a Fool is too ſquobb 
and ener; 4 Bit for your firrce- Appetite ; you are. for a Subſtantial Diſh, 
2 man of Heat and __—_ ſuch as Mr. Tramen I knowl I, and I doubt 
yer eo mipar ea] 1157770?) rants ; 

Jrum. Ay ha aver-youtUl'dem 1 nor of 
| ; Mes Grads, a7 virs, ao. quanalling 1 befeech you, abated AAP 
at 


| Goody, At reſt RA , like an net Snail Hrink up my hors: into 
my Shell, and if poſſible hold a-quiet poſſeſhon of 
FRooey ts Goody;. ob hogd: I beve done: og; ithat way diſturb your quic 
#19 4 94 £00 : 
Geedo., Noting Madam; porting. in ns leatts. how is jt poſſible that 


ſhould diſiurþe me; !'a Sp, Dman.: ba 
any thing ſh a Block for you ® ne pn Glthogd on wh I 


muſt ill be, *brarapy! office. and never be difturb'd,” 1, .; ..4 


_ Mrs, Gaady., $0, 00 opening 5" and.for | | 
wg little vent my (elf : bangs va alas eh y amen mo 


| And:l have-no reaſon Madam,” though I come and. catch you 
; he + roviing and throwing! marian ATE Fire-bells a his 
UL Y, «2'] YM : I 


FE 
© 1 : 
- 


3. oh what an Ind nt Crnoture's Mr. Grade 1 o ſeafonably hd 
ns - 12h and leave : To ſpend your Days 
in wr ,v 7 4 mar = your ſelf; your Soul and Sen(e to him 
the Lord of. yaeajork your Protector.” - 

Mrs, Goody, 1 ami gl: TS athek ſo well:ſurceee:: tne of 10 
Jealouſy. lat night; «top. your journey ut of: Town was but+2 pr 
cence in hope to return and ſurprize Ss _— «inform 


too of your return but now, and your 4 png hoe 
97-2 cy wgy .and; therafave 1; pr - acts Tr Tondas 
w1 «Y 


Wy It was all the 
Can you deny your being with Tramex-in the w_" wighe > 
wn you not there, ſo opealy, chat,even the broad Eycs of Fools might 
ce 

Mrs. Goody, What Fool ? what Villain have yet! daccs ankle mil 

1 Goody: who-though he ratcly:cold cracti before, will be ſure ro/do 

your Kiaſ-man, Malogene, ang mragade $-arer 

own 


Trum. The Raſcall dares not own it. 
him. 
a Spy upon your Friend, after the trick 


7 log. you Frank! yourhad better be parient, "Hero ſhall be 
yu, en ry ap 


Eater. Vaſentine. 


_ Fa. Wha quanelling ? Goodvile, this muſt not be.Tramas 
and if rn he aac 


* ST {5 | >a % UW 11-2 v3 «1 wt 


OY Ay, ay prichec mai, taks me-other: dmeaaddon't quarrel! 


now. and : 
you dancing, talking, metled, ng Agnes Send of} 

ah ad rgt—erpen, wh ye 14% 

£01 57ers: | pEyy: 6.24 

X e 4{;4I 20y TIS \Eips Foomnen,- M1 


re ae ie ate, add heal oem nin 


2 Franks wins all is 697k 
» {Np 7 Gol pre, TY 


K 
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: Ys | * C33, bt ec? 1 
biy3te'l ': oc} Cn": aaa 

M72) 120077 9o3t 0 09 vat ? 

Goodv, Away. with SVeikonfin 2 3-41 T I ed Che dns Sockter, 
Now for Malagene—— Oh, herche comes Madam; who will refreſh your 
Memory !. Speak Sir, as you tender-Life and | OY moan) prob 
gether in the Garden lafi>nighe ?<11 2 407tt yt bog cr Tor Bet 

, Malag.' Hat —n0 body $i: 1 bt | ft» 

Goodv. Were not Truman and- ny Wit thereto your Hnowkege pr 
vately ? 

' Malag, Ha, ha, ba. Child] no. | 
- Goody, Did you not tel me that you overheard 'em TEY in the 
Grotto together ? 

Molag. No.” --:: 3 1151 7h aigiliy 107 5 0d 6d ook yy 

Goodv, Hell and Devil this fellow-hus beei/eaiper'# withall ind In- 


firuted to abuſe me. 'This'is all' Contrivance, « fiudy'd Scene to ool 
me of my Reaſon. 


'”7 (+43 ,11 [ 15 Z | . 3 
. 11/1 Tte'Foot-men;'! -i1” lf 


1: {'s \ v1O. ; 21 0; 90630 {19 rd + C5. 3% 


Here, take him ron be + harneſs him wich tho ochr'qms, mn he confeſs 


the Trath. L 
Mts. Goodv, He ſhall not go, touch him who dates! moſt cope _ 
be ,forc*d and tortur'd to” accuſe me fallely ? ' Ah. Mkr/Guodvile _ 
deſerv'd this at your hands ? let not my good name be —— 
if you'haye teſobr'd to break: miy Heart, 'kiFme how! 7 pg 
out of pain, 109 (Eng 2b emmy App 
Goodv. Nay Madam, here is that ſhall yet convince——ſce here a Letter 
from your Lover left for you: a-private Cobiner, hear me 'read it. And 
if you have Ry —_—_ left, bluſh. 


. - »- $1" hs 
Reads. If.Goeabile, gopn ol Lf Jaws ehia ner tet on Krow "of je 
that I may: wait on you and tell you 1be reſt of my | Hear#. "Por 
CO ro TREES \ Yall errrnges 
{t 
Mes. Goody, Death and Jeftfugine !: it: Wwas ain" own -Ohtifrlals 
maedded with your jealouly,, I ſought all ways to vex you. I counterfeited 
x bith my own Hand, and Jrftrtmifi aplate where you might be ſure to 
find it. To convince you farther, ſee here a Caution ſent me juſt be 
by one whom you have ttufted and joved*too much for thy Cty 
and. when, Fed have done, confider. how you have uſed me 
dckrv'd it, | One view 


* 2. 
. 


Thy 
s" Levee 


Goody.. 


1 \ (Gdddinils. Rader 41 


Iv \," Y \1 
Pant, ne — res PP ORROY 
lieve by this borer Tor Servans Vikoria. 


Vigtavis, has ſhe betray*d-me? nay cha, L pronounce there. is no Truſt nor 
Faith in the Scx.; + — ICI rIrOR on In%, rrnman—gr 
fromthe Bawd to tbe Babe, .. | 
Mrs. Goodv, Now ; Thope | may witheuw Go te 
expe Tl fee your Face again : no, I'll leave you to be happy at your 
own choice. :Loyse III if.$ne'r had had 
relation to you. I ſhall Orble you 20. mone, Eg you 
yy < wa pe: erg 11 
| Goode.” 7 


- RP . 
. y/ - » 


Goodv. To let the World he ow anach « Fool I can be: | ant thou In- 
nocent? : + 
Mrs. Goodv. By my Love Lam, { never 
done me, ruin'd my Fame and Quiet. 1 
diſhonour ? Henceforth let all mySex 
| oWger's ds eg 


eight o your Torment pſd you all you Jextouſes wor jul, and 
I as Infamoys as you are cruel, { Ex, in a rage. 
Goody, Get os to in then and tall to me no more, there's ſomething in 
thy Face will make a Fool of me, and there's a Devil in this Buſineſs, 
which yet I cannot diſcover. Truman, if thou haſt enjoyed her, I beg thee 
keep it cloſe, and if it be poſlible let us yet be friends. 
Traum. *Tis not my fault if we be Foes. 
Goedv.. But now to my Fools, bring 'em forth and let us ſee how their 
new Caulpage becomes *em. Oh Dear Volemtine ! how does the fair 


Val. Faich Sir, ſhe and I have been d Ellpucting a Crifling affair this 
morning, commonly call'd Mat 

Goodv. Marry'd ! nay, then there is ſowe comfort yet, that thou art fal- 
len into the ſnare — Valentine ! look to her, keep her as ſecret as thou 
wou'dſi a Murder, had'ſt thou commited one ; truſt her not with thy dear- 


ft Friend, . She. has Beauty. caough SIG a: 


K 2 


CEE : l y 4 a # "wat " "oY p__ itn 
F * , 4s A - mY / . 
- Friendſbip in faſbion 


Enter Caper and Saunter, their"Hends \vy 4 bebind 'em, Fools Caps on their 
Head, Caper with one Leg ty'd up, and IT Gagg'd. 


See here theſe Rogues how like themſelves they look." 
Vermin, you Rats that run ſqueaking from Houſe to ps up you puter 
the Town 3 that no' man can' eat his Bread in quiet for you. Fake wam- 
ing of- what you feel, 'and ' come not near theſe Doors agair on 
hanging, Here, yen them ot their Ft nt ona _ bomeeary aa 
Gates. ' *''- it 


[ 


Emter. Lady $queamilſh, Sir Noble, and" Vicoria. 


'S Sque. 'Oh Gallants your humble Servatt. Dear Mr. Gooduile be pleas'd 
to give my Kinſman Sir Noble, Joy ; He has done himſelf the Honous to 
marry your Couſin ViBoria,! whom riow:l muſt 'be proud/to. call my Rela- 
tion , - fince fhe has accepted of the Title of my Lady Clumſey. 

Sir. Nob. Ay Six, I am Marry'd, and will TR too before 
Night as ſimply as I ſtand: here.”.- 


Goodv, Six Noble marry'd? to Vifloria too ? > nay thei in ſpigh of Mis- n 0 
fortunes—— | 
= D 9 foul da 4 Do of wbilee, But. firſt 


rangers oof! ras bere by me ; 1193 63 
' Marriage ond: hariging go by: Þ 3. Fl © x 


©  Eſpealallyou-gap- Tang xhotryfBiBladenylr «|, 4 bai nod 
\ Bene are Cl ow Wo ues from: Balls and' Maſquerades. 
{ Ex. omnes: 


? FIN. TIE 


\ $81; 


THE 


EPTLOGUE," 


" Spoken by Mrs. Barrey. i 


'E LL Sirs, if now my uf and I ſhoud part, 
Y, Y To wbich kind Critique balk [1 give my beart ? 
5t 


ay, let me look;,, not one in p-* the place 
But has 8. ſcuruey fromard damming Face. 
Have your fol 'd then on the Poets' fob $4 
Go 'ye"reill-natur'd, ugly Devils all. 
The Marry'd Sparks I know this Play vill curſe 
For the Wifes fake, bitt ſome Kr em baveworſe. 
Poets. thonkcy their own ill luck have wrought, 
Tou ne're bad learnt, had not their quarrels taught. 
Fa. y inthe iy POes if rt yg 

ach falious Maggott Z eat "h oÞ bn 
So ls the Poets fir fl ba#j ye 0rng a t 
2 ou all ſet u uh | for Fine ws; or Wits : 

pe ft wo fre t there came, which coſt you Mothers pains, 

Lampoons in Litters. from r brains - £1 

Li like ſpurious Brats run up: bd g0un, \ 
Which their dull Parents were aſham” to own; 
But vented 'emin'dtbers names; like Whores 
That lay their Bbſtards down'tt Boneft Doirs.. 
For ſhame leave off this higling way of | Wit, 
Railing abroad, and roaring in the Pit, 
Let Poets live in peace, in quiet write, 
Elſe may they all to pune you unite ;, 
7oin in one Force, to ſludy to abuſe Je; 
And teach your —Infl and Miſes how toufe jou.. 
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Books A —_ Tonſon. 


HE Gourtleys Cplling's Gewing {4 Peron of Bono of 1 » and 
the Art of Living a Cont. B | _—_s 6.4, 
Don Carlos, Pritice 25 pain, by ay, Price 1 z. 


Titw and Berenice, a ny, a Farce cali Cheats of Scapin, 

By Thomas Otway Bd ** olays ies 
Antony and | "bs » a Tragedy. By Sir Charles Sidley, Baronet. 
Price 1 8, %. # . 

Circe, a Tragedy, By Charles Davenant, L; L. D. Price 1 5: G\d 
The Portwgat Hiftory ; or, a Relation of the Troubles that happened in 
_ —_ of Portugal, in the Years 1667, and 4658, By 8, P, E193 
rice | 
The as of making Love, or, Rules for the Canin of Lalit us 
Gallants in their Amouts. "Priced r.. .' 
A Treatiſe concerning Statutes, or Als of Parkiament ; = the Expoſ- 
tion thereof. By Six Chr. Hetton, late Lord' Chancellour of Eqpions. 


Price 1 x. | 
The Life of the valiant und Learncd Sir \Wtter Eateigh Ke. weigh bis . 
Trial at Winchefter. In Octavo. Price 24, 

Marches, AQtjons for Slanders and Atbitraments : And alſo certain Que. 
ries, withthe Boaks cited. Pro & Con 3 EET I FOEINN 
By 7. M.of Grays-Iun Bariter. Price 3s. _ 

Reports, or New Caſes, taken'in the 1 Vn4-i% dey of K. 
re a in hc, be bechiy AER heF 

ranſafions in C F t 

h— dat $<worny with mT 
Tothil, late one of the Sin Cletics. - <urooe we Bs 

For of dew yy QIneFoks , Ra FIRTy 

Siege of Babylon, a Samuel Pordage  Pricet 5. 

The Tra Ad * er he a Tier to AWE wr 
Eſqsy In Frice' 1 3. 6d... 

Edger, or The Englio Menerch, a Tragedy, Both i by 7he. Lbyar of 
Greys-Inn Eſq; Price 1 7. 

Sir Patient F a Comedy. By Mrs. Bebu,, Price 1 5. 

The Heroine Maſur in ewo part, Price-2 8. The third and fourth 
parts being in.the Preſs, 


PR OLQGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. Smith. 


OW bard tash bath that poor Drudg of $ 
That ſtrives t6 pheafe in this F antoflick, Hot 
Hog Þ bt to bir, 
That be's a that thinks to do't by Wit ; 
Therefore our Author bad mae plainy, ſay, £ 
You maſt not look. for any'##t bis Play a 
th' next place; Ladies; there's no Bow _. 
No not fo much as one well-meaning bim ; 


Nay more, you rr Fig Þ be ſa ays 
a5, 
id enjoin, 


On firiteſt Vigils and on 

rhe be bis Fleſþ to Paton | 

Nay took ſuch / to work it chaſt 4 fine, :.. & , 

He ls i d bimſelf at every Line. D TY 

lemennibibel bt intends, Tm 

ome bave ftxaue to wrong bim with: hinkgands p 1 
adPoers road yr ſoxtry fow thoſe, 7 
Theyd need A whoſe favour "tis they loſe x 

og be a Poet * Parents all beware, 


Cheriſh and Educate jour Sons with care ; 
Breed 'em 10 wholſome Law, or give 'em Trades, 
Let *em not follow th* Muſes, t f are Fades : 

How many very. hopeful riſing Citts 

Have we of late known: ſpoil'd by turning Wits ? 
Poets by Critiques are worſe treated here, 

Then on the Bank-ſide Butchers do a Bear. 

Faith Sirs be kind, fince now bis time is come, 
When be muſt ſtand or fall as you: ſhall dbom - 
Give him Bear-Garden Law, that's fair play fort, 
And he's content for one, to make Jou th 
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To hi Roa Hop " Dardh 


MAD AM. 


AuEnronttoant = 


7 ſhall be remembred. to your Immortal Honour, when all 


"The DEDICATION: - 


1 dare not think of offering any thing in this Addreſs, 
that might look like ik, for feat Jeſt. when I 
bave'done my- beſt; the World ſhould condemn me, for 
ſaying too little, and you your felf check me, for med- 
. ling with a Task pofic for my Talent.” 

For the.deſcription-of Virtues, /and Periedtions ſo-rare 
” as yours are, ought to be tomy as deliberate, as = 
a Hand ; the Features muſt bedrawn very fine, tobe 
haſty dawbing would but ſpoil pail the Picture, angmake it fo 
unnatural, ' as muſt want falſe lights to ſet it off: And 
your Virtue cant receive no more Luſtre from Praiſes, _ 
you Beauty'can be improv'd by Art ;. which as it Charms 
the braveſt Prince that: ever.amaz'd the World with his 
Virtue: So, let but all other Hearts inquire into them- 
ſelves, -and then Judge, how it ought to be prais'd. 

Your Love too,. as none but that great Hero, who has 
it, could deferye it, and therefore, by oporcioieg Lotion 
Heay'n, was deſtin'd to ſo extraordinary -a .fo 

matchleſs for it elf, and ſo wondrous for it's y, 


other Tranſadtions of the Age you live in ſhall bs. foe 


that Labs 66 abk Pardon for the faule| 
a ee oh [ck NM herefors L. I aye 


ill be a aber Fgtos, aa 
iog with all the AGionso Liſe, o endeavour 19 delrv 


it: Na uld 
Pt dog 


ſhare in ; Nas oy wal Portion ar 
not but be happy, ſo longas I yn 


Joy it, and I muſt be | 


Fare to loſe it. © wks 3; 


Em hen 
it ever be. my jll 


This -with Ecernal wits 6 our Ray Highet 


Content, Ha els, and Prof ty, 1n 
| pray” | perity 0 Gy i 


Tar wot obedient and drvated Servant, 
THO, OTWAT. 


n ving 
Cor: t « Councry. By Mr. Gilles. 
Caftalio, 8 | By Mr. Betterton. 
; - be 


Polydore, By Mr. Jo. Williams 


Chamont, A young Sour 
of. Fortune, v - 'By Mr. Smith. 


Erneſto, =p the ba By Me. Norris. 
Paxlino, muly. Int} By Mr. Wiltſhire. 


Cordelio; Polydove's Page.” "By" 'the little Girl. 


Chaplain. 5 By Mr: Percival. 
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EF you, great Judges in this Writing Mee, - 


The Sons of Wit, and Patrony of the Stage, 
» -.  IVith all thoſe humble thoughts, wbich fill bave ſway d 
Fiis' Pride, much doubting, trembling and afraid 
Of what is to his want of merit duc, 
And aw'd by every Excellence in you, 
The Anthor ſends to beg you would be kind, 
And ſpare: thoſe many' faults you needs muſt find, 
= to whom Wit a ed aetheth « rown, 
he thing ye ſcorn, and piebie ; 
Th nay perhaps y are here for other ends, 
He ſwears to me ye ought to be his Friends : 
For he ne're calf dye yt infypid Tools ; 
Nor wrote ona ling to tell you ye were Pools : 
But ſays of Wit ye have ſo large a ſtore, 
Se very mach, - you wever will bgve more. 
Fle ne're with Libel treated yet the Town, 
The names of Honeft men bedaw'd and ſhown, 
Nay, never once lampoon'd the harmleſs life 
Of Subarb Virgin, or. of City Wife : 
Satyr's the fel of Poetries diſeaſe ; 
Which, fick of a lew'd Aye; ſhe wents for Eaſe, 


But now her only ftrif be to pleaſe z | 
Since of ill Fate fy Clowd's withdrawn ; - 
| be i£-came, 


And bappintſe again 
That always drove Fears hence, nere brought 'em home, 


Oft bas be plow'd the beiff rous Or: Re MAA\1-55\" 
Not when he brought home Yiftories bej "Sh c 


Tet ne're more welcome to the 

Pj | 
Fer then freſb Perrifike ew bis. Brow, 
And he comes Crown'd with Olive-branches now, 
Receive him ! Oh recieve him «s bis Friends; © 
Embrace the Bleſſings which he Recommend; ; | 
Such quiet as your Foes" ſhall nere- deftroy; | 
Then ſhake off Fears, and clap your hands for Foy. 
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ACT L SCENE ie 


_ it. Att 


T The ORPHAN. 


2Tis noble that——— , 
"Er, Oh! 1 have heard him” wariton tn tits Praiſe, © 42 
Speak thingy of him might Charm the Ears of of 
Paul, Oh may he live till Nature's ſelf grow old 
And from her VVomb no morc'ean bleſs the Earth ! 
For when he dies, Gerewel al Honour, - wr" 2 | 
Al « encogragetijiht of Ares, " 
or 


Paul. They're both of Nature wild, and full of ſweetneſs 
' They came HA ___ the Lat bro and ſtill they live, 
As if they ® ing the Grave: $*-.30 


Daughter too, - 
Pendle; Goodneſs 
Paxl. And as there-is/2 Friendſhip rwixt the Brethren, 
IT Infant _ — 
A faithful partner thoughts wiſhes, - , 
And-kind-Companion of her harmleſs pleaſures. | pe. 
Ern, You mean the Beauteous ' Fair Monimia Hin | 


as hoe cole to 
He left 'his Da 
To ſuch a. Care as 
Ern. Her das 
To ſeek a Fortune or # noble 
Whence he with honour” is 


ans | mighty marks of tht gr Pract Favour. 


way to e in th? uncertain 
Lemay Courts, and Camps, - Duo 
Where Dilatory Fortune'p Meat JS 1 2721 HT 6 
With the brave noble honeſt | $2 agiuls 


To throw her ſelf 'away-on Fe F< 39; i, | 
Ern, They bath have hwy 
"Lis daily their Þ ; 7:11 29 Dar * 573-1953 


To 


Enter Caltalio, Polydor, 4nd Page. | 
-. haonnlt 525057 & to gpnunt Ry} cf 
Sbopor, 202 26 (mis (6. 1 
s $6} 21 


Polyd. But then—— 13,16 
| Caf. Ay then my Brother, 
Wa, rk mounted on his; wi 


To five Call © Tyan 26 ike A... . 

P when 1 came, 1 foy -0nque 

Oh m7 danc*t to ſee == _ 
ge 


. 
. 


& _ The ORP H'A N: 

Yet he's ſo tender and ſo good + Father, 

I could not do a thing tv erofs his will. . 
Pol. Caſtalio, 4. rep + =" Ara 

Which you, und only you, 


Will you be free _ you Fr ber” 


Caſt. Havela "not know ? 
WEE a 

a 
\ FN, cone Jones, 
Fo ſhew your heart as noked-inthis 
—_— porge you of your fins to Heaven. 


Pol, And hoe) nertonich nals, bear it 
With all apt wage en 35 ante 1 

aſt. As calml 

Tis ws 

Pol. That's " 

The fair Aoninia: renner 


Is of _— STR, . ci 


Md. Yard 7 Foul 
RT Iwo-are, 


Pol. _ Tr 
"Twixt Fri — 
Caft. Is Love a wit ty 
Pd. In one ff ' we 
What CILO | 7 hee 7 5 
Caſt 
| org her orb and 
But will preſerve et 
Pol. You will? 
on I will. mir: 
Pol. No more, 
Caſt. Why ono Fs bars 
Pol. 1 told” pL 
But _ o i. 
Caſt. N 
Not with ay Polydore 
My Nature | ewe 


Love raigns a very T 
Attended on his Throge b 
Of furious wy feary, 
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But th* opportunity ſhall now be thine ;- 


5 The /O:-R PH AN" 
ol. W with her privately laſt 
Cob. i ns, Rad hereih ap herirre bei 


m_ , 
£'4.- ", A 
My ſelf will bring thee to the Scine'of Loves | - 


But have a care, by Friendſhip -1 conjure thee, . 
That no falſe Play be offer®d to thy rout Br other. 


Urge all-thy pow'rs to make thy 7 6 \ 
But wrong. not mine, KY 0 
5 ck _—_— Pol. { F ns 
If*t prove thy-Fortune,- to conquer, | 
(For thou haſt all the Artgof fine !) 2.400 
Truſt me, and let me know th nrnarttes 177 BY WY! 
That 1 may ever after ſtifle HH Ko ſ _ __y 


Pol. Though ſhe by Ges os ſoal chan; Reſto: 
To weary Pilgrims, or to Miſers Gold,” / 
To great men Pow'r, or wealthy ities Pride, | xy 
Rather than-wrong- C :Pa fc , 

For if ye Pow'rs- have "in" { Wh 
When ye would ſhower down joyes on Polylary\ (Ao 
In one great” bleſſing. all your. (Bourdry!ſend;;'-:. Is odd 219w foo 
That 1. may never loſe Genre tries 208 bluow +b 
I Y pol. KO ago. 


Eaves Moaitnia- - } 4 


Mom. So ſoon return'd. fro duncing? This fat Dey: 
Seems as if ſent to invite'the world'abroad:''> 1 
Paſt not Caſtalio and Poljeor: hs way + et iff 
Page. 'Madam, juſt now. 4 
Aon, Sure ſome ill-Fate*s upon me. - Md 
Diſtruſt and heavineſs ſits-round my heart! 7 >-/i 21 $21 00 
And apprehenſion ſhivcks ay" timorons Soul”! 1 <4 
VVhy was 1 not lain in my peaceful Gravd 
VVith -my poor: Parents ? and'at Reſt as they are?” 
Inſtead of that 1 am wand"ring: into: cares.: 
Caſtalio! oh Caftalio! thou haſt caught » 
My fooliſh heart ; and like a tender —_—_— 
That truſts his play- thing to another 
I fear irs harm, and fain. would'have-ig back. 
Gome near Cordelio,' 1 nieſt' chide yoo;1 Sip, :/ | 
e- VVhy, Meth have: 1 done you any wrong 2 
2 1 never ſee-you now-; you -00% "2 ena ought | 
Sat by my Bed, and ſung me pretty Songs: C1 
Perhaps Pve been mn here's Mony for Yo ti! jad} 
Wil. you oblige m Shall 1 ſes you ofeer 2:5: © 0 


% B 
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TORPFHAN 7 
Pas. Mad I'de ſerve you with my Soul; © 

oy war when you edlf ily wn ah 

an by your ho# 1 acl TRY RE BRONh, 


Rp -s me they are \ | TR: 


poor 
me, Cordelio, for 
Their friendly 
Sometimes at [ 
Pag.: Oh 


For 1 preſerve the ſerex 
NL ra te. 
k thee | thy bar (4 

With pretty Toys, ad: thou ſhalt be my'Pige 


Meittaks ; C568 6k wed p08 my Lord, 


. 


For he was never half ſo kind ay you are ! 
What maſt'Þ do/p7 1 99 Tnhhe 


Moen. .lnforms me how th? haſt heard” | 
Caſt alio, and bis Brother Wie Why Name?” 

Pag. VVith all the t of Love; . - 
You were'the SubjeCt of t ; 
At firſt 1 thoughs is would have 
But as the one-grew hot" the 
And yielded to the | 
At laſt, aftbr* mel 
Mon, What, good 
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10 The ORP'HAN. 
To day y'are nice, to morrow-not ſo free, 
Now ſmile, then frown z now ſorrowful, Then glad, / 1 
Now pleas'd, now noty ONIN kno 200 why 1 -: 
Vertue you affect, inconſtancy*s your: 
And when your looſe deſires once get 
No bungry Churle feeds courſer ata Feaſt ;--- 
Eyery rank Fool goes down 

Mon, Indeed, my Lord, 
I own my Sexes follies, 1 have 'em all; 
And to ayoid its favits muſt fly from you, 
Therefore believe me, cou'd you raiſe me high 
As moſt fantaſtick Womans wiſh could reach, 
And lay all Nature's Riches at my feet, | 
Pde rather run a Salvage in the Woods | 
Amongſt bruit Beaſts, grow wrinckled and deform'd,” + 
ages nee 0 fo penge could make me, + '*- 1 

ht ſtill enjoy my'Honour ſafe 

Ro deſtroying ,of faithleſs men. _ [ZEx, Aon. 

Pol. Who'd be that Portia fooliſh thing call'd _ 
To cringe thus, fawn,” and flatter for a: 
Which enjoy ſo very. much above him ?. - 
The lufty Bulbrz ral the Field, - 


And from the Her is Female, out, 
RE TE Eee Le | 
It 0 J.'08 ſs my. Lov * 

; -.mr I hours. 


Wait on, and watch/her looſe 

Then when ber 1 thoughts have been-abroad, 

And brought in wanton wiſhes to her-heart ; | "x. 
th? very. minute when her Vertne nods, 

Ile ruſh upon her in a ſtorm of 
Beat down her Guard of Honour all- 
Surfeit on jor uber gat 
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Emer Acaſto, Caltalio, Polydor; Artes. 


 Acaft. "TO day has beet Day of Glotiow 
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Th ORPHAN. 


12 
So great that you with. 
But ſuffer us whoſe 

Frotunes deceits, #6 


ker; us ſhe's fair- 
Were ſhe a Com go 


, Kit vo. Ti 
Her worth would worig 
Acaſt, Go to, Yate Foam, 


Deſire to-do things worthy” your | 


'$ 1153 SH ww 1 
Not loyter out wy Me: y 
No farther ; 
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36 The OR 'P HAN. 
And ſearch throngh 211 the Secrets 'of my Soul. - ret 
Cha. Fear nothing; 1 will ſhew my ſelf a Brother, ] 
A tender honeſt, and a loving Brother, 
Yave not forgot our ET. 
Mon. 1 ſhall netrrts OM 
Cha, Then you'l remember 
That liv*d up to the engerd 
And priz'd that Jewel more than Mine: of not Weakh: 
He'd not have done a ſhameful but+; ace, [> 
Though kept in darknefs from the: World, and hidden, 
He could not have forgiven it to him; 
This was the only Portion that he 
And 1 more glory in, than if - 
Of all that ever Fortune threw on- Fools. 
"Twas a large Truſt, and 'muſt'be manag'd nicely z 
Now if by y any chagce, 
You have ſoyl'd this Gem, and taken from it's value, 
How will y account with me ? 
Aon, | c 1 
Malice, and prot cbr} hl of. 
To cenſure all the Attions' of my 
Unhappy life, and taint me fn they can! 
Cha, I'll tell thee then; Three Nights ago, as 1 
bas Morey, town, Bed, all darkneſs round me, 
mp ſtruck w-my cold ſweat 
Des all my Face, anditr -my 4 
My Bed ander me, the Curtains ſtarted, | 
And to my tortur'd Fancy there appear'd 
The forny of leo magni myo nmr yp nr art, 
Thy ap pots 3 dans nr 7 4c 
A wanton Lo 
With all the Wk Pooer 
I ſnatch'd my Sword, and. 
Darted it at the Fantome, / 
Then roſe and call'd for L 
HERES 164 te Ar imernonen, 
Juſt where t y was 
How th* unhappy Theb.ay flew: his-Fatherc: + 


| be wes « man 


Mon. And for this caufe my Virtne'1 id! 
Becauſe in Dreams th argd tr, by 
1 muſt be oo 242 
Cha. Have a care, 103 ha 
Labour not Tn ao fl 
Hear all, and'then/ the: fates 
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Her lower weed 
With diff *reat | 
And ſcem'd to ſpeak vatjety 0 


I askt her of my [25> -Whic he in 
Then cray'd; (Char, and bad: 
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his, yellow, . | 
me; , 


"* I 
- 
% 

" 


WW 
To ſave a 0. 


© 
" 
© + 
we 
- 
"18 
rs 
% 


qr 


—— - of » 4b ak _— ; . —_— OF 
v2 OLIN? : : IIELATRTY 4 13%. + ad %* 
- 4 — : . i = \ wn, 
- 4 = 


ſtand Neuter, 
muſt | 


Pol. Here place your. 
If he ſhould chance 
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And I can never think you meant me fair. 

Caſt. Is this Monimsa 2. ng ! will now 

I ever thought her Dove- 

Who truſts his Heart vile Wogan 's orcly loſt : 

You now made Fair on 

Whil greedily we | ; 

And ne're diſtruſt the it -_ 
Mon: W hen Love | re means to break. 
_ Caf, Iv m =} Fi rſs. "F 
= Man there Was 4 li eature'mi A | 

h as the-winds, and as tba $00: , | 

: lo ty Aſpett given him for | 

Eaſily ſofrn'd, when he wayld bet: 

Like conquering Tyrants; you aur! 

Where you are pleas'd « farrag far a 

But ſoon you find'new conqueſts qut, and t 

The ravag'd Prodigy Talon and waſte. | 


If ſo, Caftalio, have ſcrv*d my heart, 
ge regen lenny) hs. 


And 1 ſhall nere eco KOt. 
this andy br 6 gut in | 


Caſt, Who can 


Since you will odalpreg, 
wg oh O_ when 7 bn 


We nee ſo De 
 Andliſten to the 
Caſt. Where am | 
Sweets 


patron mpodr—oly GY 


But to behold thy E 
EY 


T6 ORPHAN. T: 
As its own Beanty it deſign'd thee Fair ; 
And form'd thee by the beſt lov'd Angel there. [Ex. 
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Pod. Kre they ſo kind? IExpref is'to me al 
2 In words, twill make me -;— inY 
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Pag. At firſt Gra apt Arad 
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Serv. 0 the unbappieſ TY Tongue ere a ! 
Pol. matter ! 
Serv. Oh! yourf my good Maſter, 


fo. Ot ute, bt micth raie'd his 
And chas'd ihe Goes conn the he joyſol | Board, 
A ſudden trembling ſeiz'd on all his 


His Eyes diſtorted grew; His He Vine pk 
His ſpeech forſook” him; pale; 
And 2 bi all bis Friends-are wai apbuajlrer i 


. Enter Keaſts kanin 4 Tod.” 


me, give Wo Br, © Ta yet recover 
Tabs decaying Nature mad 7: 
For tha vows Fancy near her Jeng 
Where are my Sons ? come near, my. P 
Your Brother! where's Cafabo? , 

Serv, My Lord, 
Pre farch'd, nc you ehinſigades, « all ts houſ, 
He or 44onimia are not to be found.. 


ROD REO Ls dy yoarrr , 
_ Oye MO FN woe 


WO RPADAN. 
| And for & pg you'll fiadiwhaen Iam dead -* 
I have it berwixt; yowbotty : 4noþ bas 92: 
as you-ſhared my i1ove; 
a Moni, Pre bequeart'd 7 
Crowns, a lirtle Portion for her, 1 


Serins. Let my, Knees 
fi NG 


24 The'O RP'H A&A N. 
Onſets in Love ſeem beſt; like:thoſe in War, 
- Fierce, reſolute, and done with all the force. 
So I would open my whole-heart at once, 
And pour out the of my Soul. 
Acaſft, What ſays'Serine# canſt thou love a- Souldier ? 
One born to Honour and ta Honour bred; | 
One that has learnt to-treatievin Foes with kindneſs 3 


To wrong no good. man's 'nor' imfelf. 
Serin, Oh! name not Love, that's 6 joy, 
And joy mult be a ſtranger to my heart, , 


When you're in danger. May Chamone if, ode Fortuae 


Render him 16vely —_ 
Whilſt I at Friendly | Glace him (bleſt,' - 


Praiſe the kind - Gods, and: Rene prey Vertyes.' 
Acaſt. Chamont, purſve hef,, conquer aud polleſs her, 
And, a5 my Son, a third' of all my'Fortune 
SES cake tl 
ut keep thy Eyes from man F, | 
Beware the dangerous Beauty of the wanton, 4:41 
Shun their enticements; Ruin'like a-Valture © - 
Waits on their Conqueſts: | Falſehood too's their onſlarks, | 
They pat RONDRue US bg the. World 5 
Uſe falſe endearments to-the: Fools RO | | 
And when they marry to their filly: | | 
They bring falſe Vern Vertae,| ca Urns 


E - 
Ly 


| days talk thus, 
'of ſome doubts that prelſk you. 
Are | yet fatishe that I am your Ftiend ? * 
Cham, My Lord, I would not loſe that furisfaction | 
For any bl g.l conld wiſh for. 
As to. my fears alfeady I have loſt *emy -/: : 
has tr gy'7 ſhall vex. me more; roy EI 
I thank you: Wachter; you mult do ſo too. 
My Fiicade, Nis late, 
For my diſorder ſeems all "i 
we "W uld refia-tredhtreahece Kea. TN 
» C (0) you 
Acaft, Yes, I'll to Bed; oi ment ouſt burger edt. 
Let-me have Muſick then to lull 'amd chaſe ® 
This melancholly thought of Death away. wand 
Good-night! my ron Hy ye.al! mugs! 
To morrow early \we'll FO! INC 117,96.) nk - 
thts! þ' 2 PEIGAs th 


Find out new | 1 
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Gravity. 1 wh vo obime? 
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Would make itie whit: 
For all & wear black. * 
Cham. And that's a wonder 
Have you had long | 
Chap. I have not: 
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Ye all live ſom in ; 


Not | 
Thangn's ; 


And Charatter thiok alt thy NY 00k Knaves, 
Thy Trade a Cheat, and thou its 'worſt 
_ me; we rear, orb &,''ll know. " 
hep. Eibher he hoy X bo much -bas her), 
Cham, wrong'd herd have a care: For this may lay 
A Scene of miſchief to undo us all. 
But tell me, wrong ;6 here 


Of ſickly z1d thi: 
_ comfort i erenenin 


bap. 1 would hid a 
Cham: Nay, the then oa thou Tins 


Chap. Yes, if 1'dur 
Cham, Why, what affrights ot « | wy 
Chap. You do, £3 
Who are-not. to be truſted with the Secret, 
Cham. Why, I am no "ol 


Chap. So indeed nf EL. 7" Bae 8 
ON. with _ a2 
To geſt you with. wy. Ruine.... POE re 

Cham. Art thou then 


So far concerti'd Wt?. [Whaz has 
Curſe on that fornial” 
Juſt ſo do all Bawds looks,” 
\ Can pray upon occaſion, talk | 
Turn vp their Gogl ing Eyc- balls, rail At vice, | 
Diſſemble, lye, and .preach ch like. any re: | 
Art thou a Bawd? 
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And as your Hand | me mine, 

As the good Prieſt un 

Paſſion brew big an0 end 

Tears drown'd my eyes, and & 2 ay yok: wa 
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Caſt. Oh thou art tender Tet 11 31 pro 
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Sure now ſh'h2s bound - Rana (herd, 14V 
Tagon m6. 20 't | 
210 by "Ou bo 66 indy ool » vt 

For a Roy dia Deith and Torment! - 

ST. 

my hair : 

"that th wr pb] Y 


try y Arts 
Till when be this "Art apps 


Where 1 will rumidate on ls, 
Laugh at my ſelf, and curſe th* inconſtant Sex. 
Faithleſs Mmingz Oh Monimia ! 


Enter Erneſto. 


My Secs has bend lad; be wiki may | 
e or this way 
| Nears the frond of fore = ou FF. --5 
AG none, who's > at Peace, ? wander now. 
Caſt. Who's there ? ST 
Ern. A Friend. 


Caf. 1f thou art , retire, 
v6.1 this » bg a 1 would be rhovey; 


Ern, Caſtalio! My Lord, why ia this poſtures. ©? ©; | 
Stretch'd on the Ground ? Your honeſt true eld Servant,” 
Your poor Erneſto cannot ſee you thus z | - 


As by thy honeſty thou ſemeſt to be, | 

Once leave me'to my folly. -- | 
Ern. 1 can't leave you, 

And not the reaſon know of on tlodun, 

Remember how when young Hin any Arins 


bare you you 7 I 
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What mighty 1lis have not: by Woman 2 _. 
iba doe re rc} ye 


Who loſt Merk Anthony the World 2 A Woman. 


Happy a2 while in Paradiſe they 
But yuickly Woman loag'd to g 


Some fooliſh new Adventure 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


. 
. 


T4 ORPHAN. 
Acaſt. Go, call him vPs and angrorte apr $r.-, i 
1 cannot think all tus gone wal to Night; Wh, 


For as ] ——— ho weommeey ores 
Was then m methonghs 1 heard my Son 
Caſtalio's Voice; = it perks low and — 


Exe Montane, and boy Ad, | 


Already up Manimis ! you rote 
Thus early ſurely t0-out-ihine the Day | 
Or was e 


y your Exampl 1s, 
And M and Evening, give' up th? Account. 
Ctheh) i Arn 4h, L 
Or if 1 would, ou are i: + 


Pm 3.07 
F in yous: 
Loy ing ES 


The little :(hare I have's ſo very mean, 
I Addition 


38 The ORPHAN: 
And wait upon yqur Lordſhip there : 
1' fear the Prieſt has plaid us falſe ; if ſo, 
My Poor Caſtalio loſes all for me; 
1 wonder though, he made ſuch haſte to leave me ! 
Was't not unkidd, Florella ! ' ſurely *twas ! 
He ſcarce afforded one kind- parting word, 
But went away ſo cold: The kiſs he gave me 
Seem'd the ford Complement of ' ſated Loye: - 
Would 1 had never marry'd ! | 

Maid, Why ? 

Aon, Methinks 
The Scene's quite alter'd ; 1 am not the ſame; 
Pve bound up for my ſelf a weight of Cares, 
And how the burden will be born;. none knows. 
A Husband may be jealous, rigid, falſe; 
And ſhould Caftalio ere prove fo to me ; 
So tender is my Heart, ſo nice my Love, 
*Twould ruin, and diſtra&t my reſt for ever. 

- Maid. Madam, he's'coming; 

Mon, Where, Florella ? where ? |, 
Is he returning? To my Chamber lead ; 
ll meet him there : The Myſteries of 'our Love 
Should be kept private, as Religious Rites, 
From the unhaltiow'd View of Common Eyes. "Sy 

FL. . LCEx. Mon. and Maid, 


Emer Caſtalio. 


Caft. Wiſh'd Mornings come! And now  the- plains 
And diſtant Mountains, where feed heir Blocks, pa 
The happy Shepherds leave their ely Hots,/: toon !n 
And with their Pipes proclaim .the-new-borg' day. -. - 
The luſty Swain comes with his well-GWd/Scrip .- - 

Of Healthful Viands, which, whenbubger- calls, / 

With much content, 'and appetite he' cats, | 

To follow in the Fields his daily Toil,; | 
And dreſs the grateful Glebe, that yields bim- Fruits. - 
The Beaſts that under: the' Warm Hedges IA. Its 
And weather*d out the cold bleak” Night, .are vp; . 

And looking towards the Neighb'ring Paſtures; raiſe |! ' 
The Voelets nanny their fellow Brutes Good .morrow : 

The Chearful Birds too, on the-tops of Trees, /:// 
Aſſemble all in Quoires,'.and'/with their. Notes. |. i! - 
Salute and- welcame-up the: fiſing Sug.” 152117 04 v66 ow 
There's ap Condition fore-fo curſt-as: mine ;/; 2115] [1 fry)! 
| Im 


- 


The O'R'P'H hos 39 
I'm marry*d: *Sdeath ! "BF Hom lik | 
Lookt Herewles, thus to a Di aff chain'd 05 P! ROS c.- 
Monimia ! oh Monimis | .. .« hafos 
Enter ' Honey, 4d Mid 


Aon, 1 come, 
I fly to my ador'd Cobbs 
My wiſhed Lord. i dens *IY 
Like this: And ith. = Days our renew, 
Now I may hope yare ſatisfy'd—— 


[Looking Langu " on oy 
Caſt. I am + 
Well 'd, gu art———Oh——— 
Mon. What? AI? 
Art thou not well, Caffabo ? 


U Breaſts, and tell me. 
Pat. Tis here! 8 in | 7 
'Tis every where ; It rages like a 
And 1 moſt wonder bow. 1 realon. 
Nay, wonder not, 44 
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SEES 


Mon. r hs 
| OW or 've 


wy of. What en 


aa 3; ? 
Fake | 


Thc nn gor 
Caſt: "gy you ſhall 


40 The OR. P:H AN. 
Subſcrvieat to all my looſer pleaſures ' 
For thou haſt wrong'd Caſta 

Aon. No more : 
Oh kill me here, or as wr ein” 
Pll never quit you elſe; but on theſe Knees, 
Thus follow you all day, till tWare worn bare, 
And hang vpon you. like a OP Creature. 
Caſtalio, 
Caſt. Away, Laſt ni 
Mon, It was our lg 
Caſt. No more, forget it. 
Mon, Why ? do you 4 repent ? 
Caſt, 1 do. 
Mon. Oh Heaven! 
And will you _—_ thits 7 7 help help, Florella, 


s ber to the Door, and breaks from her. 
Help we to hold this Jer ow " W 
Oh my heart breaks ——— 


P11 nos indulge this worr 
Chaft, and fowentet 


"FY 


nk 
am. 
Tell me the Eb 


bee in out hu reſt 


« % 


The ORP HAN. 
Cham, Yes, Monimia, if thouthin Et 
That 1 deſerve the Name, 1 am thy Brother. 
Mon. Oh Caſftalio! * * "ir Ver 
Cham, Hah ! 


There's nothing in ic but the fault of Nature : 
Pm often thus iciz'd ſuddenly with grief, 
1 know not why. | 

Cham, You uſe me ill, 


42 . ' The, OO R P/HAN. 
No more wouldft This Beauty :* but Y 9.49 
When in ſome Gl Male, 91] ll be, d F2:zT 
The ſeeſt me lye ; theſe unreguarded Locks - 6) 
Matted like Furies Treſſes ; my poor Limbs 
Chan to the _—_ and wy delights 
Whi y Loyers taſte, my Keeper ſtripes, 
yi, and a courſe wooden diſh [1 
Of wretched ſuſtenance. When thug thou ſee'ſt me, 
Prithee have Chari and Pity for me. 
Let me enjoy. this 

_ Why wineac Eaſ ick] 
My So e me quickly ; 
Or tho gs © log Hotuat rſt Y 4 

an By ma i 7 i you k f 

Aon. But "Ve Lp W your fury 
Within its bounds ? will : Ft 
And horrid miſchief ? abort 
You would not think how hardly ee teen "ud. 
From a near:Friend ; from one-that has my Soul - 

A Slave, and therefore treats.it like a Tyrant. 

> I will be calm, but is Gas _— thee ? 

Has he waſted all bis Loye? 


do, Lt 
Which if it laſts, Pm ſure muſt: break my heart. 
+ Chan, What has he done? - 


. Not to be thought again, the night : 
At dawn of day, he roſe and left his Conquelt. 
But when we met, and I grith open Arms- | F 
- Ran to embrace the Lord of-all-my wiſhes, * 
\ Oh then ! | 

Cham, Go on! 

Aer, He threw me from his Fond, 
Likes: a deteſted fin, | © 

ham, How! - 
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By the Suns amorous: heatto.beug LlleT Mig ano 7 
- Leome, my Love, to kiſs all ſorrow from thee.: 4b Jon o1%t'l 
What mean theſe ſighs ? and why th thus beats'thy Heart ? - b 
\_ "Mon, Let me alone' to forrow:i*Tisa cauſe! | 1 
Nene ere ſhall know ;, but nn no. a8: 


1 know..your - was 

That Jewels. for ny Ther rot be price 

- Mon. OEAqes.. MY EET ION 
Pol. Nay, wonder ant ſt Night 4 hs 8 {6M 


7 appoints wade 4+ | : ki 
yr erg nd tad SO IV 


Wilt thou be ſworn, my Loye? .wilt thou be. "I 
Urkind again? * 
Ae.) Baaiſh ſuch fruitleſs hopes |-! 3 la} 
Have you ſworn contaney 20 my undding* 9 4/5167 Ago 
- Will you oy my. Friend again ? | hate fe 
Pol. What means my Love ? 1. 82%. | 
= kl . what meant my Lord:; 


Pal. nv 
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Mon. Wavichvdl do 
T” aſſault my Lego 


_ And threaten me i 

You ſaid you were Cope | 
war thoſe eyed, ns. bg SLOTS 

It was the fame,. nw re may2icaganach- beter; ls. 

1 tell thee, ill whe Feir-Om fans pats ic 
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May every thing T look fem 
To fill my- thing Tſcok op rerrors, 
For et 1 ever had 

grow a Curfer of the works of Nature : v4 
Pol.' Whatr means all ___ 


ETC 


The friendſhi 
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Mon.” And wilt = be a very | Faichfl wretch ? 
Never grow fond of chearful peace again ? 
Wilt with me-ſtudy to be . 
And find out ways how to encrea * affliction ? 

. Pol. We'll inſticute new Arts known before, 
To p and make %m look like new ones: 
Firſt, if the Fruit of our deteſted Joy, 

A puny, ie Bagh; 4 morgan —_— | 


Sure, ego may live. 
Pol. Why ?- 
Mon, To become a thing 
More wretched than its Parents, to > be branded 
Wich all our  Infamy, and Curſe its Birch, 
' . Pol. That's NE Eg wh hon IT 80. together 


Full of oy an 4 
Like che FIT Wick ape iſe. 
L:t's find ſome place hire Aoders *i0 Winter, 
Loathſom- and Veno ; where.poiſons bang 4 


Like Gums againſt the alls; where Witches meet 

By night, and feed; apo mper'd Imp, 

Fat with the Blood © Babes; ne Thos well 1 

And live vp to the heig ht. of peration, 

Ddſire hall gud like a withering Flower,, 

And no diſtinCtion of the Sex be-thoyght of, 

Horrors ſhall fright me from thoſe "pleaſing harms, '* "_ - 
And I'l no more*be caught with; Beauties. Charms, Dey 
But whed. I'm dying, q, me 44m thy. Arms, -. x Ts 
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Cod. See. wages the Deer trot after one another, 
Male, Daughter, Mother 

Brother and mingled all ge "2X ” 

No ico they know, but in. tful. 

Wildneſs and . Springs, freſh Herbage, 
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t Folly drudges all the year. 
Heaſt, Caſtalio | Caſt «bo! , Q 
Caft. by SE TOR 
- So wretched but to name Cofabo? | 


ſeeming - 
A Why, what a tleal of korrox 
.wretch to come. that 1 
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Te ORP HAN. 
Your age ſecur'd him, he dur not elſe have ſaid ſo. 
Acaft. By my Sword, 
| would 'not ſee thee: 'wrong'd, and. bexr it 
Though I tiave'palit my\word the ſhall - Lins 0 
Caf Juſtice! No ge her Jokioerwen"d ade her + 
E bore —_ _ 
c joys JU wm , 
A place to cory ot my Fate i 4 wine bow 


My Grave at with to hay one 
With this cold y and all with one's caſe 
Emer Chamont. 


Cham, Where is the Hero famous and renown'd 
For & Innocence, and breaking Vows ; 
W hoſe ty ſpirit, and whoſe ſto heart, 
No woman can appeaſe, nor man provoke ? 
Acaft. | gueſs, Chamone, you come to ſeek' Caſftalio. 
Cham, 1 come to ſeek the Husband of Monimia. 
Caft. The Slave is here. 
Chan. | _—_——— now'to*ave found you 
Atoning fot the done” Chamont : 
For you have Gs oh the deareſt part of Him; 
Monimia, young Lord, weeps in this heart; 
And all the Tears thy Injuries have drawn 
From her poor Eyes, are drops of Blood from hence. 
Caſt. Then you are Chamont ? | 
Cham. Yes, and | hope no ranger 
To great Caſtalio. 
Caft. Pve heard of ſuch a Man - 
That has been very buſie with bong Honour : 
| own Pm much indebted to you, Sir, 
And here retors the Villain ogaia - 
You ſent me by my . . 

Chan, eb, thank y EEE Cleve 
Acaſt. By good Smoke; * prefixes to violence 
Makes me his Foe —* | [Draws and imerpoſes. 

Young Man, it. once. was _ | [7s Caſtalio. 
1 was fit Guardian-of--my Hou 
And you mifht troſtiyour TL Yar: you, fo Chao: 
Young + os, | Sue you;- you tigve '4 me 
I omis you Moira right, 1 7541 10 Slot 33%: ol 
ata nd thought my*wird'a Pledge; Þ would not forfeit: A 
oo you | find wou'd'fright w-t0-Perforimance. 
. Caf Sir, in my younger F_ with Care you taught =, 
#9 ak 


5p; The O:R-P HAN. 
That brave Revenge! " igjur'd Honour ; -- \- . _. 
= ſe not then the Ju ce of tay Smovk, 1-1 yo yi dn 


you ſhowld:/ppake Inlout afraner dere on blucy | 
"— pork thaw HER oc $ 5! nd 
Becauſe th wh 1 1niflet +) 
we the SE: 8 ancient rieadibip, _ 


. lam a £1.90 nok ſeek thee . 


Tir 7 -may be reve aN.the; wOPgh: Fl j0 pe 
Done me by Shes. DARARI! i Fu hom fare»; KL) 
Cham. She oa 'my -> = 141 W 


Thy Father*s Honour's not a ove thy Fry 

Nor. was thy Mother's Tryth and Vertue fairer. 
aſt. Boy, don't diſturb the Aſhes of the dead 

With thy caprigiows- Follies: T'be rapempbrance \/ | 

Of the lov*d Creature, SSL ARCE SUL Go ICMAT Bremer + 
Cham. OCD AIGIUPEs+ | T7 Iw3c<! 11:0} 
Caſt. It ſhall not. "hi 1607 18 55 w—_ 
Cham. Ng, oor Gal. "eres ) | 

Meonimia, though a WR Orphay, deſtitace 

Of Friends and 'Fortune, ou the ppb bar. 

Of poor Chamont,, "whale i ;is al his 

Be oppreſt by thee, n= rg TORN _—_— 
Caſt. Hah! {av 196 free. * 2; W2eyrd wy ol 
Cham, Come both - i _— | | 


Enter Serins. 

Serin, Alas! alas! ," ja 
The cauſe of theſe diſorders, my Chamont 2. ) 389% 
Wha is't has wrong'd thee ? | of 1] 

Caſta, Now where art' then ' | TOR 
For ſhelter ? | mw” 

Cham. Come from thine, and foe what: legnrd i bf 
Shall then betray my fears. 73 Ina Y 

Seren. > Caſt alio 2 2 6 
_ Shgatle wp Swords: * me-: K 
ISLET 
i any. of thy Friends have 
ll be reveng'd, Hannes 
— Sir, df, ya 
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Faremel, I wiſh much. WHOS 
Cham. Witneſs the 
B be ſo lovel 
Caſt. Sir, —wbeſ my ati "il yi 1 1d 
She baſely fent you here to try my- Tears; | 
To make advange of | F; 


Serin, Chamont's the 
Give me Chanoid; and tet ESE 
No beauteous Bloſſom of 
Though the fair EE 
"poſe , ſhould 
Th 
Might? it be 
You wou'd, though you | find =O be ry: 
So in a word, Afonimia is my ſcorn ; | 
That was your buſineſs. 
No artful Proſtitute, in 
Could have 
Chan, FareweI2 1-51-11b 
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Caſt. Dan eagsl "14 Pye TN 13 3011222 1. As 
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Caſt. Did [7 id7 wht 90g blow M1 11-3 on vb 2u9 
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Acaſt, Methinks, as i 'p- Fr uot 156 
Ir eh. be k eDuf ee ful FIPS bot 3073 Sor | uo 
Caft. No. in Fil TWidw 7 2vcm bas eI16If| {im dIgorn c oT 


| ha $ ſhe done ? hes ! cO | avar 
16s: baths my Wife, may Heav'n and you tnka me. 
4 . Be reconciled then, 
" Nias »S101;201% 31A 


y" $:- ſce her. 
Caſt f. emooA 2m avig bone [to bas? 


Ac 0 ſend and * ve he mihan nn F Hiz fts1 - ii | 
£1 at 28 Vismo « h10.] : M4 
Acaſt Ws my ſak awe, 47h Sato? n: w \þ 
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1' were ſhe proftrate'at my F 
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54 Zhe,O-R'P HAN; 
Full of her Sexes beſt dilſembled foxroms, 1-1; 4 | Lot 


And all that wondrous/Beauty. of! her own, | 
My heart might break, but it ſhould never ſoften. 


., Emer Florells. 


Flor. My Lord, ohere are you ? Oh Eſta, 
Acaſt, feark. | 
Caſs. What's that ? 

- Flor. Oh ſhew me quickly, where's IN 
Acaft. Why, what's the ulineſs ? Fly oF. | 
Flor, Oh the. poor Honjmia | | tends 
o_ Hah ! F 

Acaſt, What's the matter ? 
Flor, Aurry*d by deſpair 

She flies with fury over all the houſe, 

— ay Wk: of each. by id.e whe crying, 
here's my give me my 

Except ſhe ſees you, ſure Re grow diſtracted... 
ce Hah! will.he?.d yours Caſale ? 2. 

And with ſuch tenderneſs ? 


y 
To the poor lovely Mourner. "Oy _ ather. . 


F 
. : ” 
* s 5 & 
% £ 
« ®, + : 


Acaſft, Then wilt thou g@.2-. attend thy purpoſe. 
Caſt. I cannot hear Adonmia's Souls in ln, mol) He 1 
And be a man, my heart will not forget. her, | 
But do not tell the world pon faw this of me. 
Feaſt, Nelay not then, haſte and chear thy Love. 
Caſt, Oh 1 will throw m*impatient Arms about her, 
In her ſoft boſpm, ſigh/my Soul to peace, , 
Till through the panting breaſt ſhe finds the way. 
To mould my heart, and make it whe apes will. 
Monimia | Oh ! 


\ Ex. Tr Gt. 
Enter Monimia. 

Mon. Sand of; cad gh, me_ Roan pan Fw 
| will not reſt t Ve es. :6 bn} 11D 
My wiſhes Lord, comely. = Ming ©, A by 
Amidſt ten thouſand eminently Log, & 
Flowers ſpring where e*re he rreads his Eyes 


Fountains of 


When will they on me Wit9 Ea. 4 
| cannot dye bn poore SL} ham nr xc mg Few 
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Caſt, Who talks of dying with a _ fo ſweet, 
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y 4? as 
Mon. Oh ! LOR 
In dark Oblivion on bas a few: | 
We might be ha F —_— 4s 


Caſt, ls 
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am d 
To ; thee b 
It is becauſe ESD 


The OREHYN: 
Would 1 that Pardon meet; the only thing 
Can make me view. rhv-Bare ef Nearen with oy 

on Then let's draw near. | | 

, Al mo. ba 1 o Va - | bs, co 

> So in the Fields dw _ i e911 7 
When the deſtroyer has Hoot vhtfvdt prop; © 2 1590 ne 
The ſcatter'd 4 kind, ama g 6? 
Secking when da oi M4 v3 1 | 12 xWirh b 
_ moan, uu Kor Ne | 
Till joying thus avid Tpread” ings; 
" Murmuring Love, and Joy, _ = A o- _ 318 3” 
Mon. Yet have a wedloy ot F BY 


Leſt i io poribancs the 
Thou nibef 
Caſt, My Ty 


W hat danger th 
Why didſt thew-- 
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When I _—_— S oe $90 os 
Quaking _ er violent l 
Dane EST als 
Dar 


Caſt. Then there is ſo1 


wa Co Oban f " 
Of more 1 0 
And do not betray tne" 2 yeqoT 


Aon. Muſt 1? e1ICTICH 14197 _ 


40 001 IH $i839d 4 31 
Caſt. If labourin} Withe of aefiiyd 55) 10nns) bra 
Thou wouldſt do any thir 601.4 Ws 
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py try — %f* uy > vv 378-1 100 v3 26 Au} 
Mon, M x won't Jet Jigs 
Monimia, peo None? | 13e 0h 
We nere muſt meet 2191031! goo 91's aliw 3vE 


Caſt. What means m my ets. vm 2a82m 38 V/ Ad 
For all my good or evit FE" iy in het Sb1u00 wel, 


Ne're \ 280 W ;Ab0 
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Caſt. Where's the an >: 4 
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wn Jan that dares 


Thou art my heart's eg I ſerv'd- =O) Fn" 
A long and painful, faithful flavery for —wgK « ,\o® 
And who ſhall rob me of the dear bought-blel 
Mon. Time will clear al{þ-but now Jes 
Heav?a has decreed, \wng therefore Pre refaly 
(With torment [ muſt tell ir thee, Cn) 
Ever to be a ſtranger to thy y Love, 3b.tedT. 
In ſome far diſtant Longery bids my. tite,- - | 
And from this ddy'40fye thy Face: 0-ree.”. ctlogas 1, 
Caſt. Where am 1? ſure | wander midit lachanonear, 

And never more hall fide ;the'way co reſt 
But, oh. donimia, art tf indeed: refaby%d, 
Top nn wich wn 

W by tureſt thou fromme'? dons drtouy 
Merhinks I ſtand ous # waked' beach, 

Sighing to wigs, ty JET complaining, | 
Whilſt afar off "fails away; - 

Where all the Freafure of myiSoul's: d4 

Wilt thou not turn—— Ot could choſe —} (ſpeak 
| ſhould know all, for Love pragma in 
ow bps Þ co Spwets y rogrmwr eg 
Wi u not 769? 
Give me but one kind word 40 Think = ann! 
And TH my ſelf withal whillt my heare's 


Mon. A poot Caſt alto t * - gif. 21 alt 3 
Caſt, Pity, NE Os ad - 9b ; 
She pities me; dg » Lis. [6 o5e 
wh means alf Ab 0G 
ſingle wretch 7 Pu your word cag ſhake 
Thi rp to Atomes, why ib mirtr ado 
With me? think me but Wd ang me. \ 


Ns 


ws cone you 3!- 


FF #» 
LE. = 
j «i454 


7h 


oN3 v3 1 2 107 IP 
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hes Dog would bear't that knew-bus his Conditian ? 

We have knowledge, = + rarer IIa T 
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Caft. Of my Monimia. 
Pol. No. Good-day. 
. aſt ln haſte ” oh fdnef; 
Methinks ary P appears in $. 
Pol. Indeed on ſo to me docs my Caft«l:o. 
Caſt. Dol? . 
Pol, Thou doſt. 
Ke . Alas! ve wondrous reaſon; 
in Ereagely ol alter'd, Brother, ry I ſaw thee. 


Cop or to tell hee would but put thy heart 
To pain, let me embrace thee:but a little, 
And weep upon thy Neck; 1 woyld repoſe 
Within thy friegdly: boſom all wy Folhes 
For thou wilt pardon 'em,, becauſe ttyare mine. 
Pol. Be not tao credyltons, conſider firſt, + 
Friends may-be falſe. 1s there no Friendſhip falſe ? 
Caſt. Why doſt thon ask me that ? does this appear 
wy * falſe _—_— when _ _ _ | 
And ſtreaming Eyes, 1 rug. upon thy Brea 
Oh *cis in thes alodied muſt have comfort. | 
Pol. 1 fear, Caftalio, 4 have-none to.give thee. 
Caſt. Doſt thou not love me then ? 
Pol. Oh, more than life: 
1 -never had a t of my Caſftalo 
Might wrong the riendihis we had vow'd NE: 
Haſt thou dealt ſo by me ? 
Caft, 1 hope | have-''/. 
Pol. Thea tell mewhy this mourning, this diſorder? 
Caft. Oh, Polydor, 1 know not how to tell thee ; 
Shame riſes in my Face, and interrupts 
The Story of my 
Pot. 1 grieve, my Friend 
Knows any thing which he's aſham'd to tell me 
Or did*ſt thon ere conceal thy agrwgt from Ne E 
Caft, Oh, much too off, 
But let me here conjure thee, 
By all the kind affetion-of a Brother, | 
(For 1 am aſham'd to call my felf thy,Friend) ._. 
Forgive me. > art, 
Pol. Well, go on. | 
Caft. Our Deſtiny contriv'd 
To plague us both with one unhappy Lovel 
Thou like a Friend, a conſtant generous Friend, . 
| lo ies firſt pangs didſt truſt me with thy paſſion, SY _ 


TR ORPHAN: 
Whilſt I ſtill ſmooth'd my Toa age ar 
ering n=: . 
Pol. How! F. 
Caſt. Still new ways I ftudy'd to abuſe => 
And k thee as a ſtranger to my Paſlion, 
Till yeſterday I wedded with- 2orimia. 
Pol, Ah, Caftalio, was that well done ? 
Caſt. No, to conceal it from thee was much a fault. 
Pol. A fault ! when thou haſt heard 
The Tale Þll tell, what wilt thon call it then ? 
Caſt. How my heart throbs ! 
Pol. Firſt for thy Friendſhip, Traytor, 
I cancel't thus ; after this day U nere 
Hold truſt, or converſe, with he falſe Caftalio : 
This, witneſs Heay*n. 
Caſt, What yill my Fate do with me ? 
Pre loſt all, happineſs, and know not, why : 
What means this, Brother ? 
Pol.- Perjurd, Treacherous Wretch, 
Farewel. 
Caſt. Il be thy Slave, and thou ſkate uſe ihe 
Juſt as thou wilt, < but forgive me. 
Pol. Never. 
Caft, Oh! think a little what thy heart is doing; 
How from our Infancy we hand in hand 
Have trod the Path of Life, in Love together ; 
One Bed has held us, and the fame deſires, 
The fame Averſions ſtill cmploy*d cur thoughts: 
When-&re had 1 a Friend, that was not Polydor*s, 
Or Palydor, a Foe, that was not mine ? 
Eva inthe Womb we embrac'd, and wilt thou now, 
For the firſt fault, abandon, and forſake me, 
Leave me amidſt -Afflictions' to my felf, 
Plung'd in the gulf of grief, and none to help me ? 
Pol, Go to Menimia, in her Arms thovlt find - 
Repoſe z She has the Art of healing ſorrows. 


Caſt. What Arts? 

Pdl, Blind Wretch, agg Husband ! there's a Dn! 
Go to her fulſome oy wallow there, | 
Till ſome hot Rufban, Juſt and wine, © 


Come ſtorm thee out, and ſhew thee what's thy Bargain. 
Caft. Bold there, I charge thee. 


Pol. Is ſhe fot a 
Caſt, W ? 
- Pal, Ay, 


+I think that a needs no explaining. 
; Wes | ON: 


Caſt. Alas, I can forgive, ev*a. this to-thee 
But let me tell thee, ods Pa riey'd, 
To find thee guilty of ſuch low Revenge, 
To wrong that Vertue which thou couldit not ruta- 
Pol. Ir ſeems 1 lye then. | 
Caſt. Should the braveſt man | ; 
That e're wore Conguering Sword, but dare to whiſper 
What thou proclainſt, he were the worſt of Liars : 
My Friend may be miſtaken. 
Pol. Damn the Evaſion, 
Thou mean'ſt the worſt, and he's a'baſe-born Villain 
That ſaid 1 ly'd. 
Caſt. Do, draw thy Sword, and thruſt it through my heart ; 
There's no Joy in. life, if thou art loſt. 
A baſe born Villain ! | 
Pol, Yes, thou never cameſt 
From old Acafto's Loyns, the Midwife put 
A cheat upon my Mother, and inſtead 
Of a true Brother, in the Cradle by me 
Plac*d ſome courſe Peaſants Cub, and thou art he. 
Caſt. Thou art my Brother till. | 
Pol. Thou lyſt. 
Caft, Nay, then : [He draws. 
Yet I am Calm. 
Pol, A Coward's always ſo. 
Caſt. Ah———ah that tings home : Coward / 
Pol. Ay, baſe born Coward, Villain. _ | 
Caſt. This to thy heart then, though my Mother bore thee. 
[Fight, Polydor drops 1s Sword, and runs on Caſtal. 
Pol, Now my Caſtalio is agalo my Friend. | 
Caſt, What have I done ! My Sword-is- in thy. Breaſt. 
Pol, So I would have it be, thou beſt of men, 
Thou kindeſt Brother, and thou: trueſt Friend.” 
Caſt. Ye Gods, were taught, that all your works are Julſtice,. 
Yare painted merciful, and Friends:to innocence ;. , 
If fo, then why theſe plagues upon my head ? 
Fol. Blame not the Heav*ns, here lyes thy Fate, Caf ao ; 
Tiware not the Gods,. *tis ry has wy thee ;. 


Pve ſtain'd thy Bed, . thy. ſpotleſs Marri Js: 
Have been polluted by thy Brother*s Luſt. | 
Caſt. By thee! ” 


Pol. By me :: laſt night the horrid: deed” | \ 
Was done ;, when all things ſlept,” but Rage and Inceft:. 
Caſt. Now,. where*'s Mommia ? Oh! | 


- 
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The OR P HAN 


With Love of thee, evin'w 


WV © 


4 Th ORPHAN. 


Nay, at each word that my Diſtrattion utter'd, | 
My heart recoyId, and.*twas half. death to ſpeak %m. 
Mon. Now, my Caſtalio, the moſt dear of men, 
W.ilt thou receive pollution to thy Boſom, 
And cloſe the eyes of one that has betray'd thee ? 
Caſt. Oh Pm the unhappy wretch, whoſe curſed Fate 
Has weigh'd thee 'down into. n with him, 
Why then thus kind to me? $71 
Mon. When I'm laid low in the Grave, and quite forgotten, 
Maiſt thou be happy in a Fairer Bride; 
But none can ever love thee like Monimie. 
When 1 am dead, as preſently I ſhall be; | 
(For the = Tyrant graſps my heart already) © 
Speak well of. me, and- if thou find ill copgues 
Too bulie with my fame, don't hear me wrong'd, 
*Twill be a noble Juſtice to the memory 
Of a poor wretch, once honour*d with thy Love. . 
How my Head ſwims! *Tis very dark: Good night. [Dres. 
Caft. If 1 ſurviye- thee, what a thought was that ? 
Thank Heav*a. I go. prepar*d againſt” that Curſe, : 


Enter Chamont diſarm'd, and ſeiz?d by Acaſto, ' and Servants, | 


Cham, Gape Hell, and ſwallow me to quick Damnation, 
If I forgive. your, Houſe,: If 1 not live | 
An everlaſting plague to thee;;Acafto, | 
And all thy Race.  Y'have © repower*d me now 3 : 
But hear me, Heav*n! Ah, here's the Scene of Death, | 
My Siſter, my Monimia | Breatbleſs ! now, 
Ye Powers above, if y*have Juſtice, ſtrike, 
Strike Bolts through me, and through the curſt Caf al:o. 
caſt. My Polydor. + | 
Pol. Who talls.2..* +. 1 x2 
eaſt. How cam*ſt thou wonnded ? 
Caſt, Stand off thou-hot-brain'd boiſtrous noiſy Ruffian, 
And leave me to my ſorrows. - 
Cham. By. the love 
1 bore her living, I will nee forſak 14, 24.201 
But here remain till my heart burſts with ſobbing; ge 961 
Caſt. Vaniſh 1,charge thee, - or [Draws 4 Dagger; 
Cham, Tbou canſt not kill me, | ; 
That would be kindneſs, and againſt thy Nature. 
Acaſt. What means, Caſtelio? Sure thou wil not pull 
oy wry on thy Nyney _ head, 6s Rt 265% 
ell me, I deg, you, tell me ithe [fad cauſe TY (hs 1 
Of all this ruin, I5 phe Pol, 


PR— 


The ORP HAN. 


_— 63 
ts too logo pagan] Mi lh, Mt 
But *tis too y 
You'l in my Cloſe 
Of all our woes. Caftalio' innocent, 
a_ ſo's Monimia, only, Pa to blame: th gt 
Inquire no farther. ' my, OY v # 
aft. Thou, unkind Cham) « 0 Y 


purſu'd.. me: with thy thate; | 
obs thy lc life of him "XIE 


Come joyn with. me and curſe. 
Cham. What ? ; 
Caſt. Firſt thy (elf, © > 
AsI do, and the hour that gi 246 thee birih': 
Confuſion; and diforder - the Wop: 
To ſpoyl ___ and converſe amongſt men ; 
"Twixt Famili tes apganeer endleſs _ 
In Comtrics neodien 


In States Rebellion, on, ad jo Gurch Sai 
Till all thin "of Nanre; 


Till Form's Std, a he of Cauſes broken, 
And the Originals'of Being loſt. * 

a Have Patience. 

Patience ! preach it to the Winds, | 

To roaring Seas, or raging Fires the Knaves «. | 
That _— it laugh at ye, when ye. believe , em. 
Strip me of all 'the common needs of life, _ 
Scald me with Leprofie, let Friends forſake me, 
Pll bear it all; but curſt to 37" 0 
hat I am now, *tis this muſt Ian no 
Thus 1 find reſt, and hos. no more. are. Corb himſelf. 

Pol. Caſtalio | DLE..--- 

CaiF, 1 come. 
Chamont -to thee my birth-right I 
Comfort my Mourning Father, heal his griefs; 

LA caſto faint: in the ms of 4 Servant. 
For I perceive they fall with weight upa 
And for Monimia's fake, whom ;thou ie Ga” 
I never wrongd, be ind to poor 
Now all I beg, is, lay me in one Grave 
how: T_ nz I now am—— nothing: [Dies. 
of good Acaſto whilſt I go 

To forth the means by which the Fates have plagu'd us. 
' Tis thus that. Heaven it's Empire does maintain, 


It may AMit, but man not Gom 
. | , _ EPILOGUE. 


* 


Ow've ſeen one Orphan rain'd here, and / 
| May be the next, if old AAcaſto dye: 

Should it prove ſo, Fd fain amongft_you find, 
Fho "tis would to the fatherleſs be kind. 

To whoſe proteftion might 1 ſafely go ? 

1s there amongſt you no good Nature? No, 

What ſhould I do > ſhould I the Godly ſeek, 

And go a Conventicling twice. a Week-? | 

Quit the lewd Stage, 'and its. prophane pollution, C 


Aﬀet each Form and Saint-like Inſtitution, 
So draw the Brethren all to Contribution? 
Or 'fhall I (as I gneſs the Poet may 
Within theſe three + 5) fairly. run away? 
. No, to ſome_City-Lodgings I'll- retire, 
Seem very grave, and privacy defire :  - 
Till I am thought ſome Heireſs rich in Lands, 
Fled to eſcape a truel' Guardian's bands; 
Which may produce a Story worth the telling, 
Of the next 'Sparks that ' go a Fortune-ſtealing. 
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7 THE”! 


DEDICATIO 


Have often ( during this Plays being in the Preſs) been impor- 
J tun'd for.a Preface 5 which you, 7 nk would have ſpeak ſome- 

thing in Vindication of the Comedy : Now to pleaſe you, Mr. Bent- 
ley, Twill as briefly as I can ſpeak my mind upon that occaſion, which 
you may be pleas d to accept of, both as a Dedication to your ſelf, aud 
next as a Preface to the. Book." - 

And Tam not a little proud, that it has happened into my thoughts 
to be the firſt who in theſe latter years has made an Poille Dedica- 
tory to his Stationer * 1t is a Complement as reaſonable as it is Juſt. 
For, Mr. Bentley, you paF boneſtly for the Copy ; © and an Epiſtle to 
you is a ſort of an Acquittaneeg- and may. be probably welcome ; when 
to a Perſonof higher Rank and Order, it looks like an Obligation for 
Praiſes, whichbe 
willing to part with ready Money for. 

As to the Vindication of this Comedy, between Friends and Ac- 
quaintance, 1 believe it is poſſible, that as much may be ſaid in it's 
behalf, as heretofore has been for.a great many others. But of all the 
po qualities about me, I have not that of being fond of my-own Tſe ; 
nay, I muſt confeſs my ſelf a very unnatural Parent, for when it is 
once brought into the World, E'en let the Brat ſhift for it ſelf, I ſay. 

The ObjeAions made againſt the merit of this poor Play, I muſt con- 
feſs, are very grievous. | 


Firſt, ſays a Lady that ſhall be nameleſs, becauſe the world may think . 


civilly of her; Fogh | oh Sherfeu, ':is fo filthy, ſo bawdy,no modeſt Woman 
ought to be ſeen at it:Let me dye, it has made me fick : When the World 
lies, Mr.Bentley, if that v{2ry Lady has not eafily digeſted a much ran- 
ker morſel in a little Ale: houſe towards Paddington, and never made a 
Face at it : But your true Jilt is a Creature that can extrat Baidy 
out of the chaſteſt ſenſe,as eafily as a Spider can Poiſon out of a Reſe;The 
know true Bawdy, let it be never ſo much conceal'd, as perfeftly 
a Fall did the true Prince by inſtint, They will ſeparate the true 


Metal from the Allay let us temper it as well as we can; fome Women . 
are the Touch-ſtones of filthineſs. Though I have heard a Lady ( that - 
has more modeſty than any of thoſe ſhe Criticks, and I am ſure more + 


wit ) 4 


e knows he does notdeſerve, and therefore is very un- 


- Ine on OO OO. ——— 
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Mr. Bentley, 4 + | 
Huve often (during this Plays Toi the Preſs) . been impor- 
J twld force es which you, 1 ſuppoſe, ove leak /ame- 
thing in V indication of the Comedy + Now to pleaſe you, My. Bent- 
ley, Twill as briefly as T can ſpeak my mind upon that occaſion, which 
you may be pleas'd to accept of, both as a Dedication to your ſelf, and 
next as a Preface to the: Bodk.\.1\. | 1; 1 - 

And Tam not a little proud, that it has happened into my thoughts 
to be the iſt who in theſe latter years has made an Epiſtle Dedica- 
tory to his == * It Tho lement as wma as it is Juſt. 
For, Mr. Bentley, you paFbo, Copy ; © and an Epiſtle to 
you is a ſort of an of ant 1 and may, be pribably wks wh 
ta Perſon Net” Rank hd Order, - it looks like an Obligation for 
Praiſes, - whichhe knaws. be dots nottfleſerve, audtherefore is very un- 
willing to part with ready Money for. 

As to the Vindication of this Comedy, between Friends anil 4c- 
quaintance, 1 believe it is poſſible, that as much may be ſaid in it;s 
—_— as heretofore has been for.a great-many gathers. 'Bat "of a the 
Apiſh qualities about;me, I have not that of being fond of my-0wn 1ſue ; 
nay, 1 muſt confeſs my ſelf a. very wmataral Parent; for when it is 
once brought into the World, Een let the Brat ſhift for it ſelf, I ſay: 

The Objeftions made againſt the merit of this poor Play, I muſt con- 
feſs, are very grievous. -. . . | 4 

Firſt, ſays a Liay that ſhall be nameleſs, becauſe the world may think . 
civilly of her; Fogh | oh Sherfveu, tis filthy fe bavdy,vo modeſt Woman 
ought to be ſeen at it: Let me dye, it e me fick : hen the World 
lies, Mr Bentley, if that v2ry Lady has not eafily digeſted a much ran- - 
ker morſel in alittle Ale: houſe towards ington, av never made a 
Face at it : But your true Fis a._Creature that can extrait Batody 
out of the chaſteſt ſenſe as eaftlyas a Spider can Poiſon out of a Raje;? 
know true Bawdy, let it be never ſo much conceal'd, as perfefily - 
the true\ Prince by inſtin, They willſeparate the true 
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in a te tothe pine ge of a 2” ber ; 


ery a r:t 

honeſtly, ſhe has had beſides ber Wit a liberal wor lar. 3." aud 

we may credit the. World bas nat buried her Ti oo Fs Wikveſ 
' This is, My. RY is inb 


Tthrow it into Tour Arm I EBags our 
| Cuſtomers ; Sell ten Mo ofthe of them ' LA, _ will = 
pleat the wiſhes of 
| Your Friend and .Servant, 


THO: OTWAY. 


Dram atis: Perſons. 


Pt: Beaugard My. Bctterton. 


I Mr: Smith. © 
Sir Davy Dunce Mr. Nokes. - 
| Sir Folly ob Mr.-Lagh. 
Fourbin, A ant to 
ending > Mr. Jcvon., 
I An. Mr. Richards 
\_ Vermin A Servant to Sir Y 
F. Davy 5 A Boy. 
Lady Dunce . Mrs Barry. . $40 
Sylvia ' Mes. Price, 
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Souldiers Foztune. 


ACT-:L SCENE-TI 


Enter Beaugard, Courtine, azd Fourbin. 


Pox ©? Fortune! Thou art always teizing me about: Fortune : 
* Thou riſeſt in a Morning with ill- lack in thy Mouth; Nay, 
never eateſt a Dinner, but thou ſigheſt two hours after. it, 
with thinking where to get the next. - Fortune be damn'd, 
fince_ the Worlds ſo wide. 


Cour. At youl ought to rail ; *twas your fault' we left our $3 We k 
ments abroad to come home, and Lager 2 


on one fide, with a ſaftdy weather beaten P 
to compleat the Fi 


INThe inn—— 


- Sriarling 

Cour. My jon's the 
of the Poſt : your? with 
in Rags, and yet not A uſe, be defi- - 
forſwear themſelves for a Dinner, and” hang their Fat- that had £o 


Crown. | | 
Heax. 1 am. aſham'd to hear a Souldier talk of ſtaryn were, - - 
q do ? I can't ſteal |——» ed $yo! 


ri 


| - 


Your Friend and Servant, 
THO. OTWAY. 


Dramartis:Perfonw. 


$5 Pt. Beaugard My. Bctterton. 


ourtine My. Smith. - 
Sir Davy Dunce Mr. Nokes. 


Sir Jolly Jumble Mr. Leigh. 
Four bin, A Servant ro > MJ. Jevon. | 


| Beaugard | 
may = 09m "ma ; Ms. Richards, 
Vermin A ant to Sir y 

Day ” A Boy. 
Lady Dance | Megs Barry, |; 
Sylvia Mrs. Price, | -/ 


Maid, | | 24 
BIN -... A Conſtable, and Warch. 
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THE 


Souldi ers F oztune. 


ACT-L SCENE I 


Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Fourbin. 


Pox 0? Fortune! Thou art always teizing me about: Fortune : 
Thou riſeſt in a Morning with ill lack in thy Mouth; Nays 
never eateſt a Dinner, but thou ſigheſt. two hours after _it 
with thinking where to get the next. - Fortune be damn'd, 
fince the Woxlds fo wide. 

Cour.” As wide as it is, *tis ſo throng?d and crammd with Knaves and 
Fools,” that an honeſt man can; hardly get a'living in it. . 

Beas, - Do, rail, Courtine, , it may get thee employment. 


Cour. At youl ought to rail; *cwas your fault we left our Employ--... 
ments abroad to come home, "_ be Loyal, and now we as Loyally | 
for it. 


Beau Did not thy Anceſtors do it before” thee, man? Itell thee, 
alty and ſtarving are all one : The old Cavaliers got ſach a trick of i iti 
the Kings Exile; that their Py could never thrive ſince. - 

Cour. Tis a fine e I am like to be reduc'd to, I 
&re long as greaſy as an A/atia Bully; this a Hat, x 
on one fide, with a — weather beaten Perruque, 
=toens ov the Figure, along ſcandalons Iron Sword jarring ag} 

CA—— 

_ oro thou meaneſt like it?s Maſter. 

RE Pho Rghe of the molt 
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Rand Te Prlolapter l 
por ng then ſelves for a Dinner, and” hang their t 


"+ 1 am-aſham'd to hear a Souldier talk of 
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'2 The Souldiers Fortune. 
an down the Jong for Ig og” I would 040-4 more. keep OG 
head company, a evduce bis Nenlhoms con -ſenſe in hopes 
then T =="o be a drudge ts an old Woman, with Rheomatick Eyce 
hollow Teeth, and ſtinking-breath, - for « penſion : Ofall Rogues I would 
not be a Foolmonger. | 
Beax, How well this niceneſs becomes thee ! I'd fain fee thee een turn 
Parſon in a pet, 0? purpoſe terail at all thoſe vices which I know. thou na- 
turally art fond of : why ſurcly an Old Ladies penG6on need not be fo 
_deſpicable-in the Eyes of a disbanded Officer, as times go, friend. 
Cour, I am glad, Beawgard, you think fo. 
Bean, why thou ſhalt think ſo too man ; be rul'd by me, and I'll bring 
thee into good company, Families, Conrtine, Families, and ſuch, Families, 
where formality's a ſcandal, and pleafure is the buPnefs, where the Wo- 
men are all Wanton, and the Men are all Witty, you Rogue. 
Corr, What ſome of your Worſhips Wag acquaintance- that you 
made laſt time you came over for recruits, and Spirited away your Land- 
ladies Daughter, a Volunteering with you into Frazce. 
Bean. Pli bring thee, Courtine, where Cuckoldom's in credit, and lewd- 
neſs lewdable, where thou ſhalt wallow in pleaſures and preferments, revel 
all day, andevery night lye in the Arms of melting beauty, ſweet as Ro- 
fes, and as Springs refreſhing. Tx 
+ Coxr, Prithee don't talk thus ;- I had rather thou wouldſt tell me where 
new Levies are to be raigd, a Pox of Whores when a man has not Money 
to make *em Comfortable. 
Beau. T hat ſhall ſhower upon us in abundance, aud for inſtance, know to 
w) everlaſting amazement, all this dropt out of the Clouds to day. 
- Cour.” Hah! Gold by this light ! 
"2b, Qut of the Clouds / | | | 
#, Ay, Gold! does it not fincllof the ſweet hand that ſent it, ſmel} 
-- «ll you dog — ; ETo Fourbin. 

A F ooh fo to the handful of gold, and gathers 


ame preves in his. 
"ruly, Sir, of Heavenly fweetne(s :, and&ery refreſhing. 
- ar, Beaugard, if thou, haſt any good Nature thee; if thou 
"ave me hang my ſelf before my time, tell me where the De- 
helpt thee to t his, that I may go make a bargain with him 
 X, ſpeak, vr 1 am-a loſt Man. . ts ir gs 
"00 muſt know this Devil, which | Si (4x 
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pu a v,- eb /: <a * 
Ss The" Soutdiers Fortune. SH 
| betwxt the Sexes + IRA RI ou el rw. 
one en own to Yother re My Lords utt Eg to 
civil to wy Ladies lictle Bitch. ee | 
. Cour. A very worthy Member of the Common-Wealth! - | 
Beau. This noble Perſon one day but Fourbiz can give. you a 
more particular-acconnt of the matter ; ſweet Sir, if you pleaſe tell us 
the ſtory of 'the firſt encounter betwixt you and Sir Jolly Zumble, you 
muſt know that's his Title ? | | 
Fourb.* Sir, it ſhalf be done———alking one day upon the Piazza a- 
bout threeof the Clock ich? After-Noon, to get me a Stomach to my 
dinner, I chanC'd to enconnter a Perſon of —_ preſence, and worthy 
appearance, his Beard and Hair white, grave and. comely, his coun- 
tenance ruddy, plump, ſmooth and cheartul ; who perceiving me alſo 
equipt as I am with a Meen and Air which might well inform him, 
| was a Perſon inconſiderable quality, came very reſpeQfully 
up to wez and the uſual ceremonies between Perſons of parts and 
breeding had paſt,very humbly enquired of me what is it a Clock-—1 pre- 
fently under by the queſtion, that he was a_man of parts and. buſi- 
neſs, told him, I did profane it was-at caoſt but nicely turn'd of three.” 
Bean, Very Coutt-like, civil, quaiat, and new, I think. // x 
Fokrb. The freedom of commerce increaſing, after ſome littje incan- 
ſiderable queſtions pour poſſer le temps, and: ſo he. was pleaſed to. offer me 
the courtehie of a glaſs of Wine - 1 told-him Lvery ſeldom drank, but if 


| Erb, and what reply'd the Kight then 7 
othing, he had nothing to fay ; his ſenſe was trapſported 
of inyPartsz ſo we ſat down, and after ſome par bo: 
ut title. he was to diſtinguiſh the perſon- that had fo 


w 


4 '* The Souldiers. Fortune: 
and Intimacy with a gallant Officer of the Zngiſ Troops in that ſer- 
yice, one Captain Feaygard, *_* TSS 

Bean, Oh, Sir, you did me too much honour, what. a-true- bred 
Rogue's this !_— , "1 | 

Cour, Well, but the Money, Fourbin,. the Money. | 

Four. Beaugard, hum Beaugard, ſays he !—ay it muſt be ſo, —a black 
man, is he not ?—ay, ſays I, blackiſh—a dark brown——-full Fat —. 
yes—a fly ſubtle obſerving eye?—the ſame——a ſtrong built well 
made man ?—right—a devilliſh fellow for a Wench, a devilliſh fel- 
tow for a wench, I warrant-him; a thundring Rogue upon occaſion, Beay- 
gard! a thundring fellow for a Wench, muſt be acquainted with him. 

Coxr. But to the money, the money man, that's the thing L would be. 
acquainted withal. © , 

Beau, This civil Gentleman of- the Chevaliers acquaintance comes 
yeſterday morning to my Lodging, and ſeeing my Picture in Minature 
upon the Toylet, told me with the greateſt exraſie World, that 
was the' thing he came to me about: he- told me there was a Lady of 
his acquaintance had ſome favourable thoughts of me, and I gad, ſays he, 
ſhe's a hammer, ſach- a bona Roba ah-h-h. _ "So without more ado begs 
me tolend it him till dinner (for we concluded to eat together) ſo away 
he ſcurtled with as great joy as if he had found the Philoſophers ſtone. 

, Cour. Very well. 

Bean. At Lockets we met again : where after athouſand grimaces, to 
ſhew how much he was pleas'd, inſtead of my Picture, preſents me with 
the contents aforeſaid; and told me the Lady deſired me to accept of 
*em for the Picture, which ſhe was mnch tranſported withall, as well as 
with the Original. : | 

Cour, Hah - | 

Beau. Now, whereabouts this taking  qualicy lies in,me, the. Devil 
take me-Ned if I know : But the Fates Ned, the Fates! 

Cour, A Curſe on the Fates ! Of all Strumpets Forturie's the baſeſt, 
*twas Fortune made me a Souldier, a Roguein Red, the. grievance ,of 
the Nation,. Fortune made the peace juſt when we were-upon the brink. 
of a War; then . Fortune disbanded us, and loſt us rwo Months pay: - 
Fortune gave us Debentures inſtead -of teady Money, and by.very good 
Fortune-I fold mine, and loſt heartily by it, in hopes the grinding ill-. 
natur'd dog that bought it will never get a ſhilling fort——— . 

Beau, Leave off thy railing for ſhame, it tooks like a Cur. that bt 
for want of bones ; come times-may mend;/and an honeſt Sonldier; bi 
faſhion again : | wh fa RS 

Cour, Theſe greaſie, fat, ems, bo. Rogues that liveWrhe 
and brood over their bags, when a fit of fear*s upon *%em, then Fane 
us paſs but by, all. the Family is-ready at the door to cry; Heaver 
bleſs you, Sir, the Laird go along with you. a 

Beau. Ah good men, what pity *tis ſych proper Gentlemen ſhould ever.) | 
be out of Employment. gs. ©. Matay” - x0 
Coxr, But when-uhe bus'nefs' is over, then every Parifli Bayii 
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goerbat hs Conrentiahadtle a Week, a, nt aſe Ak ſeot Cale 
to the Pariſh, ſhall roar out Sag ye Lowſy Red-coat rake-hells / hout 
ye Caterpillers, ye Locuſts of the Nation ; you are the Dogs that would. 
enſlave us all, plunder our Shops, and raviſh our Daughters, ye Scoun- 
drels. : 
Beax. I muſt confeſs raviſhing ought. tobe regulated, it would de- 
ſtroy'. commerce, and many .a good Sober Matron about this "Town 
might loſe the ſelling of her Daughters Maiden-head, which were a 
great griegance to the people, and a particular Branch of Property loſt, 


fff 


Foxr. Your Worſhips pleaſure. 

Beau, Run like,a Rogue as you ___ tryto fol Sir Jolly, and 
deſire him to meet me at the blew Poſts in 'the Hay-market about 12, 
we'll Dine together ; I mult i inquire farther into yeſterdays adyentnre ; - 
in the mean "Ned, here's half the prize to be doing withal, old 
friends-muſt | Correſpondence; we have ſhar*d good Fortune 
together, ſhall never part us. 

Cour, Well, thou wilt certainly die in a Ditch for this, haſt thou 
no more grace then, to be a trye Friend, nay topart with thy money 
to thy Friend; I'grant you, a Gentleman may wear and lyefor his friend, 
pimp for his: Friend, hang for his Friend, and' ſo forth; but to part 
with » —— the devil. 

Stand aſide, either I am miſtaken, or yonder's: Sir Jolly com- 
AY — Courtine, will I ſhew thee the' Flower of Knighthood ; Ah, Sir - 


Enter Sir Jdlly. 

Sir Jot. My Hero my Darling! my Ganimede!; how doſt thou ? 
Strong ! wanton ! luſty * rampant! hah, ab, ah! 'She's thine Boy; odd 
ſhe's thine, plump, ſoft, ſmooth, wanton |. hah) ah, ab! Ah Rogue, ah 
Rogue!  here?s ſhoulders, here's ſhape.! theres a Foot and 'Leg, here's 
a Leg, here's. a on A-2-4-2. 

[Squeaky like & Cat, exdickie Beaugard': Leg . 

Cour. W hat an old Goats this! 

Sir Fob, - Child, -Child, \|Child; who's that 2 A Friend of thine! 'a 
frieg et thine? A pretty: fellow, odd d'very pretty fellow, and aſtrong - 

dog Ill warrant bins how doſt do dear heart : hee let me kiſs_thee, 

| and/vaw 1 will kiſs chees” ho," hay. w_ be, he, a Toad, a 
Toad, oh Tomangd——': | 
a Sir Lam your humble Servant. 
v, But the Lady, ag +, the Lady, how does the Lady, what - 


Wo har! ns Lady1.why the fajt-ihe fops-modd ther hes- 
« deges Lip, a Lip, ſo red, ſo. bard; {> plomp/ſ6/ blub; | 

SE ISIS: 
"lifes, Pil ys _ ord : 


| bra ih hwy Bout; do _ boom, fo 


o you. 


. - G 


ou, Sir, and would you put off your mumbled orts, your offal upon me--. 
F pA Fol. Huſh, huſh, Faſh ?; have a, Care, ie and bench, not 
I, alack and well a day, 1 am.a poor old fellow, decay'd and done © MPs 
gone with me, Gentlemen, but my+good [Nature ; odd 7 love to know 
how matters go, though, now and then, to ſee a pretty Wench and a 
' young Fellow Towze and Rowzeand Frouze and Mowze ; odd 7 love 
a young fellow dearly, faith dearty—— w 

Cour, This is the moſt extraordinary Rogue, ever met withall. : + 

Beau. But Sir Folly, in the firſt place, you muſt know,' 1 have ſworn 
never to marry. 

Sir Jol. I would. not have thee man, / am a Batchelour my ſelf, and 
been 'a Whore-Maſter all my life, beſidesſhe*s married glready man, her 
Husband%s an old greaſie, untoward, ill-natur*d, flovenly, Tobacco- 
taking Cuckold ; but plaguy Jealous. 

Bean. Already a Cuckold, Sir Folly. | l = 

Sir Jol. No, that ſhall be; my Boy; | thou ſhalt him one, ' and 
Pl pimp for thee dear heart, and ſhaw't 7 hold the” ſhan*r / peep 
hah, ſhart 7, you devil, you little dog ſhan't /?——— 

Beau. W hat is it, I'd -not grant to oblige my Patron ? | 

Sir Fol.. And then doſt hear, 7 have a lodging for thee in my own 
houſe ; - doſt 'hear old Soul, in; my.own{houſe; She lives the- very next 
door man, there's but a Wall to part her -Chamber' and thine, and 
then for a —_ odds fiſh / have a peep-hole for thee ; ' *5bud Vll 
ſhew thee, 'P11 thee— }. "ts l 

Beax. But when, Sir Jolly, Tam in haſte, impatient. | 

Sir Fol. Why this very night 'man 5 poor Rogue's in haſte, poor 
Rogue; but hear, you——— 258 

Cour, The matter? | | 

Sir Fol. $han*t 'we dine together ? 

Bean, With all my heart. 

Sir Fol. The Maw begins to empty, get -you- before, and beſpeak 
Dinner at the Blew Poſts ; while 1 ſtay hehind and gather up a diſh - 
Com: Be rain b lewd, drunken, ſtripping WhoresSlr | 

Cour, Be ſure that 7 ess N 
that won't be affeftedly ſqueamiſh and troubleſome. _ rrdaee 


Sir Fol. I warrant you. | 69, = 
Cour. 1 love a well dikiplin'd hire, thas ſhews all the tricks of fier 
profeſſion with a wink, like an old ier that underſtands all his Ex- 
cs EI « x _=_ a 236; 
. Str. A 1 I ſayelt . 1 , better acquainted 
with that fellow ; he has a Noſe; a hard brawny Carle. 
true and truſty, and mettle Pll warrant him. x 


- 


Sir Fol. 'Fail ye! am 7 a Knight? thark ye- Boys: Pli muſter this ' 
evening, ſuch a Regiment of Rampant; ing, Royſteron® Whores,” 
that ſhall make more noiſe than if- ati-the Cats in the Hay-M 
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were in copjunttion : Whores'yc Rogues, "that ſhall ſwear with" Joh, -.. 


The 4 RT 9s Henk = 
drink with talk Bavedy' with you, fight Rage 
ad hr ym, rea 
hah ! 

Cour. As merry as Wine, aginnsc;+441-rodvyg 
Sir Fol, Odd that's well faid again, very well ſaid, as merry as 
Wine, Women and Wickednefs can make us: [ fove a feltow that is 


very wicked dearly z methinks there's 4 ſpirit in him, there's a ſort of 


tantara, rara, 'tantara,. ah, ah-h-h, well, and wort ye, when the 
ED ore hat T hot ha little rt 


amongſt you 
well get ye gone 3 ah dz, Pll be with you, da, 
d F Gn, Hangar «1d Courtine. 


— 
Eng Sa Whores, and three Bulbs, 


1 Bl. In [e of Satan what Whores are thoſe in their Copper 
trim, yonder 
: Who, bs ear, Madam, *tis the fineſt Evening: 1 love the 
Mall, mi ue 


2 Bul, Let ra he alkr 
2 Who. Re: and & do hea abividans Got comers, 


"= Fo'dy om ſuch Civility $ from every a 


Dine Wha, MY hoe files 

2 Wor Ay, they Tote extreanly to Hen my {elf here, when 
1 am very fine, t6 vex thoſe poor Devils yes Vertnes, and 
are very Cre, IU foear © Cieine, who?s yonder ! 


Sir Jolly Tumble, 1 yow. 
1 Bul.Fogh! Let's leave the naſty Sowes to-Fools, and Diſeaſes. * 
1 Whor, Oh Papa, Pape { where have you TOI, 
Xray Joo pa dog ira indeed, ts ES of your 
Children: We m you, you natighty 
Ty hc ayes 


2! odd. TT 
» except you 


ine a treat this 


_ by you gone, yorn 
SA. the Lord Be augur 


JI=R the Land toon = 
: Ns X ay —— 


The: Souldjers on 
' 1 Whor, Oh dear but which is be, Jars | | 
2 Wher, Shan't 1 bein Love with F 
Sir Fol, What no body tickle me ! no Bro. 2p not yet; tickle me a 
little Mally—tickle me a little Jenny—do, He he he he ——— 

tic 

No more, oh dear, oh dear ! poor Rogues, ſo and no more, nay, if you 
do, if you do, odd Ill PIl Il 

3 Who. What will you do trow. 

Sir Fol. Come along with me, come along with " neak ie 
me at adiſtance, that no body take notice, Sminging fe fellows Mally — 
Swinging fellows Jerry, a Devilliſh deal of Monie, gaz you afore me then 
you little dippappers, ye Walps, ye wagtails, get you gon, I ſay ſwing- 


ing fellows 
| [Excunt Sir Jolly, with the Whores. 
Enter Lady Duice #nd Sylvia gf "= F 


Lady D. Dye a Maid Sylvia: fie for ſhame! what Is ſcandalous re- 
ſolution's that; five thouſand Pounds to your Portion, .and leave it all 
to Hoſpitals, for the-innocent recreation hereafrer of leading Apes in 
Hell, he for ſhame! 

Sylvia. Indeed ſuch another charming Animal as your Conſort, Sir 
David might do much with me; ?tis an unſpeakable bleſſing 'to lye all 
night by a Horſe-load of diſeaſes; a beaſtly, unſayoury, old, groaning 
grunting, wheazing Wretch, that ſinells of the Grave he's go. no 
ready, from ſuch'a curſe, and Hair-Cloath next my skin, good Heaven 
deliver me.! _ - 

Lady D. Thou miſtakeſt the uſe of a Husband, Sylvia : They are 
not meant for Bedfellows; heretofore indeed *rwas a fulſome faſhion, 

to ly & nights with a Husband, but the world's impgov'd, and Cuſtoms 
altered. 


Sylv. Pray inſtruft then what the uſe of 'a Hnsband is. '” : 8 
Lad. D. Inſtead of a' Gentleman-Uſher for Ceremonies ſake to. be 


in waiting on ſet days, and particular occaſions ; but the Friend Cozen 
is the Jewel unvaluable. 


Sylv. But, Sir David, Madam, will be difficult to be fo Govern'd; 
Tem OE if his Nature is got too jealous to be blinded. 

Lady D. So much the better, of all, the jealous Fool is- caſſeſt to 
be deceiy'd : or obſerve, where there's' jealouſie there's always fond- 
neſs; which if a Woman, as ſhe ought t6 do, will make” the right oſe 
of, the Husband's fears ſhall not erate in 0n ne des i Spa 
ſhall blind him on the other. 


Syto, ls your Piece of. mortality ſuch a doting Doddle, 3, bud. 


fond of you?” 
D. No, i 8 non tht [ 
that_in time I may, and therefore lopolts 


— 


of in? and if he be jealous, *cis 


my be Souldrers Fortune: S 
theogh be bas gther diyertiſements that takehim off from my injoyment 
- which make him ſo loathſome no Woman-but muſt hate "= at's © ih 

Sitv. His private divertiſements I am a ſtranger to. Av. 

D. Then for- his Perſon *tis incomparably odious, he has ſuch a 

breath, oae kiſs of him were enough to cure the fits of the Mother, ?tis 
worſe then Aſſa-ferida. | 

Sitv. Oh hideous ! war af 

Lady D. Every thing that's naſty he affeAs, clean Linnen he ſays is 
unwhol z and to make him more charming, he's continually eating 
of Garlick and chewing Tobacco. Fbe | 

Silv. Fogh /- this is love / this is the bleſſing of Matrimony. 

Lady D. Rail not ſo unreaſonably againſt love, Silvia: As I have 
dealt freely, and acknowledged to thee the paſſion [ have for Beaugard; ſo 
methinks, Ss{vi« need not conceal her good thoughts of her Friend ; do 


not | know Courtiwe-ſticks in your ſtomach ? 
Sv, If he aſſure you he ſhall never get to my heart, but can 


you have the e tolove another man now you are married ? what 
do you think w e of you ? 

D. I tell thee, Silvia, I never was married to that Engine we 
have been talking of, my Parents indeed made me on Danthing to him 
after a Prieſt once, but my heart went not along with my tongue; I min- 
ded not what it was; for my thoughts, $14, for theſe ſeven years have 
been. much better implod——— caged! Ah curſe on the day that 
firſt ſent him into France ! | | 


_” 


Sikv. But how do you hopeever to get ſight of him, Sir Devid's watch- 
fulneſs is invincible. I dare ſwear he wou'd ſmell out a Rival if he were 
in the houſe only by natural inſtin&t, as ſome that- always ſweat when a 
Cat's in the Room, then again, Beavgerd*s a Souldier, and that's a thing 
the old Gentleman you know loves dearly. ; 

D.. There lics the greateſt comfort of my uneaſie life, he is one 
of thoſe Fools forſooth, that are led by the Noſe by jeremy gr 
way > 0 rg parts fond of bei tofa 
M Jl pes this twelve- to have heard of his being in 
, | 


ho 

for Treaſon. | | 

only your ſelf the Priſoner all this while. 

indeed I am fo but Fortune I hope will ſmile, 


-— a 


0 The Souldiers Fortune. | 
Lady D. The concluſion, Madam, may turn to your fatifattion, bat 
you have nothou of Conrrine? ; Ow 
Sylv. Not 1, Ii aſſure you, Cozen- . 
s. D. You don't think him well ſhap'd, ftreight and propertion- 
able? | 


Sylv. Conſidering he eats but once a Wee k, the man is well enough. 
Lady D. And then wears his Cloaths you know filthily, and like a hor- 
rid Sloven. | 
Sylv. Filthily enough of all Conſcience, with a thred-barevxRed-Coat, 
which his Taylor duns him for to this day,over which a great broad grea- 
fie Buff Belt, enough to turn any ones ſtomach but a disbanded Souldier ; 
a Perruque ty'd up in a knot, to excuſcits want of combing, and then be- 
cauſe he has been a Man at Arms, he muſt wear two Tuſfles of aBeard for. 
footh, to lodge a dunghill of ſnuff upon,to keep his Noſe in good humour. 
Lady D. Nay, now 1 am ſure that thou loveſt 
Sylv, So far from it, that l proteſt eternally 
Lady D. That time will beſt demonſtrate, in t 
buſineſs. 
Sylv. As how, Madam ? : 
Lad D. To night muſt I ſee Beaugard, they are this minute at Dinner 
in the Hay-market 3 now to make my evil Genius, that haunts me every 
where, my thing called a Husband, himſelf to aſſiſt his poor Wife at a 
dead lifr, I think would not be unpleaſant. | 
Sylv, But *rwill be impoſlible. : 
D. I am apt tobe perſwaded rather very eafie, you know our 
good and friendly Neighbour, Sir Jolly. : 
Sylv.'Out on him beaſt, he*s always talking filthily to a body, if he ſits 
but at the table with one, hel be making naſty figures in the-Napkins. 
Lady D. He and my ſweet yoke-fellow are the moſt intimate friends 
in the world, ſo that partly out, of neighbourly kindneſs, as-well as the 
great delight he takes to be medling in matters of this nature, with a 
great deal of pains and induſtry procured me Beaugards PiCture, and gi- 
ven him to underſtand how well a Friend of his in Petricoats, call'd my 
ſelf, wiſhes him. | ; 2 
Sylv. But what?s all this to the the Husband inftrurhental, for 
I muſt confeſs of all creatures a Husband*s the thing that's odious to me. 
Lady D. That muſt be done this night : Pl1 inftantly'to my chamber, 
take my.bed ig a pet, and ſend for Sir David. 
Sytv. Byt which way then muſt the Lover come ? 
Lady D. Nay, Vl betray Beangard to him, ſhew him the Pifture he 
ſent me, and beg of him as he tenders his own honour, and my qulg3;t0 
that 


whole Sex. 
while to. our 


take ſome courſe to ſecure me from the ſcandalous ſolicitations 
innocent FO 1AM | hs wth be 
" Sylv. And ſo make him the property, the go-between;y to,briyg ivs the 
affair ro an ii the more.decently, 4 « 
Lady D. Right, Sylvia, *tis the beſt office a Husband can do.a'Wife ; 


1 mean an old husband ; bleſs us,to be yok'd inWed: ock irh'a | erglicic 


- 
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' The Souldiers Fortune. It 


deerepid -Dotrell;to be a dry Nurſe all ones life d 
_ eto heb epi to heby cher Death a while * im- 
—_—— -has no life,but through it's pains; Pidgeon? $ 
thatCs laidto a fick mans feet, when the world has given him 0- 


my part this ſhall henceforth be my Prayer, 
Curſ# be the memory, 4 double in 
rſt ; 


no wedded Intere 

'M worn with years, with fruitleſs wiſhes full, 
"Tis all day ab je and FH night ik f 
Who wed with Fools —_— lead happy lives, 

Fools are the futeſt "ox thr s for Wives ; 

Yet old men Profit bring, ools bring eaſe, 

And both dats Tomh Ar Wit much better pleaſe. 


_— 


A C T: II. 


Emer Sir Jolly, Beaugard, Courtine, «nd 
Fourbin. | 


1 R 5olly is the ory of the Age. 
dog? S Nay non Cn ny 2 far 


Beas.. He's the delight of the ed pos an otro ag of the old. 

Sir Fol. 1 ſwear e me 

Cour, Hedeſerves a Statue in Gold, — e of the "conn 

oo __ *r, fye for ſhame: Tprowt leave your company 
if you 'but faith they were Whores, daintily Strumpets, 
ha! bed, thed——3—-have ftript for other Bottle. 

Beau, Praly;-Sir in Jy; you on you are-a man of very ary diſci- 


pline, 1 never ſaw undef better command i 

Si Fol.' Piſh, that's nothing man, ap, frip apt nd for forty bet- 
ter when i de ere nega p,leap, trip, and d phate 
in the world 04 

Cour, -—þ Re we where and when ? hp lt 

_ Sir fol1Odd as ftaod bery, her Father ight: 

Bean, Indeed Sir" Knight fay you 

Sir Jul. 7 ny a fele den e decay, ru aſſire you the's'a very good 


Gen be $7" 
» Cole ii h Teh good Gehtlewoinan bred too. eg 
IS, _ - 


_ - ny boſs forward, when tha] fave 
IV x quarry amtof pat ? 


12 The Sauldiers Fortune. 
Sir Fol, Alas a day, not ſo haſty, ſoft:and fair I+beſeech-you, ;;ah 
littte Sofffof thunder, if thou hadſt her in thy arms Ate ir _ 
of ſheets, and 1 under: the Bed to fee :fair play, Boy, gemini!--what 
wou'd. become -of me? What wou'd become . me'? there wou'd be 

doings, oh Lawd, I under the Bed ! | 

Bean. Or behind the hangings, Sir Folly, wonld not that.do ag welt ? 

Sir Fol. Ah no, under the Bed againſt the world, and then it would 
be very dark, hah? 

Beau, Dark to chuſe- MEN. 

Sir Fol. No, but alittle light would do well,a ſmall Glimmering Lamp, 
juſt enough for me to ſteal a peep by ; oh lamentable ! ohlamentable, 1 
won't ſpeak a word more, there would be a trick ! oh. rare / you friend, 
oh rare ! odds ſo, not a word more, odds fo, yonder.comes the Mon- 
ſter that-muſt be the Cuckold Elect, ſtep, ſtep aſide, and. obſerve him, 
if I ſhou'd be ſeen in your company, *twou'd fpoil alk 

Beau, For my part Ill ſtand the meeting of hjm4 ane way to pro- 
mote a good underſtandingwith a Wife, is firſt rogemacquainted with 
her Husband. 


Enter Sis David. . 


Sir Da. Well of all bleſſings, a diſcreet Wife is the greateſt that can 
light upon a man of years: had | been married to any thing but an An- 
gel now, what a Beaſt had I been by this time, well, I am the happieſt 
old Fool! *tis an horrid Age that we live in, ſo that an honeſt man can 
keep nothing to himſelf; if you have a good eſtate, every covetous 
Rogue is longing fort (truly I love a; good- eſtate'dearly my felf 3).-if 
you have a handſome Wife, every ſmooth fac'd Coxcomb wilkbe combing, 
and cocking at her, fleſh flies are not ſo troubleſome to the, ſhambles, as 
thoſe ſort of InſeCts are to the Boxes 1n the Play-houſe : But vertue is a 
great bleſſing, an unvaluable treaſure, to tell me her ſelf that! a Villain 
had tempted her, and give me the very Picture, the- inchantmentithat 
he ſent to bewitch her, it ſrikes medumb with admiration;; heres the 

illain in Eſfigic. { Pulls out the Preture] Odd a veryhandfome'fellow, 
2 dangerous Rogue Þ1I warrant him, ſuch fellows as theſe naty ſhould be 
fetter'd like unruly Colts, that they might not leap into other mens pa- 
ſtures ; here's a Noſe now, [.cou'd find in my heart to. cut it off, damn'd 

to dare to preſume to make a Cucko!d of a Knight, bleſs us" what 
will this world come to! well poor Sir Daw4zdown,down gn thy knees, 
and thank thy ſtars for this deliverance. 2 ShalairardClnaws3 

Beay, *Sdeath-whar”s that I ſeg? Sure *tis the very Picturewhich ſent 
by Sir Jolly, if ſo, by this light, I am-damnably Jilred; - | F 

Sir Da. But now if — r 

Beau, Surely he does not ſeeus yet. + 377 

Four, See you,Sir,why he has but one eye,and;we arg 
I'll. dumb found him. 9. ;  [frikg himas 

Sir Da. Who the Devil's this ? $iry Sir, Sir, who.arg;yous 58 
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The Souldiers | Fortunes . 13 
Bean; Ay, | ay tisthe ſame, now apox of all amorous adyentures, 
»death 11 go beat the impertinent.piwp that drew me into this fooling. 
Sir Da. Sir, methinks you are yery curious. - + - 
Rean. Sir, perhaps | have an OLPor gary reaſon to be ſo. 
Sir Da, 'And perhaps, Sir, I care not for you, nor your Reaſons 


neither. 4 
Beas. Sir, - if you are at leiſure, I would beg the Honour to ſpeak 


with you. h 

Sir Da. With me, Sir ? What's your buſineſs with me? 

Bean, 1 won'd not willingly be troubleſome; though it may be 1 am 
ſo at this time.. 

Sir Da. _It may be ſo too, Sir. | 

Beau, But to be known ta ſo worthy a Perſonas you are, would be ſo 
great an honour, ſo extraordinary a happineſs, that 1 could not ayoid 
taking this oppgrtunity of tend*ring you my Service. 

Sir Da. $ Rogue, who the Devil is this fellow ? (Aſide. ) But 
Sir you were to nominate bulineſs Sir, 1 deſire with what ſpeed 
you can to know your buſineſs, Sir, that I may ry my buſineſs. 

Beau, Sir, if | might with good manners, I ſhould be glad to infotm 
wy ſelf, whoſe Picture that 1s, which you baye in your band, methinks 
it is very fine Painting. 

Sir Da. e, Friend, Picture / Sir, *tis the reſemblance of a very 
My cy fellow, they call him Captain Beaugerd forſooth, but he is 
ina ſhort a rakehell, a poor lowzy mw disbanded Devil; do yon 
know him friend ?- 

;Beav, 1 think I have heard of ſuch a vagabond, the truth on't is he is. . 
a very impudent fellow. 

Sir Da. Ay, a damn*d Rogue. . * 

- Bea.” Oha notorious Scoundrel -. 

Sir Da. ;1.expedt to heat-he's hangd by next Seffions.. 

Beas.- The truth ont is; he has deſery'd itlong ago; but did you ever 
- ke himSir David ?. 
. Sir Da: Sir —— does he know me ? cre. [ Aſide. 

Bean Becauſe | fancy that Mignature is very like him, pray Sir, whence 
had jit you fr—u——. 1 1 eJ! 40 


- , * _[Ormpares the Piffure with Beaugard's Face. 
Sir Da. Had it, Friend ? had it ! whence had it 1/ bleſs us! 
what havell done now,this the: very Fraytor hiaſelf, if .he ſhonld be de- 
ſperate now, and put his. Sword in my guts! ——-ſflicting my Noſe will 
be as bad as that, 1 have but ong eye left neither; and may. be—- oh but 
thisis the Kings Court, odd that's welremember?d,; he dares aot, but be - 
civil herez Ill try toout-buff him, whence had it you ?-- /: ' 
by Bea. Ay, Sir, whence had it you ? that's Eng6ſb in my; Countrie, . 
ir. "1 | 
© Sir Da; Go, Sir, you:are a Raſcal... | - if tilt (4. 
(1, Pexw;; How! 1/1 c 89.2966 ter Gt 47, 
Wag ane gn of ilot nf pee: bra leNdaiet groonBig De... 
Wat : ad 
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14 The Senldiers Fortere. | 

Sir Da, Sir, I ſay, you are a Raſcal, a very impudent Raſcal, nay 111 
prove you to be a Raſcal, if you go to that———— ] n | 

Beau, Sir, | ama Gentleman and- a Souldier. 

Sir Da. So much the worſe.Souldiers have been Cuckoldmakers from 
the beginning ; Sir I care not what you are ; for ought 1 know you 
may be a come Sir, did [ never ſee you ? anſwer me to that, did 
I never ſee you ? for ought 1 know you may be a Jeſuit ; there were 
more in the laſt armie beſides you. | 

Beau, Of your acquaintance, and be hang'd. 

Sir Da. Yes to niy knowledge, there were ſeveral at Hounſlow Heath 
diſguiſed in dirtie Petticoats, and cry*d Brandy, 1 knew a Serjeant of 
Foot that was familiar with one of them all night in a Ditch, and fancy*d 
him a woman, but the Devil is powerfal. 

Bean. In ſhort, you worthy Villain of Worſhip, that Pifture is wine, 
and I muſt have it, or I ſhall take anopportunity to kick your Worſhip 
moſt inhumanly. SOD. > 

Sir Da. Kick Sir. - US 

Beau. Ay, Sir, kick , *tis a Recreation I can ſhew you. 

Sir Da. Sir, 1 am a free-born SubjeCt of England, and thereare Laws, 
look you, there are Laws ; fo 1 ſay you are a Raſcal againyand now how 
will you help your ſelf ? poor Fool. ' | 

Bean. Heark you Friend , have not you a Wife 5 ® 

Sir Da. havea Lady, Sir, —oh, and ſhe's mightily taken with'this 
Picture of yours, ſhe was ſo mightily proud of it, ſhe could not forbear 
ſhewing it me, and telling too who it was ſent it her. 

Beau, And has ſhe been long a Jilt ? has ſhe praiſed the Trade fo 
any time ? ? 

Sir Da. Trade ! humph, what Trade? what Trade ? Friend. 

Beau, Why the Trade of Whore and no Whore, Catterwayling in 
jeſt, putting out Chriſtian Colours, when ſhe's a Turk under Deck : A 
curſe upon all honeſt women in the fleſh, that are Whores in the Spirit. 

Sir Da. Poor Devil, how he rails, ha, ha, ha, look you ſweet Soul, 
as I told you before, there are Laws, there are Laws,'but thoſe are things 
not worthy your conſideration :'Bcautie's your Buſineſs ; but dear vaga- 
bond, trouble thy ſelf no further about my Spouſe; 4ct-my Doxie reſt 
in peace, ſhe*'s meat for thy Maſter, old boy ; I have my belly full of 
her every Night. 

._ _ I'wiſtvall your Noble Family hang'd from the bottom 
: xs Moreover Captain Swaſh, I muſt tell you my Wife is an ho- 

neſt Woman; of 'a yertaous: diſpoſition, one that I have loved fron her 
Infancy. and ſhe deſervesit by her faithful _— in this affair, for that 
, ſhe has diſcover'd loyally to me the treacherous deſigns laid againſt her 
Chaſtity, and my Honour. EEG 

Beau, By this light the Beaſt weeps. . "ET. "Be 

Sir Da, Truly I cannot but weep for Joy; to think how:happyT am 
in a ſincere faithful and loving Yoke-fellow, ſhe charg*d me-too to tell 
you 


- 


into the bargain, that ſhe is fulcieritly crfedof the moſt ſecret 


Tiſhes of your heart. 

Bea, 1 am glad ont. 

Sir Da.” And that *tis her deſire, that you woold trouble your ſelf no 
more about the matter. 

Beau. With all my heart. 

Sir Da; But hence forward behave y_u ſelf with ſuch diſcretion as 
becames a Gentleman. 

' Beau. Oh to be fure moſt exactly ! 

Sir Da. And let her alone to make the beſt uſe of thoſe innocent Free- 
doms / allow her, without putting her reputation in hazzard. 

Beau. As how, I beſeech you—— 

Sir Da. B b6s bnoaghogat and unſeaſonable addrefs. 


Beau.” An ews you bring me by a particular commiſſion from 
your ſweet Lach, 

Sir Da. Yea! I do, and ho by hopes yor' be ſenſible, Dear heart, 
of her good meanity by it : theſe we reher very -- 0; I neither add nor 


diminiſh, for plain-dealing is my Miſtreſſes 
Beau, Then all the Curſes 1 ſhall think on this Meanlve-monh light on 
her, and as maſiy —_— on ge ke lowndeſ that, gives credit to the Sex. 
Sir Da. Well, rerttigl oad ; how melancholly 
the Munk $ now ? ro loſt her ? 

" Beau, Tobs fo fordid a Jilt;tb metofuch a Beaft as that,can 
ſhe have any [good thoughtsof ſacha Swine ? Dam her, had- ſhe abus'd 
me handſomly it had never vext me. 

Sir Da, Now Sir with your permiſſion Pl take my leave. 

a _- Sf If you were gone to the Devil, 1 ſhow'd think you very welt 
iſpas'd © 8 

bir Da If yon have any Letter, or other commendation to the Lady 
that was ſo charmd with your Reſemblance there, it ſhall be very faich- 
fully conveyed by 

Bean. Fool. | 

Sir Da. Your humble Servant, Sir,l*m gon, I ſhall diſtarb you no fur- 
ther, your moſt humble Servaat Sir. [ Exv. 

Beaux. Now Poverty, ea Pox and Prifon fall thick ypon the head 
of thee, Fourbsn, 

Farr, Sir ! 

Beau, Thou haſt been an extraordinary Rogue in thy time. 

Fourb, I hope:I have loſt nothing in your Honours Service, Sir. 

Beax. Find out ſome way to revenge me on this old Rafeal, and if [ 
do not make thee a Gentleman. 

Fourb, That, you havebeen pleas'd to da long ago, TIthank you; for 
| EI you have not left me one ſhilling in my Pocket theſe two 

onths 

FT ere nn Lg thee to a bve all. : 

your onour pleaſe &0. e his Throat cat 
Kew With all: my heart. 


Fowurb 
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16 The Souldiers Fortune.” | 
Fourb, Or would you have him decently hang'd as his own door, and 
then give out to the World he did it himſelf ? , 
Beau, That wow'd do very well. . | 
Fourb. Or I think [to proceed with more ſafety] a good ſtale Jakes 
were a very pretty Expedient, | 
Bean, Excellent, excellent Forrbin, | | 
Fourb. Leave matters to my diſcretion, and if I do not—— [ Exit, 
Beau. 1 know thou wilt, go, go about it, proſper and be famous : now 
ere I dare venture to meet Conrtin again, will I go by my felf, rail for 
an hour or two, and then be good company. [Exit, 


Enter Courtine and Silvia. 


Sily. Take my word Sir,  you-had better give this buſineſs over, I tell 
you there's nothing in the World turns my Stomach ſo muchas the man, 
that man that makes Love to me, 1 neyer ſaw one of your Sex in m 
= make love, but he lookt ſo like an Aſs all the wile, that 1 bluſh't 

or him. / Rp 

Court. I am afraid your Ladyſhip then is one oſ thoſe dangerous Crea- 
tures they call She-wits, who are always ſo mightily taken with admi- 
ring themſelves, that nothing elſe is worth their notice. Us \ 

Sikv. Oh! who can be ſodull not to be raviſht with that royſterous 
meen of yours ? that ruffling Ayr in your gate, that ſeems to cry whefe- 
e're you go, make room, here comes the Captain : that face, the which 
bids defiance to the Weather; bleſs us! _ if I were a poor rs Wife 
in the Country now, and you wanted Quarters, bow would it fright me? 
But as I am-yonng, not yery ugly, and one you never ſaw. before, how 
loviggly it looks upon me. , | NEVE 

Court. Who can forbear to ſigh, look pale-and languiſh, where Beau- 
ty and wit unite both their forces to enſſaye a heart ſo, traftable as 
mine is. Firſt, for that modiſh ſwim of your Body, the viRtorions tao- 
tion of your Arms and Head, the toſs of your Fan, the glancing of the 
Eyes, bleſs us! If I were a dainty fine dreſt Coxcomb, with a great 
Eſtate and a little or no wit, vanity in abundance,and good for nothing, 
how would they melt and ſoften me? but as I am a ſcandalous honeſt 
Raſcal, not Fool enoughto be your ſport, not rich enough to be your 
prey, how glotingly they look upon me ! 

Sito, Alas, alas ! ' what pity*tis your honeſty ſhould ever do you hurt, 
or your-wit ſpoil your preferment. Mt ag 

Court, Jult as much fair Lady, as that your Beauty ſhould *oiake you 
be envied at , or your yertue provoke ſcandal. 

Silv. The more look, the more Pm in love with you, 

Court, The more I look, the more I am out of Love with you. 

Silv. How my heart ſwells when I ſee you / 

Court, How my Stomach riſes when 1 am near you ! x. 

S:ly: Nay, then let's bargain. 
Court, With all my heart, what ? 


— 


a} 
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Fu Not to ral in love.» with each other, Lure yo Mona Gn 


Crt: But to hate one another conſtantly and cordially.* : 
Bh. Always 1 when you'aredtunk, I'defire you totalk LE iba's of 


 Caxtt, Ay, and when I am ſober too, in return whereof 'when' &re- 


- you ſee a Coquet of your acquaintance, . and | chance to be named, - be 
are you ſpit at the hithy remembrance and rail at me as if you loy'd 


"Sitv. In the next place, when' &re we meet in the Mall, | deſire you 
to hamph, put out your Tongue, make ugly mouths, langh aloud, and 
look back ar me: 

Court, Which -if I-chance to do, þe ſure at next exjuley to pick wp 
ſome tawdry qr deb Fop ot angfher 


Silv. That I made ai all at the Mui meeting, | | 
Cowt, Right, ok fc ſuch anothet Spark to ſaunter Th goon ſi eyith 
his Hat under his Arm. 


Silo, 7p beer the bitte things I can ſly to be revengel. 

Court. Whilſt the dull Rogue dare not ſo much as grin tooblige you, 
for fear of being beaten for it; 'when he is out of his waiting. 

Silv, Counterfeit yqur Letters from me. 

Court, And youto be eyen with me for the ſcandal, publiſh to all the 
World I offered to marry, you. 

Silv. Oh hideous marriage / 

Court. Horrid, horrid marriage ! 

Silv. Names name no more of it. | 

Court, At that ſad word let's part. | | 

Silv.-Let's wiſh all men decrepid, dull and —_ 

Court, And every Woman old and vgly. 

Silv. Adieu ! 

Court, Farewell ippgm—g_— 


| Eee 6 young fellow, affetedly 6f, ſeveral oheriwith him. 


Silv. Ah me. mr , bf the D . 
Frice, Madamaiſe via! ſincerely as I to va. ev 
take me, Dane hp who's kia _ 


Cow wy range /hom: * Lhag OA 
# nat 

fond of of: a Rogue Ertl What a Woman a delight i 
now maſt L love her ſtill, tho? tr was ha ora ama 


uſe me like a block-head x00, if 1 don't her ; hart bedons'? 
Pll have three Whores a day, ta keep Love out of my head. | 
SUL 8 266 nga,” li Foe 


Bruges, Wel { Bandſomly!- > 
amps. iy y go waters | {-ELR 
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18 The Sonlditrs | 
' Beau. Oh vety handfomly! had you bat ſeen how handſomly I was 
us'd juſt now, you would ſwear ſo. 1 have heardthee rail in my time, 
wou'd thou wouldft exerciſe thy talent a little at preſent. m— 

Court. At what ? 

Bean, Why canſt thou ever want a ſubject ? rail at thy ſelf, rail at me,1 
deſerveto be rail'd at, ſee there, what thinkeſt thou of that Engine, that 
movinglump of filthines, miſca1ld a Man. | 


- A Clumſie fellow marches over the Stage dreſt like an Officer. 


Court, Curſe 0h him for a Rogue, I ktiow him. 

Bean, $50. po ” 

Conrt,” The Raſcal was 4 Retailer,of Ale but yeſterday, and'now he 
is an OQfficer and be hang'd ,, *tis a dainty reins morning to Te him 
with his Toes turn'd in, drawing his Eegs'after hint, at the head of a 
hundred Infty Fellows ; fone honeſt Getitleman or other ſtays now, be- 
cauſe that Dog had money to.bribe ſome corrupt Gollonel withall. 


9 FE © Enter another gravely dreſt. 


Bean, T here,there?s another of ty acquaintance, he was my Fathers 
Footman not long ſince, and has pimpt for me oftner than he pray*d 
for himſelf; that good quality recommended him to a Noble. nians ſer- 
vice, which rogether with flattering, fawning, lying, ſpying and'infor- 
ming, has rais'd him to an imployment of truſt an In, though 
the Rogue can't write his Name, nor read his neck*Verſe, if he had 
occaſion, | } EIS" 

Court. *Tis as unreaſonable to expect a tan of Seriſe ſhould be pre- 
fer*d, as tis to think a Hector can be ſtout,” a Prieſt religious, a fair 
Woman'chaſt, or a pardon'd Rebel loyal. _ | | 


Enter two more ſeeming earneſtly in diſcour ſe, 


Bean. That's ſeaſonably thought on, look there, - obſerve but that 
Fellow on the right. hand, the Rogue with the buſieſt Fate of the two, 
NI tell thee his Hiltory. | : 

Court, 1 hope hanging will be the end of his Eiſtory, ſo well [ like 
him at. the ſt bght. Re? 7" an 

Beg. He yas borg a Veghord, ood no Pariſh own'd hitb, bis Fa- 
ther was as obſcure as his Mother publick, every body knew her, 'and- 


no body could gueſs at him. 40 | I . 

Court. He as 0 a yery good Family, heaven be prais'd. 

Bean, The ſi bt Cry bar rxteg- on, \6 a Rebel 
he grew, and flouriſht a fought againſt his King, and helpt to 
bring bias to the Block... > Bn ve SR 

Court. And washe oo. Relay 200.7 VE ng "lr 

Bean, Moſt devoutly ! He could pray. till heery'd, ned ooomee ry | 
| -.* foam'd, 
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' foam'd, which excellent Talent made bio popular, and at laſt prefer*d 
him to be a worthy Member of that neyer to be forgotten Rump Par- 
liament. xs | "ty 

Court, Pray Sir be yncovered at that, and remember it with Reve- 
rence. 

Bean, In ſhort, he was Gommittee-man, Sequeſtrator and Perſecutor 
General of a whole County, by which he got enough at the Kings Re- 
turn to ſecure himſelf in the. general Pardon. 

Court, Nauſeous Vermin : That ſucha Swine with the mark of Rebel- 
lion in his Forehead, ſhould wallow in'tis Luxury, whilſt honeſt men are 
forgotten |! 

Beau, Thus forgiven, thus rais'd, and made.thus happy,” the uograte- 
ful Slave difowns the hand thar healed him, cheriſhes Factions to affront 
his Maſter, and once more would Rebel againſt the Head, which ſo 
lately faved' his from a Pole. 

Court, What a dreadful Beard and ſwinging Sword he wears ! 

* Bean. *Tis' to keep his Comwardize in countenance, the Raſcal will 
endure kicking moſt temperately for all that, I know fiveor ſix more of 
the ſame ſtamp ; that never came abroad without terrible long Spits by 
their ſides, with whicty they will let” you bore their” own Noſes if you 
pleaſe, but let the Villain be forgotten, \ . 

Court, His Co-Rogue I have ſome knowledge of, he's a tatter*d worm- 
eaten Caſe-putter, ſome call him Lawyer, one that rakes it very ill he is 
not made a Judge. 

Beau. Yes, and is always repineing that men of parts are not regar- 
ded. ; 
Court. He has been a great noiſe-maker in fattious Clubs theſe ſeven 
years, and now I ſuppoſe 1s courting that Worſhipful Raſcal to make him 
Recorder of ſome Town. : 

Beau, 'Toteach Tallow-Chandlers and Cheeſe-mongers how far they 
may rebel againſt their King by vertue of AMagna Charta. 

Court, - But friend Beawgerd, methinks thou art very ſplenatick of a 
ſudden; how goes the affair of Love forward, proſperouſly, hah ! : 

Beau.” Oh1 aſſure you-moſt Triumphantly, -juſt now you muſt know 
[ am parted with the ſweet civil inchanted Ladies Husband. , 

Court. Well, and what fays the Cuckold, is he very kind and good na- 
tur'd as Cackolds uſe to be ? - 

Beau. Why he ſays,Comrtine,in ſhort,that 1 am a very ſilly fellow,(and 
truly | am very _ to believe him) and that Lhave been Jilted in this 
affair moſt unconſcionably, a Plague on all Pimps, 1 fay, a maris buſinefs 
never thrives ſo well, as when he is his own Sollicitor, 
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Emter Sir Jolly and 4 Boy. 


Sie Joly Hiſt. hiſt." Capt. Capt. Capt; Boy. 
- Sir, S {2% AG . 
Sir Folly. Run and get two Guin preſently,be ſure you get two rl 
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2 - The Souldiers Fortune. 
Sirrah, do you here? here's luck, here's. luck,” now or - never Captain, 
never If not now Captain ! here's luck. Wer . pRees 
Beau; ''Sir Folly, No more Adventures ſweet Sir Folly, 1 am: like to 
havea very fine time on'ttruly. - c 

* Sir Folly. The belt. in the World dear Dog, the very beſt -in the 
W orld, *sbud ſhe's here hard by man, ſtays on purpoſe for thee finely diſ- 
guis'd.- The Cuckold has loſt her too ; and no body knows any thin 
of the, matter but I, no body but [, and1 you muſt know, I am 1, hah! 
and I you little Toad, hah 

Bean. You area.very fine Gentleman. :. 

$S:r Folly. T he beſtrarur*d Fellow in the World I believe of my years! 
now does my heart ſo thump for fear this buſineſs ſhould miſcarry ; 
why I'll warrant thee, the Lady is here man, ſhe's all thy own, ?tis thy 
own fault ifthou art not #n terra incognita within this half hour : come 
along, prithee come along, fie for ſhame, what make a Lady loſe her 
longing, come. along I ſay, you——— out upon't. | 

Bean, Sir your humble, I ſhan*t ſtir. 

Sir Folly. What ? not go! 

Bean, No Sir, no Lady for me. Th 

Sir Jolly, Not go ! I ſhould laugh at that Faith. 

Beau, No, I will aſſure you, not go Sir. 

Sir Jolh. Away you Wag, you jeſt, you jeſt you wag ; not £0, 

yotha ! | 
by Beau, No Sir,not gol tell you, what the Devil would you have more? 

Sir Folly. Nothing, nothing'Sir, but I am a Gentleman. 

Beau, With all my heart. 

Sir Folly. And do you think then that Pl be ugd thus. 

Beau, | Sir! ; 4 R | 

Sir Folly. Take away. my Reputation, and take away my Life, I ſhall 
be. diſgraCt. for ever. | 

Beau, I have not wrong'd you Sir Jolly; 

Sir. Folly. Not _wrong'd me! But you ſhall; find you have wreng'd 
me, and wrong'd a ſweet Lady, and a fine Lady: I ſhall never be 
truſted again ! never have employment more-/ 1 ſhall dye of the Spleen, 
——prithee now be good natur'd, prithee be perſwaded, . odd I'l} give 
thee this Ring,l'l give thee this Watch,*tis Gold.1ll give thee any thing 
in the World, go. | 

Kean. Not one Foot, Sir. , 

Sir:Folly. Now that I durſt but murder him-—well, ſhall I fetch her to 
thee ? What ſhall 1 do for thee? | 


Enter Lady Dunce. 


*Ods fiſh here ſhe-comes her ſelf; now you ill-natur*d Churle, now you 
Devil, look upon her, do but look yyon her, what ſhall I ſay to her? 

Bean. E?en what you pleaſe Sir Folt. (@ 95 

1 We Tis | |: 1 Sr oth. 
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\. S$# Folly. "Tis a very ſtrange Monſter this — Madam this is the Gen- 
tleman, that's he, though (as one may ſay) he's ſomething baiiful, buc 1'1t 
tell him who you are. | [Goes to Beaugard. 

If thou art not more cruel then Leopards, Lyons; Tigers, Wolves, or 
Trtars, don't break my Heart, don't kill me, this unkindacſs of thine 
goes to the Soul of me. [goes to the. Lady. 

he ſays, he's ſo amazed at your Triumphant Beauty, that he 
dares not approach the. excellence that ſhines from-you ? © 

Lady D. What can be the meaning of all this ? 

Sir Folly, Art thou then refolv*d to be remorſeleſs? canſt thou be in- 
ſenſible, haſt then Eyes ? . haſt thou. a Heart ? haſt thou-any thing thou 
ſhouldſt have ? odd Il tickle thee,get you too her you Fool, get you to 
her, to her, to her,.'to her, ha, ha, ha. 

Lady D. Have you forgot me Beaugard ? 

Sir Folly, So now, to her agen I iay, to her, to-her and be hang'd, 
AhRogue ! Ah Rogue ! now, now, have at her, now have at her, 
there it goes, there it goes, Hey Boys / | 

D, Methinks. this Face ſhould not ſo much be alter*d, as to be 
nothing like what once I-thought-it, the object of your.-pleaſure, - and 
ſubje&t of your Praiſes, 

Sjr Folly. Cunning Toad ! Wheedling Jade ! you ſhall ſee now how 
by degrees ſhe*l1] draw him into the Whirl-pgol ofLove, now he leers 
upon her, now he leers upon her, Oh law ! there's Eyes! there's your 
Eyes ! I muſt pinch kim by-the Calf of the Leg. 

Bean, Madam,- I muſt confeſs Ido remember, that I had ance- ac- 
quaintance with a Face, whoſe Air and Beauty much reſembled yours, 
and if I may truſt my Heart, you are calÞPd Clarinda... 

Lady D. Clarindaa 1 was calPd, till my il Fortune Wedded me; .now 
you may have heard of me by another Title, your friend there,l ſuppoſe 
has made nothing a ſecret to you. 

Bean. And are-you then that kind inchanted fair one who was ſo paſ- 
ſonately in Lovewith my Picture, that-you -could not forbear betraying 
me to the Beaſt-your Husband, and wrong the n of a Gentlewan 
that languiſt®s for you; only to make your Mo merry ? hark you 
Madam, had your fool been worth jz, Ihad beaten him, and have a 
Months mind to be exerciſing my parts that way upon your go-between, 
your Male-Bawd there. -- 

Sir Folly. Ah Lord ! Ah Lord! AlPs ſpoiPd agen, all's ruin'd, 1 ſhall 
be undone-for ever, why what a Devil is the matter now ?-what have | 
done? what fins have I commirred ? 

Lady D. And are you that paſſionate Adorer of our Sex ? - who can- 
not live a Week in- London, without Loving ? are you the Spark that 
ſends your Pifture up and down to- longing Ladies, longing for a pat- 
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tern of your Perſon ? __ 
Beau. Yes Madam, when I receive ſo good Hoſtages as theſe are. 
vie Rap WL, 44 * - [ſbiws the Gold. 


Tholiſo do991 -us'd cord you findout no body but me to play the 
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22 The Souldiers Fortune. 
Sir Folly, Alack a day ! | | 

Lady D. Could you pitch upon no Body but that wretched Woman, 
that has loved you too well to abuſe you thus ? , 

Sir Folly. That eyer I was born! | 

Beau, Aere, here Madam, Þ1 return you your dirt, 1 ſcotn your Wa. - 
ges, as I do your Service. ; ; 

. Lady D. Fyefor ſhame, what refand? That is not like a Souldier to 
refund, keep, keep it to pay your Sempſtreſs withal. 

Sir Folly. His Sempſtreſs, who the Devil is his Sempſtreſs ? Odd what 
wou'd | give to know that now ! 

Lady D. There was a Ring too, which I ſent you this Afternoon, if 
that fit not your Finger, you may diſpoſe of it ſome other way, where it 
may give no occaſion of Scandal, and you?l do well. 

Beau, -A Ring, Madam ! | ——_— 

Lady D. A imall trifle, I ſuppoſe Sir Davddeliver'd it to you when 
he return'd you your Mignature. 

Bean. 1 beſeech you Madam ! 

Lady D. Farewell you Traytor. 

Beau. As 1 hope to be ſay*d, and upon the word of a Gentleman. 

Lady D. Go you area falſe ungrateful Brute, and trouble me no more 

Exit. 

Bean, Sir Folly, Sir +6 Folly. l 

Sir Folly. Ah thou Rebel ! ' 

Beau. Some advice, ſome advice, dear Friend, &re I'm ruin'd:; 

* Sir Folly, Ev*n two pennyworth of Hemp for your Honours ſupper, 
that's all the remedy that F know. | 

Beau. But prithee hear a little reaſon. 

Sir Folly. No Sir, 1 ha? done, no more to be ſaid, I ha? done, I am 
aſham'd of you, 11 have np more to'ſay to you, Pl neyer ſee your Face 
again, good b*w?y. | [Exit Sir Foly, 

Bean. Death and the Devil, what have my Stars been doing to day ! 
a Ring ! deliver'd by Sir David !-—what can that mean ? Pox on 
her for a Jilt, ſhe lies, and has a mind to amuſe and laugh at me a day or 
two longer; hiſthere comes her Beaſt once more : Pl uſe him Civilly, 
and try what diſcovery I can make. | | 


Enter Sir Davy Dunce. 


Sir Da. Ha, ha, ha/ here's the Captains Jewel, very well: In troth 

I had like to have forgotten it, Ha, ha, ha, ———how damnable Mad 

hel be now, when I ſhall deliver him his Ring again, ha, ha ! — Poor 

Dog, hel hang himſelf at leaſt, ha, ha, ha, Faith cis a very pret- 

ty Stone, and finely ſet: Zumph! if I ſhould keep it now !- PHI 

ow {A loſt it; no Il give it him again, o*purpoſe to vex 'hini, ha, 
"} ; . | eo 


Beau. Sir David, 1 am heartily ſorrie. Ee NE 
Sir Da. OhSir, ba I was ſeeking for, ha, ha, haz* what” ſha 
ſay to him now to terrihe him ? ſe * £3 2M Por 
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Fei. Me; Sir !——— : , 

Sir Da. Ay, you Sir, if your name be Captain Beaugard: how like a 
Fool he looks already ?———— | 

Beau. What yu pleaſe, Sir. * : 

Sir Da. Sir, 1 ſhould ſpeak a word with-you, if yeu think fit, what 
ſhall I do now to keep my countenance ? wo. 

Beau. Can 1 be ſo happy, Sir, as to be able to ſerve you in any 


thing ? : 5 ; - 
Sr Da, No Sir, ha, ha, ha, I have Commands of ſervice to you Sir, 


- 
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oh Lord ! ha, ha, ha. 
Bean, Me, Sir. 
Sir Da. Ay Sir, you Sir, but put on your hat, Friend, put on your 
har, be cover'd. . 
Beaux. Sir, will you pleaſe to fit down on this Bank ? 
Sir Da. No, no, there's no need, no need,. for all I have a young 


Wife Ican ſtand pan my legs, Sweet-heart, 

Beau, Sir, 1 beſeech you ! 

Sir Da. By no means, 1 think friend, we had ſome hard words juſt 
now, *twas abont a paultry baggage, but ſhe*s a pretty baggage, and a 
witty baggage, anda baggage that : 

Bean, Sir, 1 am heartily aſham'd of all miſfdemeanour on my ſide. 

Sir Da, You do well, though are not yon a damn*'d 'Whore-maſter, a 
deviliſh Cuckold-making fellow ;. here, - here, do you ſee this? here's 
the Ring you ſent a Roguing;, Sir, do you think my Wife wants any 
thing that you can help her to ?!—— Why PH warrant vhis Ring coſt 
fifty pound : What a prodigal Fellow are yon to throw away ſo much 
monie ; or didſt thou ſteal it old Boy ? I believe thou maiſt be poor, 111 
lend thee money upon”c, if thou thinkſt fit,at thirty in the hundred, be-. 


cauſe I love thee, ha, ha, ha. 
Bean, Sir, your humble Servant, 1 am ſorry *twas not worth your La- 


dies acceptance,” now what a dog am I! 

$:r Da, 1 ſhould have given it thee before, but faith '7 forgot it, 
though it was not my Wives fault in the leaſt, for ſhe ſays as thou likeſt 
this uſage, ſhe hopes to have thy cuſtom-again Child ; ha, ha, ha, 

Beau, Then Sir, 7 beſeech. you tell her, that yon have made a Con- 
vert on me,-and that / am ſo ſenſible of my infolent behaviour. towards 
her $'s 

Sir Da.. Very well, 1 ſhall do it. | £ 
- Beax. That *Tis impoſlible 7 ſhall ever be at peace with my ſelf till 7 
find ſome way how / may make her reparation. 


Sir Da. V ood, "ha, ha, ha. 
Bean. And that if ner th find me guilty of the like offence again—— 
Sir De.NoSir, you had not beſt, .but proceed, ha, ha, ha. » 
 bapiſh all good opinion of me for ever: | 
Da,” No more tobe faid, your Servant, good b*w'y. 
Bean. "One word more, beſcech-you, Sir Davy. 
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Beau. 1 beg you tell her, that the generous reproof ſhe has given me 
has ſo wrought upon me———— EK 
Sir Da. Well, I will. | k | ” : 
Beau. That I eſteem this Jewel, notonly as a wreck redeem*d from 
my folly, but that for her ſake 1 will preſerve it to the utmoſt moment 
of my life. 

$6 Da. With all my heart, I vow and ſwear. | 

Beau. And that I long to convince her I am not the Brute ſhe might 
miſtake me for. : "the NeN = 

Sir Da. Right ; well, this will make the pureſt ſport, ' (Aſide; ) let 
me ſee, firſt you acknowledge your ſelf to be a very impudent Fellow. 

Bean. 1 do ſo, Sir. | | 

Sir Da, And that you ſhall never be at reſt, till you have ſatisfi*'d my 
Lady. 

Bran, Right, -Sir. 

'$:r. Da. Satisfd her, very-good, ha, ha, ha, and that you will neyer 
play the fool any more, be ſure you keep your word, Friend. 
. Bean. Never, Sir. | 
' Sir Da. And that you will keep. that Ring for. her ſake, as long. as 
youlive, hah !J——— | FY | 

Beau, To the day of my death, VII aſſure you... 

Sir Da, | proteſt that will be very kindly done———and -that- you 
long mightily, long to let her underſtand that you are another-gueſs 
Fellow than ſhe may take you for. . 

Beau, Exadtly Sir, that is the Sum and End of my deſires, 

Sir Da, Well, VlI take care of your buſineſs, Pl do - your billineſs, 
PLL warrant you, this will make the pureſt ſport when I come home, no, 
(Aſide, ) Well your Servant, remember, be ſure -you remember, your 
Servant. | . 

Beax. So, now I find a Hasband is a delicate inſtrument rightly made 
uſe of; To make her old jealous Coxcomb pimp for me himſelf, 
I think 'tis as worthy an employment as ſuch a noble Conſort can be put 


to. 
Ah were ye all ſuch Husbands and ſuch Wives, 
We younger Brothers ſhov'd lead better lives. 


A'C T- INH. 
SCENE Covent-Garden. 
= Enter Sylvia, and Courtine. F 
Sylv. TPO fall in love, and to fall in love with 4 Souldier ! x 
: T dicbanded vole rings rwkſlerry the mark fare; 


on him, which eyery body knows him by, and is ready to throw ſtones 
at him for. . : f6. "4 
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Cour, Dam her, I ſhall Ne ns by tn ring if ſhe 
were but very rich and veryugly, I wou'd marry her ; Ay, *tis ſhe, 
I know her-aiiſchievous look too well to be miſtaken-in it; Ma- 
dam !/ — 


Sylv. Sir. F 
om "Tis a very hard Caſe, that you have reſoly'd not to let the be ; 


Ts Sits, "Tis very unreaſonably done of you, Sir, to haunt me up and 
down every where at this ſcandalous rate, the world will think we are 
acquainted ſhortly. 

Cour. .But, Madam, I ſhall fairly take more care of my Reputation, 
and from this time forward ſhun and ayoid you moſt watchfully. 

Sylv, Have you not haunted this oce theſe two. hours ? 

Cour. *T was becauſe I knew it to be your Ladyſhips home then, and 
therefore might reaſonably be the place you leaſt of all frequented, one 
would imagine you were gone a Coxcomb-hunting by this time,to ſome 
place of publick appearance or other, 'tis pretty near the hour,”twill be 
twiligh of nears and then the Owles come all abroad. 

Sylv. I take the trouble to go ſo far a fowling,when there's 
game enough at our own doors ? 

Cour. What, game for your Net, fair Ladie ? 

Sylv. Yes, or any.womans Net elſe, that,will ſpread it. 

Cour. To ſhew you how deſpicably I think of the buſineſs, I will here 
leave you preſently, though L lofe the pleaſure of railing at, yoo. 

Sylv. Do i Jangſey - ray As . __ bemaomgy betrays your wit, 
as bad as your y cali $ your breedin 

t en 7 ty y 5 

Sylv. Farewell” 

Cour. Why do not you go about your buſineſs ? 

Sylv. Becauſe I would be ſure to be rid of you firſt, that you might 
not me. 

Ce Wereit but e that you cou'd anſwer me, one queſtion tru- 
Fe en be fo fatisfid. TIF iN RouT 

Anyt or compoſition to be rid of you handſomly, - 

. Are you really very honeſt? Look in my Face and tell me that. 

Sylv. Look in your Face and tell you, for what ? To ſpoil my Stomach 
to my Su 

Cour. but to get thee a Stomach to thy Bed,Sweet-heart,l would 
if rs, better acquainted with thee, becauſe thou art very ill-na- 


Al. "an way to bring that baſineſs about effeQually, is to be - 
wore conbleſoms, es worth Exrance ths Night, 
may make your appearance t. 
on | whers? and when ? and mhas hour | beſeech 
. Under the Window, between the hours of-cleyen and De 
: Co. Where ſhall theſe loyely Eyes, and Ears hear my Plaints and 
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26- The Souldiers Fortune. 
Sylv. At that kind hourthy griefs ſhall end, if thon canſt know thy Foe 
from thy Friend. - SUV! | [Exit Sylvia, 
Corr, Here's another trick of the Devil now, under -that Window 
between the hours of eleven and twelve exattly, 1 am a damn'd F 
and muſt go, let me ſee, ſuppoſe | meet with a luſty beating ! piſh, thats 
nothing for a man that's in love, or ſuppoſe ſhe contrive ſome way to 
make a publick Coxcomb of me, and expoſe. me to the ſcorn of the 
World, for an example to all amorous Block-heads hereafter ? why if 
ſhe do, Pllſwear I have lain with her, beat her Relations, if they pretend. 
to Vindicate her, and ſo there's one love intrigue pretty well over. 
| | | CExit Cour.. 


Enter Sir David, and Vermin: 


- Sir Da. Go, get you in to your Ladie now, and tell her, I am come- 
ing. | 
erm. Her Ladyſhip,Right-worſhipful, is pleas*d not. to be at home. 

Sir Da. How's that? my Ladie. not at home ! run, run in and ask., 
when ſhe went forth, whither ſhe is gone, and who is with her, run 
nd ask, Yermn. | # 

Ver. She went out in her Chair preſently after you this-After-noon. 

Sir Da. Then 1 may be a Cuckold ſtill for ought 1 know, what will 
become of me ? 1 have ſurely loſt, and nere ſhall find her more, ſhe pro- 
mis'd me ſtri&tly to ſtay at home, till I came back again; for ought 1. 
know ſhe may be up three pair of ſtairs in the Temple now. 

Verm, 1s her.Ladyſhip in Eaw then,Sir ? 

Sir Da. Or it may be taking the Air as far as Knights-bridge with 
ſome ſmooth-fac*d Rogue or another : *tis a damn*d houſe, that Swan, 
that Swan at Knights-bridge is a confounded houſe, Yermin., - 

Ferm, Do you think ſhe 1s there then ?— & 

Sir Da. No, I do not think ſhe is there neither ; but ſuch a thing 
may be, you know; would that Barn-Elms was under water too, 
there's a 1000 Cuckolds a Year made at Barn-Elms, by Roſamonas ponds, 

the Devil if ſhe ſhou'd be there this evening, my heart's broke. ; 


Enter Sir Jolly. 


Sir Fe, That muſt be Sir Davy; Ay, thars he, that's he, ha, ha, ha, _ 
was ever the like heard of ? was ever any thing ſo pleaſant? * 

Sir Da. Pll lock her up three days, and. three nights, without meat, 
drink, or light, ll bumble her in the Devils name. 

Sir Fol, Well, cou'd | but meet my Friend, Sir Davy, it ward be the 
joy fulleſt news for him ——— | RES 

Sir Da, Who's there that has any thing toſay to me.? 

Sir Fol. Ah my Friend of Friends, ſach news, fuch tidipgs ! 

Sir Da. I have loſt my Wife, Man.. | 

Sir 5. Loſt her ! ſhe's not dead 1 hope ? 
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Sir De, Yes. Alas, ſhe's dead, irrecovyrably loft. 

Sir Fol, Why, 1 with her withinthiShalfhoor. 

Sir Da, Did you io, are'you ſure it was'ſME Z where was it? I'll have 
my dp nr rr Warrant and a Coriftable'preſently. 

Sir Fol. And ſhe made ops ſport now, with a young Fellow, 
Man, that ſhe met withall __ ; | F, 

Sir Da. Oh Lord ! that's worſe and worſe, a Young fellow !—— 
my Wife making ſport with a young fellow! oh Lord! here are doings, 
here are vagaries ! Ill run mad, Plf climb Bow Stceple preſently, be- 
ſtride the Draggon, and preach Cuckoldom to the whole City. 

Sir Fol. The beſt of all was too, that it happen'd to be an idle Cox- 
comb that pretended to be in love with her, Neighbour. 

Sir Da. [ndeed, in love with her! who was it? what's his Name ? 
I warrant you won't tell a Body, — Pl indite him in the Crown Office ; 
no1'll iſue Warrants to apprehend him for Treaſon upon the Stature of 
Eaw. 19. wort you tell me what young Fellow it was, was. it a very 
' handſome young fellow, hah——— | 

Sir Jol; Handſome !- yes hang him, the fellow's handſome enough ; he 
is aot very handſome neither, but he has a devilliſh leering black-eye. 

Sir Da, Oh Lord! . ; 

Sir Fol. His face too is a good rideing Face, *tis no ſoft effeminate 
complexion-indeed, but his copntenance is ruddy, ſanguine, and chear- 
ful, a devilliſh fellow in a Corner, PI warrant him. 

Sir Da. Bleſs us! what will become of me, why the devil did I mar- 
rya young Wife? Is he very well ſhap'd too, tall, ſtreight, and pro- 
portionable, hah '—— 

Sir Jol. Tall ? No, he*snot very:tall neither, yet he is tall enough 
too, he's none of your overgrown Jubberly Flanders Jades, but more of 
thetrue Engliſh breed, well knit, able, and fit for ſervice old Boy; the 
Fellow is well ſhap'd truly, very well proportion'd, ſtrong, and ative, 
I have ſeen the Rogne leap like a Buck. | | 

Sir Ds. Who can this be ? Well, and what think you, Friend, has 
hebeen there? Come, come, Pm ſenſible ſhe's a young Woman, and 1 
an an old Fellow, . troth a very old Fellow, 1 ſignific little or nothing 
now, but do you think he has prevailed ? am 1 a Cuckold Neighbour ? 

Sir Fol. Cuckold 7. what, a Cuckold in Covent-Garden ? No, Plt affure 
you, I believe her tobe the moſt vertuous Woman in the World ; but 
if you had but ſeen ——— 

Sir Da. Ay, won'd 1 had, what was it ? 

Sir Fol. How like a Rogue ſhe vsd him: Firſt of all comes me up 
the Spark to her, Madam, fays he————and then he bows conn, thus 


now, ſays ſhe, what would the impertinent Fellow have 
Sir Da. Humph ? ha ! well,and, what then ? 472%; 
Sir Fol. Madam, ſays he again (bowing as he did before) my heart 1s 
ſoentirely ens * you take pity of my ſufferings I muſt 


here dye at yo $ ' 
Sir Da, So, and what faid ſhe again, Neighbour ? hah ! 


Sir 


\ Ry. 250, 
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Sir Jol, Go, you are a-Fop..,, - (eN | 

Sir Da, Ha, ha, ha, did ſhe gndeed? Did ſhe-ſay fo indeed? I an 
glad on't, troth 1 am yery glad on't; well, and what next > And; hoy, 
and well, and what ? hal——, _ | TR 

Sir Fol. Madam, fays he, this won't do ,. I am your hutnble 'Seryant, 
for all this, you may pretend to be as-ill-natur'd as you pleaſe, but I ſhall 
make bold. rl; 

Sir Da. Was thereever ſuch an impudent Fellow ? 

Sir Fol, With that, Sirrah, ſays ſhe, you are a ſawſie Jakanapes, and 
PII have you kickt. 

= Da. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I wow'd not be unmarri'd again to be an 
Angel. | 
be Jol. But the belt Jeaſt of all was who this ſhould be at laſt. 

Os AF; who indeed-' PI warrant you ſome fillyFellow or other, 

or Fool! _ 

Sir Fol. Een a ſcandalous Rake-hell, that lingers up and down the 
Town by the Name of Captain Beawgard,but he has been a bloody Cuck- 
ald-making Scoundrel in his time. | 

Sir Da. Hang him Sot, is it he ? I don't value him thus, not -a wet 
finger Man, to my knowledge ſhe hates him, ſhe ſcorns him Neighbour, 
I know it, 1 am very well {atisfd in the point, beſides I have ſeen” him 
ſince that, and out-hector'd him : Iam to tell her from his own mouth, 
that he promiſes never to affront her more. 

Sir Fol. Indeed. | CA Letter, 

Sir Da, Ay, Ay— . 


Emer Lady Dance, paying ber Chairman. 


Chairman. God blefs you, Madam, thank,your honour, 

Sir Jol. Huſh, huſh, there's my Lady, Ill be gone, 1'll not be ſeen,. 
your humble Servant, God b*wy. 

Sir Da. No faith, Sir Folly, een go into -my houſe now, and ſtay 
Supper with me, we han't ſup't together a great while. 

Sir Fol. Hah” ſay you ſo, I dowt care if 1 do, faith-withall my heart ; 
this may give me an opportunity to ſet ail things right agaig, [Aſiae. 

Sir Da, My Dear ! 

Lady. D. Sir ? 

Sir Da. You have been abroad, my Dear, Iſce! _ | 

D. Only for a little Air, truly I was almoſt ſtifled within«doors, 

I hope.you will not be angry, Sir David, will you ? | | 

Sir Da.: Angry Child ! no Child, notI;, what ſhould L be-angry for ? 

Lady D. 1 wonder Sir Dawid, you will ſerve me at this rate, Did 
you nat promiſe me to go in my behalf to Beangard, -and correct him ac- 
ore my inſtru&tions for his inſolence ?. - F ? 

Sir Da. So I did, Child ; I have been with him, Sweet-heart;-I have 
told him all to a tittle, I gave him back again the Piftgre-too, but. as 
the Devil would have it; 1 forgot the Ring) faith I did... © + ap 
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Lady D. Did you purpoſe, Sir Sodom, torender me ridiculous .to the 
man | abominate, what ſcandalous interpretation think you muſt he make 
of my retaining any trifte of his ſent me on ſo.diſhonourable terms ? 

Sir Da. Really, my Lamb, thoy art in the” right ; yet went back 
afterwards, Dear-heart, and did the buſineſs to ſome purpoſe. 

Lady. D. 1amglad that you did with all my hcart. - . 

Sir Da, 4 gave him-bis leſſon, Nl warrant him. 

Lady D. Leſlon ? what leſſon had you to give him ? 

Sir Da. Why, I told him as he lik*d that uſage he might come again. 
ha, ha, ha. 

Lady D. Ay, and fo let him. 

Sir Da, Withall my heart,Pll give him free leave,or hang me:thoug! 
thou wow'd'ſt not imagine how the poor Devil's alter*d. La you' ther: 
now, but as certainly as I ſtand here, that man is. troubled that k: 
ſvearshe ſhall not reſt day nor night till he.has ſatisfied thee; prithe: 
be $a.j5f1'd with him if *tis poſſible, my Dear, prithee do, 1 promis* 
him betorel left him to tell thee as much, for the poor wretch looks { 
ſimply, 1 cou'd not chuſe but Piry him, I vow and ſwear, ha, ha, ha. 

Jol. Now, now, you little Witch, now you Chitsface, odd I cou'c 
find in my hearc to put my little Finger in your Bubbies. 

Lady D; Sir David, | mult tell you, - that I cannot but reſent your (© 
ſoon. reconcilenient with aman that I hate worſe-then death, and tha' 
if you lov'd me with half that tenderneſs which you profeſs, you wou?. 
not forget an affront ſo palpably, and ſo baſely offer*d me: 

Sir Da. Why Chicken, where's the Remedy ? what's to be done ? 
how wouldſt thou have me deal with him ? | 

Lady D. Cat histhroat.. | 

Sir Da. Bleſs us for ever ? cut his throat:? what do murder ? 

Lady D. Murder, yes, any thing to ſuch an incorrigible Enemy of 
your honour, one that has reſolv'd to perſiſt in abuſing of you, ſec here 
this Letter, this I receiv'd ſince | laſt parted with you ; juſt now it was 
thrown into my Chair by an impudeat Lacquey of his kept o' purpoſe 
for ſuch imployments. | 

Sir Da. Let me ſee: a Letter indeed / —- for the Lady Durce 
damn'd Rogue, treacherous dog, what can he fay in the infide now ? 
here?s a V.illain. | 

Lady D. Yes you had beſt break it-open, you had fo, ?is-like the reſt 
of your diſcretion. 

Sir Dai Lady, if I-have an Enemy, it is beſt for me to know what 
miſchief he -intends-me, therefore, . with your leave, I will break it- 


open. 
+; D. Do, do, to have him believe that I was pleas*d enough with 

it.to do.itmy ſelf, it you have the Spirit of a Gentleman in you, carry-it 
back, and daſh it as it is in the face of that audacious Fellow. 

Sir Fol.” What can be the meaning of this now ? 2 

Sir. Da, A Gentleman, yes, Madam, I ama Gentleman, -and the- 
wor that I am a Geatleman,— F have certainly the beſt 
Woman in  . Lady: 


Id | 
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D. What do you think muſt be the end of all this ? 1 have no 
refuge in the world, but 4 kindneſs, had 1 a Jealous Husband” now, 
how miſerable muſt my life be ! Bret 

Sir Fol. Ah Rogues Noſe ! ah Devil! ah Toad ! cunning thief, wheed- 
ling Slut. P11 bite her by and by. 

- . Sir Dav. Poor Fool! no Dear, I am not jealous,' nor never will be 
jealous of thee: Do what thou wilt, thou ſhalt not make me jealons, 1 
love thee too well to ſuſpeCt thee. . 

Lady D. Ah but how long will-you do ſo? 

Sir Da. How long ! as long as 1 live I warrant thee, I—— don't 
talk to'a body ſo: I cannot hold if thou doſt, my eyes will run over, 
poor Fool, poor Birdsnies ! poor Lambkin / | 

Lady D. But will you be fo kind to me to anſwer my deſires, will you 
once more indeavour to make that Traytor ſenlible that I have too juſt 
an eſteem of you, not to value his addreſlcs as they deſerve? * 

Sir Da. Ay» Ay, | will. 

Lady D. But don't ſtay away too long Dear,make what haſte you can, 
I ſhall be in paintill I ſee you again. 

Sir Da. My Dear, my Love, my Babby,F ll be with thee ina moment, 
how happy am I above the reſt of men! Neighbour, dear Neighbour, 
walk in with my Wife, and keep her company, till 1 return again. 
Child don't be troubled, prithee don't be troubled, was there ever ſuch 
a Wife, well, da, da, da, dow be troubled, prithee don't be troubled, 
Prithee don”r. be troubled, Day da. [CExit. 

Lady D. Sir Folly, Sir Folly, Sir Folly. 

Sir Fol. Don't be troubled, prithee don't be troubled, da, da. 

Lady D. But Sir Folly, can youg ueſs whereabout my wandring Offi- 
cer may be probably found now? 

Sir Fol. Found, Ladie ? he is to be found, Madam, he is to be at 
my houſe | 32a Ladie, he's certainly ene of the fineſt Fellows in 
the World, x 

Lady D. You ſpeak like a Friend, Sir Jolly. 

Sir Fol. His Friend, Lady; no Madam his Foe, his utter Enemy, I 
ſhall be his ruin, I ſhalt undo him. 

Lady D. You may, if you pleaſe; then come both and play at Cards 
this Evening with me for an hour or two, for I have contriv'd it fo, that 
Sir David is to be abroad at Supper to night, he cannot poſlibly ayoid 
it; Ilong to win ſome of the Captain's Money ſtrangely. 

Sir Fol. Do you ſo,. my Gamelter ? Well, Pll he ſure to- bring him, 
and for what he carries about him Pl warrant you————odd he's a 
pretty Fellow, a very pretty Fellow, he bas only one fault. 

Lady D. And what is that I beſeech you;Sir ? | 

Sir ol. Only too Loving, too good Natur'd, that”s all ;*riscertainly 
the beſt natur*d Fool breathing, 's all bis fault, | 

Lady D. Hiſt, hiſt, I think I ſee company coming, if you pleaſe, ' Sir 
Folly we'll goin.”- 
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Enter-Beaugard, follow" by Sir Dary, Vermin. 


Sir Fol, Mum, mum, mum, *tis he himſelf, the very ſame; odds ſo,Sir 
Davy after him too, huſh, buſh, huſh, let us be-gone, let us retire, do 
but look 9pon him now, mind him alittle, theres a ſhape, there's an 
Air, there*s a motion ! Ah Rogue, ab Devil, 'get you in, -get you io, [ 
ſay there's a ſhape for you. [Extt, 

Bean, What the Devil ſhall I do to recover this days loſs again, 
my honourable Pimp too, my Pander Knight has forſaken me, me- 
thinks1 am quandarid-like one going with a party to diſcover the E- 
nemies Camp; but had loſt his guide upon the mountains : Curſe on him 
old Argus is here agen, there can be no good Fortune towards me when 
he's at my heels. 

Sir Da. Sir, Sir, Sir, one word with you, Sir / Captain, Captain, 
noble Captain, one word, 1 beſeech you. 

Bean., With me, Friend ? dk 

Sir Da. Yes with you, my no Friend. ; 

Beau. Sir David, my intimate, my Boſom Phyſitian ——_ 

Sir Da. Ah Rogue / damn*d Rogue ! 

Beau, My Confeſſor, my deareſt Friend, I ever had—— 

Sir Da. Dainty Wheadle, here's a Fellow for ye. 

Beau, One that has taught me to be in love with Vertue, and ſhewn 
me the ugly inſide of my Follies. IT 

Sir "Da. Your humble Servant. 

Beau. Is that all? ifyou ate as cold in your Love as you are in your 


Friendſhip, Sir Davy, your Lady has the worſt time- on*t of any one in. 


Cariſtendom. 
Sir Ds, So ſhe has, Sir, when ſhe cannot be free from the inſolent ſo- 


licitations of ſuch Fellows as you are, Sir. 

Bean, . As me, Sir ? why who am 1, good Sir Domine Doddle-pate? 

Sir Da.Soztake notice he threatens me, Ill haye him bound tothe peace 
inſtantly, will you never have remorſe of Conſcience Friend ? have you. 
baniſht all ſhame from your-Soul ? Do you conſider my Name is -Sir 
Davy Dunce ? that 1 have the moſt vertuous Wife living ? Do you con- 
ſider that ? Now how like a Rogue he looks again, what a-bang-dog' 
leer was that ? . » | 

Bean, Your vertuous Wife, - Sir, you are always harping upon that 
ſtring, . Sir Davy. Fa! 

Sir Da. No, *tis you wou'd be harpiog upon that ſtring, Sir, ſee you- - 
this? caſt your eyes upon this, this Letter Sir, did -not you promiſe 
this very day, to abandon all: manner of proceedings of this Nature, 
tending t0.the diſhanovr of m8 and my Eanuly ?. - | | | 

wm. Letter,Sir ? what the devil rye ve Ty opw? Let me ſee, For 
the Lady Diets is is go. ſeranit of rin, 1'l be Sworn by Fove, her 
own hand ! a Dog was I! forly.1p one but ] had play'd. Fool, | 
and ſpoil'd all again ; was there ever ſo Charming a Creature breathing _ | 
 — did your Lady deliver this to your hands, Sir ? | - Sie: 
7 $7 
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Souldiers Fortune. _ 
Sir Da. Ey*n her own ſelf in Perſon, Sir, and bad me tell you, Sir, 
that ſhe has too juſtan eſteem of me; Sir, not to value ſuch a Fellow as 
you areas you deſerve. #60 2 bk : 

| Bean, Very good : (Reads the Letter ) I doubt not but this Letter 
will ſurprize you (in troth, and ſo it does extreamly)) but reflect 
upon the. manner of conveighing it-to your hand as kindly as you can. 

Sir Da. Ay adamn'd Thief to have it thrown into the Chair by a 
Footman. ; 

Beav, (Reads) W ould Sir Davy were but half ſo kind to youas I am. 

Sir Da. Say you ſo, you inſinuating Knave. [Sir Folly Reads, 

Beas, But he I am fſatisfi'd is fo ſeverely jealous, that except you 
contrive ſome way to let me ſee you this evening - I fear all will be 
hopeleſs. _ , 7 

Sir Da. Impudent Traytor, I might have been a Monſter yet before 
I had got my Supper in my Belly, | 

Beaw. In order to which either appear your ſelf, ' or fome body for 
you, half an hour hence in the Piazza, when more may be conſidered 
of, adieu- | 

Sir Da. Thanks to you, noble Sir, with all my heart, you are come 
I ſee accordingly, but as a Friend I am bound in Conſcience to tell the 
buſineſs won't do, the trick-won't paſs, Friend, you may put vp your 
Pipes, and march off; 'Oh Lord! he lye with my Wife, Pughhh, he 


. make Sir Davy Dunce a Cuckald, poor wretch, ha, haz ha. 


Sir Fol. Hiſt, hiſt, hiſt. 
Enter Lady Dunce, and Fourbin g:feuifd. 


Lady D. That's he, there he is! ſucceed, and be rewarded. 

Foxr, Other people may think what they pleaſe; but in my own o- 
pinion, I ama very =_ Fellow new, if my deſign but ſucceed upon 
this old Baboon, I'll be canoniz'd. Sir, Sir, Sir. 

'Sir Da. Friend / with me ? Wou'd you ſpeak with me, Friend ? 

Foxrb.. Sir, my commands were to attend your Worſhip. | 

Sir Jol, Beaugard, Beaugard, hiſt, hiſt, here, here, quickly, hiſt. 

Sir Da. Where do you live Sweet-heart, and who do you belong to ? 

Fourb,/ Sir, I am a ſmall inſtrument of the City, I ſerve the Lord Mayor 
in his Office there. 

Sir Da. How, the Lord Mayor! 

Foxrb. Yes, Sir, who deſires you by all means to do him the Honour 
of your company at ſupper this evening. 

Sir Da, It will be the greateſt honour I ever receiv*d in my Life, 
what my Lord Mayor invite me to ſupper ? Iam his Lordſhips moſt 
humble ſervant. : 

Fowrb. Yes, Sir, if your name be Sir Davy Dwnce, as I have the ho- 
nour to bein = bs, he deſires you moreover to make what haſte 
you can, forthat he'has fome matters of importance to communicate to 
your honour, which may take up ſome time. 44 
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Lady D. 1 hope it will ſucceed. 

Sir Da. Communicate with me, he does me too noble a favour, ll 
fly upon the wings of Ambition to lay my ſelf at his Footitool; My 
Lord Mayor ſ:nds himſelf to invite me to Supper, to confer with me 
too : I ſhall certainly be a great Man. | 

Fourb. What Anſwer will your Worſhip charge me back withal ? 

Sir Da. Let his Lordſhip know that I am amazed, and confounded, 
at his generoſity, and that I am ſo tranſported with the honour he does 
me, that I will not fail to wait on him in the roaſting of an Egg. 

Fourb, 1 am your Worſhips lowly Slave. 

Sir Da. Vermin, go get the Coach ready, get me the Gold Medal too 
and Chain which I took from the Roman Catholick Officer for a Popiſh 
Relick ; PI be fine, PII ſhine and drink Wine that's Divine, My Lord- 
Mayor invite me to Supper ! 

Lady D. My Deareſt, I'm glad to ſee thee return'd in ſafety from the 
bottom of my heart, haſt thou ſeen the Traitor ? 

Sir Da. Seen him? hang him, I have ſeen him, Pox on him, ſeen 
him. 

= D. Well, and what is become of him ? Where is he ? 

Sir Da. Why doſt thou ask me where he is ? what a Pox care [ 
what becomes of him, prithee don't trouble me with thy impertinence, 
| am buſie. "\ 

Lady D. You are not Angry, my Dear, are you ? 

Sir Da. No, but am pleas'd, and that's all one, very much pleavgd 
let me. tell you, but that | am only to ſup with my Lord-Mayor, that's 
all, ndthing elſe in the World, only the buſineſs of the Nation calls 
upon me, that's all, therefore once more 1 ſay don't be troubleſome, 
but ſtand off. 

Lady D. You always think my company troubleſome, you never ſtay 
at home to comfort me, what think you I ſhall do alone by my ſelf all 
this Evening? mopeing in my Chamber, pray my Joy ſtay with me for 
once; I hope he won't take me at my word, [Afrde. 

Sir Da, | fay again and again, Tempter ſtand off, I will not loſe my 
preferment for my pleaſure, honour is towards me, and fleſh and blood 
are my Averſion. | 

Loy D. But how long will you ſtay then ? 

Sir Da. I don't know, may be not an hour, may be all night, as his 
Lordſhip and I think fir, what's that to any body. 

Lady D. You are very cruel to me. 

Sir Da, | can't help it, go, get you in, and paſs away the time with 
your Neighbogr, Pt be. back again before 1 die; in thamean time be 
humble and conformable, go : is the Coach ready ? | 

Verm, Yes, Sir. | | n 

Sir Da. Well, your Servant, what nothing to my Lady Mayorelſs ! 
you have a great deal of Breeding indeed; a great deal, nothing to my 
Lady Mayoreſs ? 

Lady D. My ſervice to her, - you pleaſe. 
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Sir D. Well, Da, Da, the poor fool cries, 0? my conſcience! Adiey, 


do you hear, farewell. [ Exit, 
Lady D. As well as what I love can make mc. 


Enter Six Jolly. 


Sir Fol. Madam, is he gone ? 

Lady D. 1n poſt haſte, I aſſure. 

Sir Fol. In troth and joy go with him. ; 

Lady D. Do you then, Sr Folly, conduCt the Captain hither, whilſt 
I go and diſpoſe of the Family, that we may be private. CEx. 


Enter Sir Davy. 


Sir D, Troth I had forgot my Medal and Chain, quite and clean 
forgot my Relique, 1 was forced to come. up theſe back ſtairs, for 
fear of meeting my Wife again, it is the troubleſonſt loving Fool, 1 : 
mult into my Cloſer, and write a ſhort Letter too, ?tis Poſt night, 1 
had forgot that; well, I would not have my Wife catch me for a 
Guinny. - [ Exit. 


Enter Beavgard and Lady D. 


Beau, Are youcertain, Madam, no body is this way ? I fancy as we 
enter*d I ſaw the glimpſe of ſomething more than ordinary. ..-; «<,, 

Lady D. 1s it your care of me? or your perſonal fears, that make you 
ſo ſuſpicious ? whereabouts was the Apparition ? 

Bean. There, there, juſt at the very door. 

' Lady D. Fie for ſhame, that's Sir Davy's Cloſet, and he I am ſatis- 
fd is far enough off by this time. Pm ſure I heard the Coach drive 
him away. But to convince you, you ſhall ſee now ;, Sir Davy, Sir Davy, 
Sir Davy, [knocking at the Cloſet door} look you there, you a Captain, 
and afraid of a ſhadow, come Sir, ſhall we call for the Cards * 

Beau, And what ſhall we play for, pretty One ? 
Lady D. E*en what you think Beſt, Sir. 
. Beau. Silver Killes, or Golden joyes ! come let us make Stakes a * 
ttle. | 


Enter Sir Folly. 


Sir Folly. Ah Rogue, ah Rogue: are youthere ? have I caught you 
in Faith, now, now, now ! 

Lady D. And who ſhall keep them ? 

Zeax. You, till S:r Davy returns from Supper. 

Lady D. That may ay Av enough, for our Engine Fourbin has Or- 
ders not to give him over ſuddenly, I aſſure you. | 

Bean, And is't to your ſelf then I'm oblig'd for this blaſt opportape 
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ty ? Let us improve it to Love's beſt advantage. 

Sir Folly; Ah, h, h, h! Ab, h,b, b,b! 

Beau, Let's vow eternal, and raiſe our thoughts to expeRation of 


immortal pleaſures, in one anothers eyes let's read our jo s, till weve 
no longer power 0're our deſires, drunk with this diſſolving, oh !—— 


Enter Sir Davy from his Cloſer, 


Lady D. Ah! [ Squeaks. 
Beau, By this light the Cackold, Prefto, nay then Hallo. 
{Gets up and runs away, 
Sir Da. Oh Lord, a Man! a Man in my Wife's Chamber ; Murder, 
Murder, Thieves, Thieves, .ſhut up my Doors! Madam! Madam ? 
Madam ! . | 


Enter Sir Jolly. 


Sir Fol. Ay, Ay, Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Murder, where Neigh- 
bour, where, - where ? 

Lady D. Pierce, pierce this wretched Heart, \ Catches up Beaugard”s 
hard to the Hilts, dye this in deepeſt crimſon / ſword which he hadleft 
of my Blood, ſpare not a miſerable Womans > behind him in the hurry, 
Life, whom Heayv*n deſign'd to be the unhappy Y «rd preſents it to Sir 
objeC&t of the moſt horrid uſage Man ere atted. © Davy. 

Sir Da. What in the name of Satan does ſhe mean now ? 

Lady D. Curſe on my fatal beauty ! blaſted ever be theſe two baneful 
eyes that could inſpire a barbarous Villain to attempt ſuch crimes as all 
my bloods too little to atone for : Nay, you ſhall hear me. — 

Sir Da. Hear you, Madam? No, | have ſeen too much, I thank you 
heartily, hear you Quotha {/—— 

Lady D. Yes, and before I die tool be juſtifid. 

Sir Fol. Juſtifi'd; oh Lord, juſtif*d. 

Lady D. Notice being given me of your return, I came with ſpeed 
to this unhappy place, where I have oft been bleſt with your Embraces, 
when from behind the Arras out ſtarts Beaugard, how he came there 
heav*n knows. 

Sir Da. Vll have him hang*d for Burglary, he has token my Houſe, 
and broke the Peace npon my Wite, very good ! 

Lady D. Straight in his Arms he graſpt me faſt, with much ado 1 
plung'd and got my freedom, ran to your Cloſet door, knockt and im- 
plor'd your aid, calPd on your name, but all in vain—— 

Sir Da. Hah! 

Lady D._ Soon again he ſeiz'd me, ſtopt my mouth, and with a Con- 
querors fury ; 

ir Da. Oh Lord! oh Lord ! no more, no more, I beſeech thee, I 
ſhall'grow mad, *and very mad, 11 plough up Rocks and Adamantine 
Iron bars, Il crack the frame of Nature, fally out like Tamberlain 
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vpon the Trojan Horſe, and drive the Pigmies all like Geeſe before me ; 
Oh Lord, ſtop her mouth! well! and how? and what then! ſtopt thy 
mouth! well! hah! | 

Lady D, No, though unfortunate, I ſtill am innocent, his curſed pur- 
poſe could not be accompliſht, but who will live fo injur'd? No, 
1'11 die to be reveng?d on my ſelf, I ne*r 
can hope that 1 may ſee his ſtreaming > Offers to run upon the Sword, 
gore : and thus I let out my own. —_—— 

Sir Da, Ha! what wouldſt thou do my love, prithee don't break my 
heart? If thou wilt kill, kill mez 1 know thou art innocent, I ſee 
thou art ; though I had rather be a Cuckold a thouſand times than #4 
loſe thee, poor Love, poor Dearee, poor Baby. 

CWeeps.. 


Sir Fol. Alack a day 

Lady D. Ah me ! M 

Sir D. Ah, prithee be comforted now, pritkite do, why 111 love 
thee the better for this, for all this Mun, why ſhouldſt be troubled for 
anothers ill doings ! I know it was no fault of thine. 

Sir Fol. No, no more it was not, I dare ſwear. 

Sir Da. See, ſee my neighbour weeps too, he's troubled to ſee thee 
thus. 

Lady D. Oh, but revenge! - 

Sir Da. Why thou ſhalt have revenge, V1 have him murder'd, I'll 
have his throat cut before to morrow morning, -Child ; riſe now, pri- 
thee riſe, 

Sir Fol. Ay, do Madam, and ſmile upon Sir Davy. 

Lady D, But will you love me then as well as ©&re you did? 

Sir Da- Ay, and the longeſt day 1 live too. 

Lady D. And ſhall I have Juſtice done me on that prodigious Mon- 
ſter ? 

Sir Da, Why, he ſhall be Crows-meat by .to morrow night, 1 tell 
thee he ſhall be Crows-meat by midnight, Chicken. 

Lady D. Then 1 will live, {ince ſo *tis ſomething pleaſant, 

When I in peace may lead a happy Life, 
With ſuch a Husband 

Sir Da. I with ſuch a Wife. 


<D_— 


@EET:.ILV- 
SCENE The Tavern. 


Exter Beaugard, Courtine, aud Drawer. _ 


Draw. NT IT Elcome Gentlemen, very. welcome Sir, will you pleaſe . 
to walk up one pair of ſtairs? 
Beau, Get the great Room ready- preſently, carry up too a good ſoo 
| bo 
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of Bottles before-hand, with Ice to cool our Wine, and Water to re- 
freſh our Glaſles. ; == 

Draw, It ſhall be done, Sir ; Coming, coming there,Coming : ſpeak up 
in the Dolphin ſome-body. 

Bean, Ah Comurtine, mult we be always idle! muſt we never ſee our 
glorious days again ! when ſhall we be rowling in the Lands of ' Milk 
and Honey ; incampt in large luxuriant Vineyards, where the loaded 
Vines Cluſter about our Tents, drink the rich Juice, juſt preſt from 
the plump Grape, feeding on all the fragrant golden Fruit that grow 
in fertil Climes, and ripen'd by the earlieſt vigour of the Sun ? 

Court, Ah Beaugard! T hoſe days have been, but now we muſt re- 
ſolve to content our ſelves at an humble rate - methinks it- is not un- 


pleaſant to conſider hgyy I have ſeen thee in a large Pavillion ; drown- 
10g the heat of Do Campagne Wines, ſparkling ſweet as thoſe 


charming Beauti ſe dear remembrance. every Glaſs recorded, 
with half a dozen honeſt Fellows more, Friends Beaugard, faithful hear- 
ty Fricnds,things as har&tp meet with as preferment'here: Fellows that 
would ſpeak truth boldly, and were proud orr, 'that-ſoorn'd flattery,, 
loy'd honeſty ; for *twas their-pottion, and never yetlearn'd the/Frade 
of eaſe and lyipg, but now | 
Beau. Ay, now we are at home in our natural Hives, and ſleep like 
Drones ; but there's a Gentleman on the other ſide the Water,that may 
make work for us all one'day. i ” {57 © 041 a2 9 "Ii 
Court, But in the'mean, while——= // is 02h 1 0? [1 
Beau. In the mean while patience, 'Courti#; 'that is'theZnrgih man's 
Vertue : Go to the man that ows you money, and tell hitn you arerie- 
ccſſitated, his anſwer ſhall be, a little patience, I beſeech hou, Sir : AsK 
a Cowardly Raſcal fatisfattion for -a ſordid injury done you, -he ſhall 
cry, alas a day, Sir, youare the ſtrangeſt-Man-living; you wort have 
patience to hear one ſpeak - Complain toa great Man that 'you want 
preferment, that you have forſaken conſiderable advantages' abroad, iti 
obedience to- publick Edits, all you ſhall ger of hiny, is this, you mult 
have patience, Sir. | 
Court, But will patience feed me, or cloath me, or keep me clean? 
Court, Prithee-no more hints of Poverty : tis ſcandalous, %Death- 1 
wou'd as ſoon chuſe to hear a Souldier brag'as complain, doſt thou want 
any Money ? | | | T (1003004) 
Conrt, True indeed, I want no neceſlaries to: keep me alive ; but I 
do not enjoy my. ſelf with that freedom I wow'd do, there is no more 
pleaſure in living at ſtint, then there is in living alone. I wou'd have 
it in .my power (when he needed me) to,ſerve and aſliſt my.Friend, 1 
- would to. my Ability: deal handſomely too'by the Womar that pleaſed 
- me. 97 1987 Cott C3 53143 lis 400 oat {nol enullt DI 
Beau, Oh fy for ſhame ! you wou'd bs a Whoremaſter, Friend; 'zo, 
go, Pll haveno more to do with you. no ve W +a IN 
Court, | wou'd not be forced neither at any time to avoida Gentle: 
man that had obliged me, for want.of Mqney to-payi him! a debt con- 
: | 4, 10% "trated 


« 


-« 
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tracted in our old acquaintance, it turns my Stomach to wheadle 
with the Rogue 1 ſcorn when he uſes me Scurvily, becauſe he has my 
Name in his Shop-Book. 

Beau, As for example, to endure the familiarities of a Rogue, that 
ſhall cock his greaſie Hat in my Face, when he duns me, and at the 
ſame time vail it- to an overgrown Deputy of the Ward,though a frow- 
zy Fellmonger. 

.Court, To be forced to concur with his Non-ſence too, and laugh at 
his Pariſh Jeſts. 

Beau. To uſe reſpects and ceremonies to the Milch-Cow his Wife, 
and praiſe her pretty Children, though they ſtink of their Mother, 
and. are uglier than the iſſue. of a Baboon, yet.all this. muſt be endy- 
red, * pal 6 F" 

Court, Mult it, Beaugard ? *%, | 

Beau. And ſince ?tis-ſo, let's think of a Bottle. dy 

Conrt, With all my Heart, for railing and drmiking do much bet- 
ter together then by ghemſelves-;; a -private room, a truſty Friend or 
two; good*: Wane: and bold Eruths, . are my. happinefs ; but where's 
our:dear:Friendand intimate;:S;r; Folly, thisEvening, ? 

Beau, To deal like a friend Conrtize, I.parted with him but juſt 
now, he's gone tocontrive me amecting if poſlible this Night with the 
Woman my,ſoul is moſt fond of :: I was this Evening jult entering upon 
the Pallace of all Joy, when I met with ſo damnable a diſappointment: 
——in ſhort, that, Plague to all Well meaning Women, /;the/ Husband, 
came unſeaſansbly,: andrforc'tapoor Lover to his Heels, that way fair- 
ly making his progreſs another-way Comnrtene,' the Story thou ſhalt hear 
more at large hereafter. | 

Court. A Plague on him, ,why did?*ſt thou not Murder the preſump- 
tuous Cuckold ? ſawcy'intruding Clown ?: to dare to diſturb a Gentle- 
mans privacies, I would havebeaten him into Sence of his tranſgreſli- 
on; injoy*d-his Wife before his/Face, and a taught the Dog his Duty. 

| Beau, Look you Courtine, -you think you are dealing with the Land- 
lord of your Winter Quarters in Al/atia now ? friend, friend, there 
is a-difference between a freeborn Engliſh Cuckold, and a ſneaking 
Wittal of a Conquered Province. 

Court, Oh by all means! there ought to be a difference obſerved 
between your arbitrary Whoring, and your limited Fornication. 

Beau, And but reaſon: 'for though we may make bold with ano- 
ther mans Wafe in a friendly' way : yet nothing upon compulſion, Dear 
heart, v2 4 | 

Comrt. ' And now, Sr Folly, 1 hope is to be the Inſtrument of ſome 
immortal Plot, fofvie contrivance for the good of the body, and. the 
old fellows ſoul, Beawgard, for all Cuckolds go to Heaven, that's moſt 
cetain;:- 7 - Rangoon V7 * £3 | | 

Beau, Sir Jolly - Why on my Conſcience he thinks 4t:as much his un- 
doubted Right: rex be Pimp- Maſter-General to London and Argdleſer, 
as the Eſtate he poſleſſes is, by my conſent his worſhip ſhould e'en have 
2 Patent for it. | ' Court, 


FE #F 
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Court. Heis certainly the fitteſt for the imployment in Chriſtendom ; 

he knows more Families by their Names and Titles, than all the 

Bellmen within and without the walls. - 7 

Fean, Nay, he keeps a Catalogue of the' choiceſt Beauties about 
Town, illuſtrated with a particulzr account of their Age, Shape, pro- 
portion, colour of Hair and Eyes, degrees of Complexion, -Gunpow- 
der Spots and Moles. 

Court, 1 wiſh the old Pander were bound to ſatisfy my experience 
what marks of good nature my Sy/vr4 has about her. [Enter Sir Jolly. 

Sir Folly, My Captains! my Sons of Mars, and Imps of Yenus ! well 
encountred, what ſhall we have a ſparkling Bottle or two, and uſe 
Fortune like a-Jade ? Beangard you are a Rogue, you are a Dog, [1 
hate you, get you gong, £0. 

Beau, But Sir Foll, what news from Paradiſe, Sir Folly ? Is there a- 
ny hopes I ſhall co ere to Night? 

Sir Folly. May be there is, may be there is not; 1 ſay let us have 2 
Bottle, and I will ſay nothing elſe without a Bottle, after a Glaſs or 
two my Heart may open. 

Court, Why then we will have a Bottle, Sir Folly. 

Sir Folly, Will? we*ll have dozens, and drink tilt we*re wiſe, and 
ſpeak well of no body, ?till weare lewder than midnight-whores, and 
out-rail disbanded Officers. 

Beau, Only one thing more, my noble Knight, and then we are en- 
tirely at thy diſpoſal. 

Sir. Folly. Well, and what's that ? what's the buſineſs ? 

Bean. This Friend of mine here ſtands in need of thy Aſſiſtance, he?s 
damnably in Love, Sir Folly. 

Sir Folly. In Love, is heſo! in Love! ?ods my Life / is ſhe! what?s 
her Name ? where does ſhe live? I warrant you I know her, ſhe's in 
my Table-Book P11 warrant you: Virgin, Wife, or Widdow ! 


Pulls out a T able- Book, 


Court, In troth, Sir Folly, that's ſomething a difficult queſtion ; but as 
Virgins go now, ſhe may paſs for one of them. 

Sir Jolly, Virgin, very good : let me ſee; Virgin, Virgin, Virgio, 
oh here are the Virgins, truly I meet with the feweſt of this ſort of 
any, well, and thefirſt Letter of her Name now ! for a wager I gueſs 


ker. 
Court, Then you muſt know, Sir Folly, that I love my Love with 


an S. 
Sir Folly. $.$. S. Oh here are the Eſles, let me conſider now-—Sappho. 
Court, No, Sir. 
* Sir Folly, Selinda, 
Court, Neither. 
Str Folly. Sophronia. 
Court, You muſt gueſs again, I aſſure you. . 
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Sir Folly, Silvia, x 

Court. Ay, ay, Sir Jolly, that's the fatal name, Sylvia, the fair, the 
witty, the il}-natured, do you know her, my Friend ? 

Sir. Folly. Know her ? why ſhe is my Daughter, and I have adopted 
her theſe ſeven years : Sylvia, let me look ; Light Brown Hair, her 
Face Oval and Roman, quick ſparkling- Eyes, plump pregnant Ruby 
Lips, with a Mole on her Breaſt, and the perfect likeneſs of a Heart- 
Cherry on her left Knce , Ah Villain Ah fly Cap ! have caught you; 
are: you there i faith ? well, and what ſays ſhe ? is ſhe coming ? do 
her Eyes betray her ? does her Heart beat, and her Bubbtes riſe, when 
you talk to her, hah ? 

Bean. Look you, Sir Folly, all things conſidered, it may make a ſhift 
to come to a Marriage in time 


Sir Folly. Plt have nothing to doin it, I "Ae ſeen in the buſi. 


neſs of Matrimony ; make me a Match-maker ? hy Marriage Bro- 
ker, Sir 1 ſcorn, I know better things ; look you Friend, to carry her 
a Letter from you or ſo, upon good Terms, though it be in a Church 
ll deliver it, or when the bulineſs is come to an iſſue, if I may 
bring you handſomely together, and ſo forth ; I'll ſerve thee with all 
my Soul ; and thank thee into the Bargain : thank thee heartily, dear 
Rogue, I will you little Cock ſparrow, faith and troth I will ; but 
no Matrimony, Friend, I'll have nothing to do with Matrimony ; tis 
a damn'd invention, worſe than a Monopoly, and a deſtroyer of civil 
correſpondence. | 


Enter Drawer. 


Drawer. Gentlemen, your room is ready, your Wine and Ice upon the 
Table, will your Honours pleaſe to walk in ? 

Sir Folly. Ay, Wine, Wine, give us Wine, a pox on Matrimony, Ma- 
trimony in the Devils name. 

Court. But if an honeſt Harlot or two chance to enquire for us, 
Friend. 

Sir Folly. Right, Sirrah, if Whores come never ſo many, give em re- 
verence, and reception, but nothing elſe, let nothing but Whores and 
Bottles come near us, as you tender your Ears. 

| [They go within the Scene, where is diſcover?d Table and Bottles, 


Beau, Why there*s,there's the Land of Canaan now in little, hark you, 
Drawer, Dog, ſhut, ſhut the door, Sirrah, do you hear ? ſhut it ſo cloſe 
that neither cares nor neceſſities may peep in upon us. 


[Enter Sir Davy, Fourbin and Bloody Bones, Drawer.) 


Fourb, Bloody-bones be you ſure to behave your felf handſomely, ahd 
_ py profeſſion, ſhew your ſelf a Cut-Throat of parts, and we'll 
cece him. 


Bloody- 
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Blood, My Lady fays, We: muſt be expeditious, Ss has givin 
notion $9; the Capt. By chivaime, fo that nothing & hs but the 
management of this oyer-grown Gull to make vs HeCtors at large, and 
keep the Whore Fortune. under.” Y 

awey, Welcome Gentlemen, very welcome Sir, wilt pleaſe you 
to _ into a Room ?. or ſhall I wait. opon your Honours pleaſure 
here 

Sir Da. Sweet heart let us be private, and bring us Wine hither, 
ſo } | [ſts down, 
From this moment, War; . War; and mortal dudgeon againſt that 
Enemy of my Honour, .and Thief of my good Name called Beangard. 
You can cut/a' Throat upon occaſion, you, ſaid Friend? 

Fourbin. Sir cutting, of Throats is my Hereditary vocation, my Fa- 
ther was hang'd for, eatting of Thiroats before me, and my Mother 
for cutting 'of Purſes., | 

Sir Da.-No more to be ſaid, my Courage is mounted like a little 
French-man upon a great Horſe ; and ll have him myjder'd. 

Fourbin. Sir, Murder'd you'fay, Sir ? 

Sir Da. Ay Murder'd/l fay Sir, his Face flay'd off, and naild to 
a polt in; great Hall in the Couatrey, _ all the other Tro- 
phies of wild $ _— our Family fince the Conqueſt : there's 
never 4 Whore-Maſters*head there: yet, _ 

Foxrbin, Sir for that let me recommend this worthy Friend of . mine 
to your Service, he's an induſtrious Gentleman, and one that will de- 
ſerve your Favour, ' 

Sir Da. He looks but Day ruggedly though methinks. 

Fourbin, But Sir his Parts will attone for bis Perſon : forms and 
faſhions are- the leaſt of his ſtudy : he affefts a ſort of Philoſophical 
nBligence indeed, but Sir make trial of him, and yowl find him a Per- 
ſon fix for, the work-of this World. 

Si Da. What trade are you, Friend? 

Blood, No trade at all Friend, I profeſs Murder : Raſcally Butchers 
make a'Trade on*r, *tis a 'Gentlemans Divertiſement. 

Sir Da. Do you profeſs Murder ? ; 

: Blood, Yes'Sir, "cis my Livelyhood : I keep a Wife and ſix Children 

y It. | 
Sir Da. Then Sir, here's to you with all- my Heart ; wou'd 1 had 
done with -theſe Fellows. | 

Fourb, Well 'Sirz if you have any Service for us, I defire we may re- 
ceive your Gold and your. Ioſtructions ſo. ſoon as is pollible. 

Sir Da.''Soft' and fair 'Syeetheart, | love to ſee a little how I lay 
-_ Moiiey : have you very good trading now a days in your way, 

riend ?_ 7 24 

Blood. In peaceable times a man may eat aud drink comfortably upon'r, 
| : prizate flvtder done handſomely is. worth- Maney : bur now that 

the' Nation's unſetled, there are ſo many general undertakers : that 
"tis growti/ almoſt a Monopoly, you may -_ a man-Murder'd ny” 
OY . or 


ay” 


© Sir Dac- Pray vi 
mot Noble Sir? 


Sir Da. Oh Lord Sir / my' hymble Service to you agata. 
Fourbin. He tells you Sir but the naked Truth, 
Sir Folly. I doubt it not in the leaſt, moſt worthy Sir : theſe arede- 
viliſh fellows Ill warrant em. ; L4þe. 
Fouyb. War Friend, and ſhining Honour has bin our Province, till 
ruſty peace reduced us to this baſe obſcurity, Ah Bloody Hoes! Ah 
when thou and 1 commanded 'that Party at the Siege of —_— 
where in the Face of the Army we took "the impenet balf 
Moon » : 
Blood. Half Moon Sir ! by your Favour *twas a whole Moon. 
For#bin, 'Brother thou art in 'the right, *twas a full Moon,:.and. fuch 
a Moon Sir F-—— v8 TI 
Sir Da, | doubt it not in theleafſt Gentlemen, but-in the meap while 
to. our baſineſs. 1 p; | 
Foarbin, With all my Heart, ſoſoon as you pleaſe. - 
Sir Da. Da you know this Beaugard, he's a deviliſh fellow 1-can tel 


- 


you bur rhar, res a'Captait:. 

Falwhin, Bas he a Heart thitk you 'Sir'?-? | 3 arrendA,, 

$ir.'Da. Oh like a Lyon! ke fears neither Got, Man, nor Devil. 

Blood Pl bring it you for your Breakfaft to Morrow, did:you never 
eat a Mans Heart Sir ? | o 

Sir Da. Eat a Many Heart Friend! | 

Fourb. Ah, Ay, a Mans Heart'Sir, it makes.abſolutely the-belt Rag- 
gouſt in the World." 1 'have'taren foity-of *tm/'in-'my 4lme without 
Bread. 07 304 of3 vo we 
Sir Dav. Oh Lord ! a Mans Heart / my-hymble ſerviee-tayou Both, 
Gentlemen. 6.4; 

Blood. \W by your Algerine Pirates cat-nothing, elſe at Sea, thry;have 
them always potted -up like, Veniſon, your well-grown. :Dutchmans 
Heart takes ,an excellent Diſh with Oyt'iand :Pepper. [7 - 

Sir Dav.: "Oh Lord? oh Lord! Friend, [Friend 'a word with you; 
how much mnſt yon-and your Companion have'to do*this buſineſs ? 

Fourb,. What, and bring you the 'Heart home to your hopſe # 

Sir Dav, No, no, keeping the Heart for your own eating, Ple: be 
rid of *em as ſoon as; poſſible 1 can. } $14 "11 Lad 

.Fourb. You ſay Sir he's a Gentleman f—— - on» 

Sir' Dav, Ay, ſuch a ſort of Gentlemen as .are abqut this, Town : x 
- the Fellow- has a ty handſome outſide, but || beieye ditzle-or -no 

x Forrb., 


money in his Po: 


. Frarſu: Therefore! weare fike to herexfic honour tv receive the thore 
from your Workhi wo Þ Av 
' Aldod.' For fo mans bounty : 1 @ to have wy 


my pare't 
bargain perform*d, and PI make as good a one as I can. 

ir Dev. Look yot Friend, don't you be angry Friend, don't be 
angry Friend before you have occaſion : you fay you't have 
kt's ſee how much will you haye now ————1 warrant the Devil ang 
all by your good will © | y 

Foxrb. Truly'Sir David, if #&'you fay, the Man muſt be well mut- 
der'd without any remorfe for mercy, betwixt Turk and Jew it is ho- 
neſtly worth/ two hundred ponds. 

Sir: Dav,” Two hundred pounds? Why Vie haye a Phyſitian ſhall kill 
a whole Family for haff" the money. - - 

Blood; 'Dattime Sir; BOW - PR * | 

Sir Dav, Damme_Sir how do megan ? Damme, Sir not to part with 


my money» . <a | 

Blood, Not Part Brother ? - 

Foxrb, Brothet the Wight is ttmproyable; and this muſt not be bora 
withal, NT a eh. BN 

Blood. Haye I for this diſfoly*d-Circeart Charms ? ike toy durance ? 
whilſt fromtheſe firity Legs the well fiPd ufcteſs Ferters dropt away, 
and: left me Maſter of my native freedom? 

Sir Dav. Whit" does” he mean now? ' 

Fowb, Truly Sir Fam ſorry to ſee-it with alt my heart, *tis a diſtra- 
ion that frequently ſeizes him, though I am ſorry it ſhould happen 
ſo unluckily 'at this time. | 

Sir Dav. Diſtrafted fay you! is he fo apt to be diſtrated? 

Fourb, Oh Sir raging mad: we that live by Murder are all fo : 
Guilt will never let us ſleep. I beſeech you -Sir ſtand clear of him, 
he's apt to be very miſchievous at theſe unfortunate hours. 

Blood, Have I been drunk with tender Infants blood ? and ript up 
teeming” Wombs ?  Have-theſe bold- tiands ranſackt the Temples of the 
Gods, - and"ſtab*& the Prieſts before heir Altars? Have I done this ? 
hah ! 

. . Sir Dav. NoSir, not that I know Sir, I would not ſay any ſuch thing 
for all the World Sir,” worthy Gentlemap, | beſeech' you Sir, you 
ſteni to'be a" Eivil perſon : I beſeech you Sir to mitigate hls paſſion, 
Pl! do any thing in the World, you ſhall command my 'whole Eſtate. 

Fourb, Na afterall Sir, if yonhave not a mind ro tave him quite 
murder'd, if a ſwihging' drubbing to bed-rid him, or'ſo,. will ſerve 
your turn, you may have it at a cheaper rate'a great deal. 

Sir-Dav. Truly Sir with all my hearc, for methinks "now I conſider 
matters better, I would not by any means be guilty. of another mans 


> C ; Soba 
Fourb, Why then let me conſider, —to have him 'beaten ſubſtan-' 
tially; 2+ beatiog that" will Fick by hit, will coſt you ——half* the 


, G2 Sir 


* 'Sir Dav,; What, qne hundred pounds-': Sure the Devils inyor; or you 
would not” be ſo unconſcionable. Soi t0\77, 2097 15:0t 
_ Blood, The Devil ! where ?- where, is the Devil ? ſhew me;'I1te1l 
thee Belzebub thou haſt broke thy Covenant, didſt thou not promiſe me 
eternal plenty, . when I reſign*'d my Soulto thy. alluzzmens ? 
© Sir Dav. AhLord? of fob | | 
Blood. Touch me not yet : Pve. yet ten thouſand Murders, to A 
before Pm' thine: withall thoſe ſins Iilcome with fpll damnggion to thy 
Caverns of endleſs pain,: and howl with thee or ever. '.. 7 
Sir Dav, Bleſs us ! what will become of this mortal Body of mine? 
Where am1 ? Is this a houſe ?' doi live ? am'I Fleſh and:Blood ? 
Blood. Fhere, there's the Fiend again ! don't chatter ſo, and grin 
at me, if thou muſt needs have prey, take h take him, . this Temp- 
ter that would bribe me withhining Gold, to fain my hands with new 
iniquity, "Mp | $104 Fob 14nd 1034977 TBES.! CE 

Sir Dav. Stand off, I charge thee Satan, whereſoere thou- art, thou 
haſt no right nor claim to me, PIT have thee bound in” Necromantick 
Charms: Herr you, Friend, has the Gentleman given, his Soul to the 

7 end th Jed! 
.  Fourb, Qnly paus'dit a little: .thativall'!, 7 

Sir Da, Let me beſeech you bjr. to diſpatch, and get-rid of him as 
ſoon as you can. T would gladly drink a Bottle with you Sir,-but I 
hate theDevil's company mortally, as for the hundred pound, here, here 
it is ready, no more words, le ſubmit to. your good nature and 
difcretion. © a7 dy de tw. 

"Fourb. Then Wretch take this and make thy peace with the infernal 
King, he loves, Riches, ſacrifice and be. at reſt. FE 

Blood. ?'Vis done: 111 follow thee, lead on,- nay if thou ſmile, I more 
defy thee; Fee, Fa, Fum. | [Exit, 

Fourk. "Tis very odd this. | 

Sir. Dav, Very odd indeed, I'm glad he's gone though, 4 | 
' Foxrb. Now Sir, if you pleaſe we'll refreſh our ſelves with” a chear- 
ful glaſs, and ſo Chague wn chez, luji———+—1 would fain make the Gull 
drunk a little, to 'put a lictle mettle into him. r iy 

Sir Dav. With all my, heart Sir, but pe more words of the Devil, 
FJ AE. | | | os 42,37 ed 

Fotrb. The DeviPs an Af Sr, and here's a Health-to all thoſe that 
defy Wk DefFlL<.. 1-iwinc fi ov; 7:7 4) ri on 13 40 ' 

Sir Da. With all my, heart, 20g..all. his works too, .-- - 
© Fourb. NaySir, you muſt do me right 1 afſure you.,, 

Sir Dav, Not. ſo full, not ſo full, that's roo -much of all Conſci- 
ence : in troth Friend theſe are fad times, very ſad times : but here's 
OR A nem vi | ) 2721 

Fowb, -Pox ©? the'times, the times'are well enough, ſo long as a/iman 
has, meney.in his Packer. - 6a $4.6 77" dl 

_ Sir. Dav; ?T is true, here I have been bargaining with you about a 
Murder, but never conſider that Idolatry is coming in ſpeed upon: 
the. Nation, pray what Religiog are you of Friend? _. Fourb, 


Fg 


rn DE en this 


is one by this time to-ſethim,' and the 
oy guy rn ſhim, a 
| bart Pac, 1 date 9 Be ncharnabe om + 
11 30 GO. 5 | 283i 
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Cour. gy hr you , "tis ve ry impoden thin bot by this 
time," ſhall Sing wp and 'be'Sober, Sober, whep | 
honeſt Gentlemen are in Taverns top have noneone. .c 2 315 
Sir Da, Oh-Lord, who's there ? * 1-1 © - { Sits up in his Chad: 
Drawer, ' Fbeſecctr Pen, our houſe will JEEP ruig'd: by 
this means:  ,- 
Conr; Damn your houſe, your - Wife and Children, and ul your 
_— you Dog ! 
Fean, Sir, who are you. | [To Sir David. 
Sir Da. Whoam i-Sir 7: what's that to you Sis 2 will you tickle my 
Foot you Rogue ? 
Coxr. 111 tickle your Guts, you Paultroon, preſently. 
Sir Da. Tickle my Guts you Mad- ns PII tickle your Mae, if 
700 do. mnt olf vilns 21 
s Cour. What with that circumci®d Band That graveh! 
m_ of the. Reforthatiow 'Cut 2 INE Pellows aaron =o _ a 
ogue 5 ne 2111 79 
Sir Da. Sirrah you are 4 Whore, enerncdng Bitch-Whote, PIs. aſe 
you like a: V Vhore, Pit kiſs you, you Jade, PlkRavifh you, you Botrock, 
| am a Juſtice of the Peace, Sirrab,: ahd*-vhag's worle:!t nil ot; 
Coxrt, Dam you, Sir, cate abt, ff yourwere'aCooltabie 2nd. all: his 
Wahi; + what, ſuch'a Rogue as you ſang fiduieſt Feldowdto Priſon) and 
countenance Whores in your Juriſdiction for bribery, you Mongrel, 
P11 beat you, Sirrah, PII brain-you;PH morder fon Moon-Caltf. 
Throws the Chairs en him. 
Sir Da. Sir, Sir, , Sit, "Condihivy Wardwd Poke ſtoked, ſtokes, 
murder pil won * AW 22.00 ad. [ Ex. 
Cour, Huzza, Beaugayd)! WY 41, 2x Elter Beaugard, Sir Jolly. 
Fourb, Well Sir, the buboei; i doe; Shave bargain'd to Murder 
you V 1-200 9 
Beax. Murder'd ! whoyzabomnirddchy hab Fourbin ? 
Sir Jol. You are to be rs. Friend, you ſhall be murder' 


Friend ni97\ © 531: * vA -2f 2d Nom ih 
Beau. But how-am-110. be warderd 2 Whots-to da is. 
{ o0L LOH £32d1t ya. t wohrtV7 wt aotert orohH wer 


W Far Kumble vabtyc"Fourbio; Lawithe mancivich your wor- 
ſhips leave. Sir David bares given me this Gold x0 dodyiwanfomrlg.cqc: 
AM, 
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Beau; Sir: David ungbaritable Qur, what teAen Hated Bello 
for being.civil to his Family: -What can this mean, Gentlemen A -. 
_ Sir; Feb} Nb, tis for not being wee” - pm thap it meain 
Gentlemen, therefore are you tobe murder'd Night, and buried 


abed with, myiLady, you; Jack Straw you.- 

Beau. underſtand you Friends,. the QId Gentleman has deign'd to 
bave me Butcher'd, andyou have kindly contrivd'torurn it to my: ad. 
vantage in the affair of Love. | am to be murder'd but as it were 
Gentlemen, hah ! TT 

Fourb. Your Honour has a piercing = Gan Sir, Captain Conr- 
— ans nine. cos as 

& matter; let go, he has a; to. put in praQtice this 
Nighe too, ahd: would: perhaps but: fpait-burs; | _y when, Sir Folly, is 
this: buſineſs; to be brought about ? *. - ; 

Sir Fol. Preſently, *tis more than time*rwere doe already, go, get 
you gone | ſay ; hold, hold, let's ſee your left Ear firſt, humn———— 
ha————you are a Rogue, _ a Rogue, get you gone, get you 
gone, 30: _  L_ 


uc# CE NE changes ta Covent-Garden Piazze, 
. Enter Sylvia and Maid in the Balcony. | 


Maid. But why Madam, will you uſe him ſo inhumanely ? am confi 
dent he-loves.you. _ 

Sylv:.Oh!:- a-true Lover is tobe found.out like-a true Saint by: the 
Trial of his patience : have you the Cords ready ? 

Ho. Here. they are; Madam. 

, Let 'em down, and be ſure when it comes to Trial; - to pull 

with: is Will the Footman ready ? 

W:4.', At your Ladyſkips command, Madam. 

Sylw.” 1 monde: hankbſt4y.o long, the gora_ has ſtruck weve. 

þ F350 ine : Ji 


R Enter Courtine. 


Court, Sings,” Aud mas ſhe not frank, and free, 
And was ſhe not kind to me, 
. TH Þck up her Cat in ber Cupboard, 
Mid gx ve ter key tome, tome © 
To lock ap her Cat in her TL 
Aundtgive ber key to me. 


Sylv. This muſt be he: Ay ?tis he, - andasI am a Virgin coarin 
ak, bat'if 1-find:not a way to make bim ſober | 16 
Court. Here, heres the Window : Ay, that's Hell- doory ada 
damnation in the inſide: Sylvia, _ + OI er 
appeayt0 thy Servant 


F nd Ly 
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yſv. Who calls on _— TS when reſt is Wan 


m—_ Jon 
fhrach can arly Kage ypright, drunk with thy 
Ks — + he falls he --þ | 
lg, Conrtine :is't you 
Pte Ys ook cart; Nils art thou ready for me ? 
Sylv, Faſten your ſelf x0 that. Gord there ; there, there it is. 


Caurt. Card ! where? anions here, here, ſpnew to Heavy = "oY 


Sylv. Have you done & 
. Court. Yes, I have done Child, and why'd fain be doing too, Helly, 
Sylv, Then pull away, hoa up, hoa up, hog uP, , avaſt there. Sir. 
ourt, Madam. 
Sylv, Are you very much in Love, Sir __- 
Court, Oh damnably Child, dampebly. -  - 
Sybe. Pm forry fort: with allmy, {1 good. Night Captain. 
Court. Ha, gone! what Jeft in Erq/mns Paradiſe between Heay'o and 
Hell? If the Conſtable ſhould take- me now for a Rragling Monkey 
huaghy.the Loins, and hunt me with his cry of Watchmen Ah, Wo- 
man, Woman, Woman, well a merfy Life, and a hore, that's all. 


Sings. ap ly > ops" 
hy Our Loves ang Ps all ty 


4 


1 am = mighty loyal to Night, 1, 
Emer Fourbin, and Bloody- bones, as from Sir Dank Ha 


Foxrb. Murder, Monder Murder knlgy help, Martder.”. 
Court, Nay if there be murder & tirring, Bo ne $6tif for 
myfelf,, —_ TI (0 the Baleapy. 
FE nos AU  uyjer, murder, mar 
” er hec NT GO&T, aur der. 
d ; 12410" = - 7 £6 Kt rar her ppm 


4 ns ay Ig, | bi 3.9 
wollt ollul c 
Sir Da. Tis ve Lenny $ "but Mevder B by Metancholly bulines, and 


Nightia: for'ty Ngo haier ir | 15:7 5, Knack 
Verm, Who's there ? vv 


| Sir Dci\Wibefs there; f apen thedgor Fd LT Ji 

Verm, ab ;Sitr., y?are welcome/home z but here 13 the ſaddeft hews 
here has been murder names, , Sir. —_ oy 

. Sw De.: Hqld:yaur Tongne: you/Fool, [and go to lliezps get you. ins 
dvyan hear, yaurtaik of Morder pa Ragee? qagateddle with Staten 
Atiairs {| Get you in. . 3 a | 
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The Scere0 s the middle of the Houſe, and ds conrrSi RIP 
Ee nr oy 

Sir Fol. Lye ſtill, lye ſtill you Knave, aoſs mw when [ big you, you 
had beſt quelt, and ſpoil the ſport,” you'had! 

Beau, Bury pray how lohg muſt 1 lie thus ? 

Lady D:. Il warrat. you, -you'l think the time mighty tedious. 

i 5 wh Sweet Creature, who can counterfeit Death when you are near 
im? 

Sir'Fol. You ſhall Sirrah, if a | _ deſires you a little, ſo you ſhall, 
we ſhall ſpoil all-elſe, all will be ſpoiPd elſe Man,if you do not : Stretch 
out longer, longer yet, as long as ever you can, ſo, ſo, hold your breath, 
hold your breath, very wel). [ Emer Maid, 

Mai. Madam, 'here comes Sir David.” 

Sir Fol.” Odds- ſo;.' iow <loſe apait'as'l told you, cloſe you Devil, 
now ſtir if you dare; ſtir but any pattabout you if you dare now ; odd 
PII hit you ſuch a rap if you do,lye ſtill ly you ſtill. 


[ Enter Sir David. 

Sir Da, My Dear, how doſt thou do, my Dear ? I am come. 

Lady D. Ah Sir | y what is*t y'ave done? Yave ruin*d me, your Fa- 
mily, your Fortune, all is ruin'd, where ſhall we $0, or whither fhall 
we flye ? 

$4 Da. Where ſhall we go, why well goto bed you little Jacka- 
dandy, why you are nota Wench you Rogue, you area Boy, a very 
Boy, andI love you the better for*t, Sirrah, hey: 

Lady D. Ah Sir, ſee there, | \* -- 

Sir Da. Bleſs us, a man! and bloody ! | what upon my Hall Table ! 

Lady D. Two Ruffians brought him in juſt. now, pronouncing the-in- 
hnmane detd was done by your command, Sir Folly came in- the di- 
ſtrafting minute, or ſure | had dy'd with my diſtracting Fears, how could 
you think on a revenge ſo horrid ? 

Sir Da. As 1 hope to be ſay*d Neighbour I-only bargait'd with%em to 
Baſtinado him ind way, or ſo, as one Friend might do to another ; but 
do you ſay that he is dead ? 

Sir Jol. Degd, dead as Clay z, ſtark ſtiff-and uſeleſs all, nothing a- 
bouc him ſtirring, but alls cold and ſtill z I knew him a tuſty fellow once, 
_ avery mettled F ellow, "tisa thouſand pities. : © 

Sir Da. What ſhall Ido? Ill throw my- ſelf:upon him, tif his wide 
wounds, and weep till blind as Buzzard. 

Lady 'D. 'Oh tome; not near bit; there*s-fuch. horrid Ati) y fol- 
lows all murders, his wounds' would ſtream afreſh ſhow'@youb ark 
him. } 28 {3 i 


Sir Da. Dear Neighbour, Dearelt: Neighbour. FrieddgSir. ”.as 
you love Charity Pity my: wretched Caſe, 'abd give me-: 2 Pl} 
give my Wife and all my Eſtate to have him live again,” orſhal} I bury 


him-in the Arbour at the upper end of the Garden. 


Sir 


E 
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Sir Fol. Alas a day Neighbour, never think on't, never thing one 
the dogs will find him there, as they ſcrape holes 'to bury bones in 
there is but one way that I know of. , 
Sir Ds, What is it dear Neighbour, what is it? you ſee I am upon 
my knees to you, take all I have and eaſe me of my fears. 

Sir Fol. Truly the beſt thing that 7 can think of, is putting of him 
to bed, putting him into a warm bed, and try to fetch him to life again, 
a warm bed is the beſt thing in the World,my Lady may do much too, 
wy a good Woman, and as I've been told, underſtands a green wound 
well. 

Sir Da. My dear, my dear, my dear / 

Lady D. Bear me away, oh ſend me hence afar off, where my unhap- 
py name may be a ſtranger ; and this ſad accident no more remember*d 
to my diſhonour. - 

Sir Da. Ah but my Love! my Joy ! are there no bowels in thee ? 

Lady D. What would you have me do ? 

Sir Da. Prithee do ſo much as try thy skill,there may be one drachm 
of life left in him yet,take him up to thy Chamber, put him into thy own 
bed, and try what thou can'ſt do with him ; prithee do, if thou can'lt 
but find motion in him,all may be well yet, Pll go up to my Cloſet in the 
Garret, and ſay my prayers in the mean while. 

D. Will ye then leave this ruine on my hands ? 

Sir Da. Pray, pray my Dear; 7 beſcech you Neighbour help to per- 
ſnade her ifit be poſlible. | 

Sir Fol. Faith Madam do try what you can do, I have a great fancy 
you may do him good : whocan tell but you may have the gift of ſtroak- 
10g pray Madam be perſwaded. | 

Leh D. Pl do whate*r*s your pleaſure. 

Sir Da. That's my beſt Dear : ll go to my Cloſet and pray for thee 
heartily. Alas, alas, that ever this ſhoold happen [Exit, 

Beaug. So, is he gone, Madam, my Angel ! 

Sir Fol. What no thanks, no reward for old Folly now ? Come hither 
Huſſie, you little Canary-Bird,you little Hop o'my thumb, come hither : 
make me a Curt'ſie, and give me a kiſs now, hah ! give me a ki 1 fay, 
odd I will have a kiſs, fo 1 will, I will have a kif6ifI ſet owt; ſhoogh, 
ſhoogh, get you into a corner when I bid you, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, 
what there already ? 


[She goes to Beaugard. 
Well, I ha? done, I ha? done, this *tis to be an old Fellow now. 
Beau, And will you ſave the life of him y*ave wounded ? 
Lady D. Dare you truſt your ſelf to my skill for a Cure ? 
| | [Sir Davy appears at a Window above, 
Sir Jol, Hiſt] hiſt ! cloſe, cloſe, I ſay again, yonder*s Sir Davy, 
odds ſo ! 
Sir Da. My Dear, my dear ? my dear! 
D. Who's that calls? my Love, isc you ? 
Sir Da, Ah ſome comfort, or my heart's broke : is there any hopes 
W H yet ? 
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yet ? Pve try'd to ſay my Prayers and cannot : if he be quite dead, 1 
ſhall never pray again; Neighbour, no hopes? _ _ : 

* Sir Fol. Traly little or none, ſome ſmall pulſe L think there is left, ve- 
ry little, there*s nothing to be done if you *t pray, get you to pray- 
ers whatever you do, get you gone, nay don't ſtay now, ſhut the Win- 
dowl tell you. ; 

Sir Da. Well thisis a great trouble to me, but good night, 
Sir Fol. Good night to you dear Neighbour. 
Get ye up, get ye up, and begone into the [70 Beaugard and Lady D, 
next room, preſently, make haſte : but don'c ſteal away till I come to 
70u, be ſure ye remember, don't ye ſtir till I come; piſh, noge-of this 
owing and fooling, it but loſes time, I'll only bolt the door that be- 
longs to Sir Davy*s Lodgings, that he may be ſafe, and be with you ina 
twinkle, Ah, h, h, h ! ſo now for the door, very well, Friend you are 
faſt. (Bolts the door. 


Sings. Bonney Laſs gan thoo wert mine, 
And twonty thooſand poonds about thee, &c. 


ST VF. 


Courtine bound 0n 4 Couch in Sylvia?s Chamber, 


Cour, Eigho! heigho! ha! where am1? was I drunkor no laſt 

night ? ſomething leaning that way. But where the Devil 
am 1? ſincerely in a Bawdy-Houſe: Fogh ! whata ſmell of fin is here! 
let me look abour, if there be ever a Geneva Bible or a Praftice of Pic- 
ty in the Room, I am ſurel have gueſt right. What's the matter now ! 
ty'd faſt, bound too ! what tricks have I play*d to come into this. con- 
dition / I have lighted into the Territories of ſome merrily diſpos'd 
Chamber-maid or other, and ſhe in a witty fit forſooth hath truſt me up 
thus, has ſhe pinn'd no rags to my tail,or chalkt me upon the back trow ! 
would I had her Miſtreſs here at a venture. 

Sylv . What would you do with her,my enchanted Knight, if you had. 
her ? youare too ſober for her by this time, next time youFetdrunk you 
may perhaps venture to ſcale ber Balcony like a valiant Captain as you 
are, | 
Cour, Haſt thou done this, my dear deſtruftion ? and am I in thy 
Limbo? 1 mult confeſs whem | am in my Beer, my Courage does run 
away with me now and then : but Ier me looſe, and thoy ſhalt fee what a 
gentle humble Animal thou haſt made me. Fie _—_ what tie me up 
like an ungovernable Cur to the frame of a Table,letglet thy poor Dog 
looſe, that he may fawn and make much of thee a little, 

Sylv. What with thoſe Paws which you have been ferxeting Adoor- 


fields 


- 
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| | SI 
fields withal , - and are oe way Tall; after you have been ageling your 
n 
? 


ſelf abroad for prey, and can meet with none, you-come ſneaking hi- 
ther for a cruſt; 4 you : : 

Maid. Shall 1 fetch the Whip and the Bell, Madam ? and flaſh him 
for his rognery ſoundly? - - 

Cour, Indeed, indeed ! do you long to be ferking of man's fleſh, Ma- 
dam Flea-trap ? does the Chaplain of the Family uſe you totheexerciſc, 
that you are ſo ready for-it ? 

yh if you ſhould be tet looſe, and tzken into favour now; you would 
be 


or rambling again ſo-ſoon as you had got your liberty ? \ 
Cour. Dobut try me, and ifever I prove recreant more, let me be 
beaten and ug?d like a Dog in good earneſt. 
Sylv. Promiſe togrant mebut one requeſt, and it ſhall be done. 
(hs. Hear me but ſwear. 
Sylv. That any body = do ten thoufand times a day. 
Cour, Upon the word of a Gentleman, nay as | hope to get Mony in 


my Pocket. 
Sytv. There I believe him Zee; you'l keep your Word you 
ſay! 


ow, If 1 don'r, hang me up in that Wenches old Garters. 
Sylv. See, Sir, you have your freedom. 
Corr. Well now name the price; what muſt Ipay for'c ? 
tv. You know, Sir, confid our ſmall acquaintance, you have 
been pleaſed to talk to me very freely of love matters. 

Cour. } muſt confeſs 1 have been ſomething to blame that way, but 
if ever thon heareſt more of it from my mouth after this nights adven- 
ture, would I were well out of the Houſe / 

Sylv. Have a care of ſwearing, I beſeech you, for you muſt under- 
ſtand, that ſpighs of my teeth, 1 amat laſt fallen in love moſt anmer- 
cifully. 

Oo, And doſt thou imagine I am ſo hard-hearted a Villain as to have 
no compaſſion of thee. 

Sytv, No, No, for I hope he's a man you can bave no exceptions 
againſt, | . 

Rs: Yes, yes, the man is a man, Ill aſſure you, that's one com- 
fort. | | 

Sylv. Who do you think ic may be now, try if youcan gueſs him ? 

Cour. Whoever he is, he's an honeſt fellow Vle warrant him, and 7 
believe will not think himſelf very unhappy neither. 

Sylv. If a Fortune of 5000 Pounds, pleaſant nights, and quiet days 
can make him happy, 1 aſſure yon he may be ſo, but try once to gueſs at 
him, 

Court.. But if 1 ſhould be miſtaken. 

Sytv, Why, who is it you would wiſh me to? 


Tour. You haye 5000 Pound you fay ? 

Sylv, Yes. - 

Corr.' Faith Child, "to deal honeſtly, 7 know well enough who ?cis | 
H 2 | | 


wiſh 
» | 
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wiſh for, but Sweet-heart before | tell you my inclinations, It were but 
reaſonable that | knew yours. 1, 10s 

Sylv. Well Sir, becauſe I am confident you-will tand my friend in, 
the buſineſs, I'll make a diſcovery, and to hold you in fuſpence no lon- 
ger, you muſt know [ havea months-mind to an Arm-full of your dear- 
ly beloved friend and brother Captain, what ſay you to't ? 

Cour, Madam your humble Servant, good buy, that's all. 

Sylv. What thus cruelly leave a Lady that ſo kindly, took you in, in 
your laſt nights pickle into her Lodging, - whither would you rove now, 
my Wanderer ? : ; 

Cour. Faith Madam, you have dealt ſo gallantly in truſting me with 
your paſſion, that 7 cannot ſtay here without telling you, that 7 am 
three times as much in love with an acquaintance of yours, as you can 
be with any friend of mine, : 

Sylv. Not with my waiting Woman 7 hope. Sir. 

Cour, No, but it is with a certain Kinſewoman of thine Child, they 
call her my Lady Dwnce, andI think this is her Houſe too, they ſay ſhe 
will be civil upon a good occaſion, therefore prithee be charitable, and 
ſhew the way to her Chamber a little. 

Sylv. What commit Adultery Captain, fie upon't ! What hazzard 
your ſoul ! : 

Court, No, no, only venture my body a little, that's all; look you, 
yon know the ſecret, and may imagine my deſires, therefore as you 
would have me aſlift your inclinations, pray be civil and help me to 
mine, look you, no demurring upon the matter, ng qualme, but ſhew 
me the way, -or you Huſlie, you ſhall dot, any Bawd will ſerve at pre> 
ſent, for 1 will go. 

Sylv. But you ſhaw?r go, Sir. 

Court. Shan't go, Lady ? 

Sylv. No, ſhan't go, Sir ; did I not tell you when once you had got. 


your liberty, that you would be rambling again. 


Cour, Why Child, wouldſt thou be fo uncharitable to tie up a poor 
Jade to am empty Rack in thy, Stable, when: he knows where to go 
elſewhere and get Provender enough ?. 

Sylv. Any: muſty Provender, I find, will ſerve your turn» ſo you 
have it but cheap, or- at another mans charges. 

Corr, No Child, I had rather my Ox ſhould graze ina Field of my own 
than live hide-bound upon the Common, or run the hazzard of being 
Pounded every day for Treſpalles. 

Sylv. Truly all things conſider'd, tis a great pity ſo good a Huſ- 
band-man as you ſhould want a Farm to cultivate. | 

Cour. Would,ſt thou be but kind, andlet me have a Bargain in 
Tenerent of thine, -to try how it would agree with me. 

Sylv. And would you be contented to take a Leaſe for your Life. 

Cour, So pretty a Lady of the Mannor and a moderate Rent. 

Sylv, Which you'l befure to pay very punctually. 

Cour, If thou doubteſt my honeſty, faith e'en_ take a little earneſt be- 

fare-hand, oy Sylv, 


& 
= 
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Sylv.- Not ſo haſty neither, gopd Tenant ; Jmprimis, You ſhall ob- 
lige your ſelf to a conſtant reſidence, and not by leaving the Houſe un- 
inhabited, let it run to repairs. _ "1 2 EA, 

Cour, Agreed. | | 

Sylv. Item, For your own fake you ſhall promiſe to keep the Eſtate 
well fenc'r, and encloas'd, leſt ſome time or other your Neighbours 
Cattle break in and ſpoil the Crop on the Ground Friend. 

Cour, Very juſt and reaſonable, provided 1 don't find it lie too much 
too Common already. tarts Sed + 

Sylv, Item,” You ſhall enter into ſtrict Covenant, not to take any 0- 
ther Farm upon your hands, without my conſent and approbation, or 
if you do, that then it ſhall be lawful for me to get me another Tenair, 
how and where I think-fit. 

Cour, Faith that's ſomerhing-hard though, let me tell you but that 
Landlady. 

Sylv, Upon theſe terms we'll draw Articles. 

Cour, And when ſhall we Sign *em ? 

Sylv. Why this morning, as ſoon as the ten a Clock Office in Covent- 
garden 1s Open. ; X 

Cour, A bargain, but how will you anſwer your Entertainment 'of 
2 drunken Red coat in your Lodgings at theſe unſeaſonable hours ? 

Sylv, That's a ſecret you will be hereafter obliged to keep for your 
own ſake, and for the Family, your Friend Zeawgard ſhall anſiwer for us 
there. 

Cour. Indeed I fancy'd the Rogue had miſchief in his head, he behay'd 
himſelf ſo ſoberly laf night, has he taken a Farm lately too. | 
Sylv. A treſpaſler, I believe, if the truth were known, upon the Pro- 
render you would fain have been biting at juſt now, 


Enter Maid. 


Maid,- Madam, Madam, have a care of your ſelf, I fe Lights in 
the great Hall, whatever is the Matter, Sir Davy and all the Family are 
up. 
ys | hope they?l come and catch me here : Well, now” you have 
brought me into this condition, what will you do with me, hah! 

Sylv, You won't be contented for a while to be ty*d up like a Jade to 
an empty Rack without Hay, will you ? | 

Cour, Faith en take, me, and put thy mark upon me quickly, that if 
| light in ſtrange hands they may know me for a Sheep of thine. 

Sylv, What by your wanting a Fleece do you mean ? If it muſt he 
ſo, come follow your Shepherds, B a a a. [Extunt. 


Enter Sir Davy and Vermin, 
Sir Da. 1 cannot fleep, 1 ſhal) never ſleep again, [ have pray'd too 


ſo long, that were.l to be hang'd preſently, I have never a IE 
-, teft 
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left to help my felf, 1 was mo fooner layn down upon the Bed juſt now, 
and faln into's fintmber, but methought the Devil 'was carrying me down 
Ludgate-bill a Gallop, fix puny Fiends with flaming Fire-forks ranning 
before him like Link-boys, to throw me headlong into Fleer-dirch; which 
ſ-emed to be turned into a lake of Fire and Brimſtone ; would itwere 
Morning. 

od Truly, Sir, it has been a very difmal might. | 

Sir Da. But didft thou” meet never a white thing vpon the Stairs ? 

Verm, No, Sir, not |, but methoughts I ſaw our great Dog Tonzey, 
with his great Collar on, ſtand at the Cellar-door as I came along the 
old Entry. 

Sir Da. It could never be, Toxuzer has a Chain, had this thing a Chain 
on ? : | ? | 

Verm, No Sir, no Chain; bit it had Towzers eyes for all the 
World. | 

Sir Da, What, ugly great frighrfal eyes ? 

Verm. Ay, Ay, huge ſaucer eyes, but mightily ike Towzers. 

Sir Da. Oh Lord! OhLord ! heark! heark ! | 

Verm, What! what beſeech you, Sir ? | 

Sir Da, What's that upon the ſtairs ? didfſt thou hear nothing ? 
hiſt, heark, pat, pat, pat, keark, heh ! | 

Verm, Hear nothing ! where, Sir. 

Sir Da. Look! Look! what's that ! what's that! in the corner 
there ? 
" Verm, Where ? 

Sir Da. There. Os 

Verm. What upon the Tron Cheſt ? 

Sir Da. No, the long black thing up by the old Clock-caſe, ſee ! ſee! 
now it ſtirs, and is corning this way. 

Verm. Alas Sir, ſpeak to it, you are a Juſtice 0? peace, | beſeech you, 
I dare not ſtay in the Houſe : Pl call the Watch, and tell %:m Hell's 
broke looſe, what ſhall I do? oh! * [Exit. 

Sir Da. Oh Yermin, if thon art atrue Servant have pity 6n thy Ma- 
ſter, and do not forſake- me in this diſtreſſed condition. Satan be gone, 
| defie thee, Ill repent and be fav'd, ll fay my prayers, Pl go to 
Church; help! help ! help ! was there any thing, or no ? in what hole 
ſhall 1 hide my felt? | Exit, 


Enter Sir Jolly, Fonrbin and Bloody-bones. 


Sir Fol, That ſhou'd be Sir Davy*s voice, the waiting Woman indeed 
told me he was afraid and could not fleep, pretty Fellows, 
Fellows both, y*ave done your buſineſs handſomly, what ll warrant 
you have been a Whoring together now, ha ! You do well, you do well, 
| like-you the better for*t, what's a Clock ? 

Four. Near four, Sir, *twill not be day yet theſe two hours. 

Sir Jol. Very well, but how got ye-into the Houſe? 

Fourb, 
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Fourb, A ragged retainer of the Fawily, Yeraiz I thigk they call him, 


let us.in_ as Phyſitians ſent for by your. Order. |. _* " 

Sir Jol, Excellent Rogues! add then t hope all things are ready as 
[ gave- Directions 7 ; | : 

Fourb. To a tittle, Sir, there ſhall not be a more critical Obſerver 
of __ Warſkip's pleaſure than-your humble Servant the Chevalier 
Fourbm. _— HY; WY 

Sir Fol.. Get you gone yeu Rogue, you have a ſharp Noſe, and are a 
nimble Fellow, I have no more to lay to you, ſtand alt, and be ready 
when I call, here he comes, hiſt, hem, hem, hem. | 


Enter Sir Davy. 


Sir De.. Hah! what, art thou? approach:thou. like the rugged Bank- 
ſide Bear, the Eaſt-cheap-Bull, or Monſter ſhewn in Fair, takg any ſhape 
but that, and Þll confront thee. | 's 

Sir Fol, Alas unhappy. Man! I amthy Frieng. 

Sir Da. Thou can'lt not be my. Friend, for 1 defy thee.. Sir Folly ! 
Neighbour hah! is it you ? are you ſure it is you? are you your felf ? 
if you be, give me your hand. Alas a day 1 ha' ſeen the Devil 

Sir Fol. The Devil, Neighbour !.- '- - - - 

Sir Da. Ay, Ay, there's no hclp fort, at firſt.I fancy'd it. was a 
roung white Bears Cub. dancing in. the ſhadqw of ray Candle, then it 
was turn'd to a pair of blew Breeches ith waoden is $,90,. tampt a- 
bout the Room as if all the Cripples iy 1owpn had kent their Rendezvous 
there, when all of a ſudden it,appear'd like a lcathern Serpent, aud with 
2 dreadful clap of Thunder flew out of the Window.  _. 

Sir Jot. Thunder ! Why I heard no Thunder. 

Sir Da, That may be too, what were yau- alleep ? 

Sir Fol. Aſlcepquotha, no, no, nalleeping this Night for me 1 aſſure 
ou.. - . deeds 45 -k 

Sir Da, Well what is the beſt news then ? How does the Man ? 

Sir Jol, E*en as he did before he was barn, nothing ar. all, he's 
Dead. 

Sir Da. Dead! what quite dead! 

Sir Jol. As good as dead, if not quite dead, *twas & horrid Murder, 
and then the terrour of Conſcience, Neighbour. 

Sir Da. And truly 1 havea very terrift'd one, Friend, though I never 
found 1 had any Conſcience at all till now. Pray whercabout was his 
death*'s wound ? 

Sir Jol. Juſt here, juſt under his left Pap, a dreadful gaſh. 

Sir Da, So very wide? 


Sir Fol, Oh,as wide as my Hat, you might bave ſeen his Lungs, Liver, 
and Heart, as perfe&tly, as if you had been in his Belly. 

Sir Da, ls there no way to have him privately Buried, and conceal 
this Murder ? muſt 1 needs be hang'd by the neck like a Dog, Neighbour? 
dol look as if 1 would be hang'd ? 


Str 
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© Sir Fol. Triily, Sir Davy, 1 muſt deat faithfully with you, you' do 
look a little ſuſpiciouſly at preſent; -but have, you: ſeen! the” Devil, 
ſay-you ? 4 al $6 hs | Keen | 

54 Da. Ay ſurely, it was the Devil, nothing elſe could have fright- 
ed me ſo. | TRE | 

Sir Fol. Bleſs us, and guard us all the Angels, what's that ? 

Sir Da. Poteſtati ſempiterne cujus benevo- } Kneels holding up his hand!, 
lentia ſervantur gentes, & tujus mſericordia. F and mut*ring as if he pray'd, 

Sir Fol. Neighbour, where are you, Friend, Sir Davy ? 

Sir Da. Ah, what ever you' do, be ſure to ſtand cloſe to me, where, 
where is it? | 

Sir Fol. Juſt, juſt there, in the ſhape of a Coach and ſix Horſes againſt 
the wall. | | 

Sir Da. Deliver us all, he won't carry me away in that Coach and 
ſix, will he? © 

Sir Fol, Doyou ſee it ? 

Sir Da. See it! plain, plain, dear friend adviſe me what I ſhall do? 
Sir Folly, Sir Folly,” do you hear nothing ? Sir Folly Hah ! has heleft me 
alone YVermim. * n 

Vermin, Sir. me | 

Sir Da. Am I alive ? doſt thou know me again? AmlI thy Quondam 
Maſter, Sir Davy Dunce ? 

Verm. 1 hope I ſhall never forget you, Sir. 

Sir Da. , Didſt thou ſee nothing ? 

Verm, Yes, Sir, methought the Houſe was all o? fire as it were. 

Sir Da. 'Did'ſt thou not ſee how the Devils grin'd and gnaſht their 
teeth at me, YVermen. As. 

Verm, Alaſs, Sir, 1 was afraid one of *em would have bit off my Noſe, 
as he vaniſht out of the door. _ 

Sir Da. Lead meaway, Pllgo to my Wife, P11 die by my own dear 
Wife; run away to the Temple and call Councellor my Lawyer, 1\1 
make over my Eſtate preſently, I ſhan't live till Noon; Ill give all 1 have 
to my Wife, Hah Yermn ! 

Verm, Truly, Sir, ſhe's a very good Lady. 

Ser Da. Ah much, much too good for me, Yermin, thou canſt not 
imagine what ſhe has done for me Man, ſhe would break her heart if | 
ſhould give any thing away from her, ſhe loves me ſo dearly. Yet if 1 do 
die, thou ſhalt have all my old Shoes. 

Verm, I hope toſee you live many a fair day yet though. 

' Sir Da. Ah, my Wite, my poor Wife, lead me to my poor VVife. 


[ Exeunt. 


Scene draws and diſcovers Sir Jolly, Beaugard. and Lad: 
- TY hoard] wy F 


#7 


Lady D. What think you now of a cold wet March over the 
Mountains, your men tir*d, your Baggage not come-vp, but at night a 
dirty 
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dirty watry-Plain-to Engamp-upon, and nothing to ſhelter you, but an 
old: Leager .Cloak.as tattgg'd; as. your Colours ? is not this much better 
now than lying wet and getting the Sciattica ? - | 

Beaug. The hopes of this made all Fatigue eaſfie to me, the thoughts 
of Clarmda have a thouſand times refreſht me in my ſolitude, when e're 
[ Marcht, I fancy*d ſtill it was to my-Clarinda! when [1 fought, I ima- 

in'd it was for my Clarinda ;, but when [ came home, and found Clarinda 
Faſt how could youthink of waſting but a night in the rank 
ſurfeiting arms of this foul feeding Monſter ; this rotten trunck of a 
Man, that lays claim to you. _ 

Lady D. The perſwaſion of Friends, and the Authority of Parents ! 

Beaug, And had you no more Grace, than to be ruPd by a Father and 
Mother ? 

Lady D. Whea you. were gone, that ſhould have given me better 
Counſel, how could I help my ſelt ? 

Beaug, Methinks then you might have found out ſome cleanlier ſhifc 
to have thrown away your ſelf upon, than nauſeous old age, and un- 
wholſome deformity. 

Lady D. What upon ſome overgrown full fed Country Fool, with a 
Horſe Face, a great ugly Head, and a great fine Eſtate, one that ſhould 
have been drain'd and fqueez'd, and jolted up and down the Town in 
Hacknies with Cheats and HeCtors, and ſo ſent home at three o? Clock 
every Morning like a lolling Booby, ſtinking, with a belly full of ſtumm'd 
Wine, and nothing in's Pockets. 

Beaug. You might have made a traCtable Beaſt of ſuch a one, he would 
have been young enough for Training 

Lady D. Is youth then ſo gentle, if age be ſtubborn? Young men 
like Springs wrought by a ſubtle work-man, eaſily ply to what their 
wiſhes preſs *em, but the deſire once "gan that kept *em down, they ſoon 
ſtart ſtreight again, and no ſign's left which way they bent before. 


Sir Jolly at the door- peeping. 


Sir Folly. So, ſo, who ſays I ſee any thing now ? I ſee nothing, not I, 
I don't ſee, I don't ſee, I don't look, not ſo.much as look, not 1. 
[_ Enters, 


Enter Sir Dayy. 


Sir Da. I will have my Wife, carry me tomy Wife, let me go to my 
Wife, PIll live and die with my Wife, let the Devil do his worſt ; Ah, 
my Wife, my Wife, my Wife! 

Lady D. Alas, alas, .we are: ruin*d, ſhift for your ſelf, counterfeit 
the dead Corps once more,..or any thing. 

Sir Da. Hah! whoſoe're thou art, thou can'lt not eat me, ſpeak te - 
me, who has done this ! thou caw'ſt not ſay I did it. 


Sir Jo/, Did it, did what? here's ao vooy ſays you did any thing that 
A © | | 


58 The Souldiers Fortune: 


I know, Neighbour, what's the matter with you ? what ails you ? whi. 
ther do you go ? Whither do you run? I tell you here's no body ſays 
a word to you. | ; 

Sir Da. Did you not ſee the Ghoſt juſt now ? 

Sir Fol. Ghoſt ! prithee now, heres no Ghoſt, whither would you 
go? I tell you, you ſhall not ſtir one foot farther Man, the Deyit 
take me if you do; Ghoſt, prithee here*s no Ghoſt at all, a litele fleſh 
and blood indeed there is, tome old, ſome young, ſome alive, fome 
dead, and ſo forth, but Ghoſt ! Piſh, here*s no Ghoſt. 

Sir Da, But, Sir, If I ſay I did ſee a Ghoſt, 1 did ſee a Ghoſt, and 
you go to that,why ſure I know a Ghoſt when 1 ſee one: Ah-my Dear, 
if thou had'ſt but ſeen the Devil half ſo often as I have feen him. 

Lady D. Alas, Sir D-vy, if you ever lov'd me, come not, oh come 
not near me, I have reſcly*d to waſte the ſhort Remainder of my Life in 
Penitence, and taſte of Joys no more. 

Sir Da. Alas my poor Child, but d6 you think then there was no 
Ghoſt indeed ? 

Sir Jol. Ghoſt ! Alas a day, what ſhould a Ghoſt do here ? 

Sir Da. And is the Man dead ? | 

Sir Fol. Dead, Ay, ay, Itark dead, he's ſtiff by this time. 

Lady D. Here you may fee the horrid ghaſtly SpeCtacle, the fad 
effects of my too rigid Vertue, and your too fierce Reſentment —— 

Sir Fol. Do you ſee there ? 

Sir . Da. Ay, ay, I do ſee, would I had never feen him, would he had 
lain with my Wife in every Houſe between Charing-Croſs and Ald-Gare, 
fo this had never happen'd. 

Sir Fol. In Troth, and would he had, but we are all mortal Neigh- 
bour, all mortal, to day we are here, to morrow gone, like the ſhadow 
that vaniſheth; like the graſs that withereth, or like the Flower thart fa- 
deth, or indeed like any thing, or rather like nothing : but we are all 
mortal, 

Sir Da, Heigh ! 

Lady D. Down, down that trap door, it goes into a bathing-Room, 
for the reſt, leave it to my Conduft. 

Sir Fol. *Tis very anfortunate that you ſhould run your ſelf into 
this premunire, Sir David. 

Sir Da. Indeed, and fo it is. 

Sir Fol. For a Gentleman, a man in Authority, a perſon in years, ' 
one that uſed to go to Church with his Neighbours. 

Sir Da. Every Sunday, truly Sir Folly. 

Sir Fol, Pay Scot and Lot to the Pariſh. 

Sir Da. Six pounds a year to the very Poor, without abatement or de- 
duCtion ; ?tis very hard, if ſo good a Common-Wealths-man ſhould 
be brought, to ride in a Cart at laſt, and behang*d ina Snoſhiny morn- 
ing, to make Butchers and Suburb Apprentices a Holy-day ; I'll ten 
Tun away. | 


Sir Fol. Run away ! why then your eſtate will be forfeited, you'l loſe 


your Eſtate man. Sir 
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Sir Da. Truly, you fay right, Friend, and a Man had better be half 
hang'd than loſe his Eſtate, you know. 

Sir Fol. Hang'd no, no, I think there's no great fear of Hanging 
neither , what, the Fellow was but a ſort of an unaccountable F ellow, as 
[ heard you ſay, ; ; 

Sir Da. Ay, ay, a Pox on him, he was a Souldierly ſort of a Vaga- 
bond, he had little or nothing but his fins to live upon: If I could have 
had but Patience, he would have been hang'd within theſe two Months, 
and all this miſchief ſay'd. 


Beaugard Riſes wp likg a Ghoſt at a Trap-door, juſt before 
Sir Davy. 


Sir Da. Ah Lord ! the Devil, the Devil, the Devil. 
[Falls upon his Face. 


Sir Fol. Why, Sir Devy, Sir Davy, what ails you ? What's the mat- 
ter with you ? 

Sir Da. Let me alone, "let me lie ſtill, I will not look up to ſee an 
Angel, O hh h. 

D. My Dear, why do you do theſe cruel things to affright me ? 
pray riſe and ſpeak to me. 

Sir Da. 1 dare not ſtir, I ſaw the Ghoſt again juſt now. 

Lady D. Ghoſt again! what Ghoſt ? where ? 

Sir Da, Why, there, there. 

Sir Fol. Here has been no Ghoſt. Fd 

Sir Da. Why did you ſee nothing then ? 

D. See nothing! no, nothing but one another. 

Sir Da. Then I am enchanted, or my end near at hand, Neighbour, 
for Heaw ns fake Neighbour adviſe me what I ſhall do to be ar 
reſt, 

Sir Fol. Do! why what think you if the Body wereremoved ? 

Sir Da. Remoy?d! Pd give a hundred pound the Body were out 0? 
my Houſe ; may be then the Devilwouv'd not beſo impudent. 

Sir Fol. I have diſcover*d a door place ia the Wall betwixt my La- 
dies Chamber and one that belongs to me, if you think fir, we']l beat it 
down, and remove this troubleſome lump of Earth to my Houſe. 

Sir Da. But will yeÞe ſo kind ? 

Sir Fol. If-you think it may by any means be ſerviceable to 
you. | 
Sir Da. Truly if the Body were remov*d, and diſpos'd of private- 


ly, that no more might be heard of the matter [ hope he'll be as 
good as his word. - 
Sir Jol. Fear nothing, I'll warrant you, but in troth, 1had utterly 
forgot one thing, utterly forgot it. 
ir Da. What's that ? 
Sir Fol, —_ it will be abſolutely neceſſary that my Lady ſtaid with 


Sir 


me at my Houſe for one day ; till things were better ſetled. 
2 | 
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Sir Da. Ah, Sir Jolly! whatever you think fit ! any thing of mine that 
you have a mind to; pray take ber, pray take-her, you ſhall be very wel- 
come ; hear you, my deareſt, 'there is but one way for us to get rid of 
this untoward buſineſs, and Sir Folly has found it out, therefore by all 
means go along with him, and be ruPd by him, and whatever Sir Fo'ly 
would have thee do, &en do it, ſo heaven proſper ye, good b*w*y,good 


b*wy, till I ce you again. #3 all (Exit. 
Sir Fol. This is certainly, the civileſt Cuckold in City, Town, or 
Country. 
Beau. Is he gone ? [Steps out, 


Lady D. Yes, and has left poor me here. ; 

Bean. In troth, Madam, *cis barbarouſly done of him, to commit a 
horrid murder on the Body of an innocent poor Fellow, and then leaye 
you to ſtem the danger of it: | 

Sir Fol. Odd an1 were as thee Sweet-heart, I'd be reveng'd on him for 
it, ſol would: Go get you together, ſteal out of the houſe as ſoftly as 
you can, I ll meet ye in the Piazza preſently, go, bcſure ye ſteal out of 
the Houſe, and don't let Sir Davy fee you. 


The Scene ſhnts, and Sir Jolly comes forwards. 
Enter Bloody-bones. 


Bloody- bones. 

Blood. 1 am here, Sir. 

Sir Fol. Go you and Fourbine to my Houſe preſently,, bid Monſieur 
Fourbin remember that all things be ordered accorging to my directions, 
tell. my Maids too I am coming home in a trice, bid *em get the: great 
Chanber, and the Banquet I ſpoke for Ready preſently, and dye hear, 
carry the Minſtrels with ye too, for Pm reſoly*d to rejoyce this morning, 
lzt me ſee Sir Davy. | 


Enter Sir Davy. 


Sir Da, Ay Neighbour, *tis I ; is the buſineſs done ? I cannot be ſatis- 
fd till I am ſure, have you remov'd the body, is it gone ? 

Szr Jol. Yes,. yes, my Scrvants. convey*d it out of the Houſe juſt now; 
well S:r Davy, a good morning to you : wiſh you your! health with all 
my Heart Si» Davy, the firſt thing you do though, I'd have you ſay your 
prayers by all means if you can. / 

Sir Da. If 1 can poſlibly, I will. 

Sir Fol. Well, God b*w'y CExir Sir Jolly. 

Sir Da, God Þb*w'y heartily, good Neighbour Vermine, 
Vermine.. 


Enter 
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YVerm, Did your Honour call ? ; 
Sir Da. Go run, run'preſeatly over the Square, and call the Conſtable 
reſently, tell him here's Murder committed, and that I muſt ſpeak 
with him inſtantly —— Pll &en/carry. him to my Neighbours, that he 
may find the dead body there, and. ſq lt my Neighbour be very fairly 
hang?d in my. ſtead, hah ! a very good. jelt as, I bope to live, ha, ha, ha; 
hey, what's that ? 
Watchmen atT Almoſt 4 aClock and a dark cloudy morning, good mor- 
the door. row my Maſters all, good morrow. 


Enter Conſtable,, and Watch. 


Conſt. How's this ! a door open, come in Gentlemen, ah, Sir 
Davy, your Honours humble ſervant ! 1 and my Watch going my morn. 
ing Rounds, and finding your door open, made bold to enter to ſee 
there were no danger, your Worſhip will excuſe our care, a good mor- 
ning to you, Sir. | PY 

Sir Da. Oh Mr. Conſtable, Pm glad you're here, 1 ſent my man juſt 
now to call you, I have ſad news to tell you, Mr. Conſtable. 

Conſt. I am ſorry for that, Sir, ſad news ! 

Sir Da, Oh ay, ſad news, very ſad news truly : here has been murder 
committed. | - "— 

Conſt. Murder if that's all, we are your humble ſervants, Sir, we?ll 
bid you good morrow, murder's nothing at. this time o? night in Covent- 
Garden, | | 

Sir Dav. Oh but this is a horrid bloody murder, done under my noſe, 
| cannot but take notice of it; though I am ſorry to tcll you the Au- 
thors of it, very ſorry truly. 

Conſt, Was 1t committed here near hand ? _ 

Sir Da. Oh at the very next door, a ſad murder indeed ; after they 
had done they carried the Body-privately into my Neig hbour Jollies 
Houſe here, I am ſorry to tell it you Mr. Conſtable, for I am affraid 
it will look but ſcurvily on his ſide; though I am a Juſtice 0? Peace 
Gentlemen, and am bound by my Oath to take notice of it, I can't 
help it, | $50 

: Watch. I never lik'd that Sir Jolly. 

Conſt. He threatned me Yother day, for carrying a little digty drag- 
gle-tail'd Whore to Bridewell, and ſaid ſhe was his Couſin, Sir ; if your 
Worſhip thinks fir, we*ll go ſearch his houſe. ; 

Sir Da. Oh by all means, Gentlemen, .it myſt be ſo, Juſtice muſt have 
its courſe, the Kings liege Subjects muſt not be deſtroy'd. Yermin, 
carry 'Mr:-.Conſtable and-his Dragons into-the Cellar, and make em 
drink, 1'1l;byt ſtep into: my- Study, put on my face of Authority, and 
call upon ye inſtantly. _ 
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All Watchmen. We thank your honour. 


Scene changes to Sir Jollies, A Banquet, 
Enter Sir Jolly, Beaugard, and Lady Dunce. 


Sir Fol. So, are ye come ? I am glad on't, odd y*are welcome, y 
welcome, odd ye are, here's a ſmall Banquet, but I hope *twill pleaſe 
you; fit ye down, fit ye down, both together, nay, both together : A 
Pox o? him that parts ye, I ſay. : 

Beavg, Sir Folly, this might be an Entertainment for Anthony and 
Cleopatra, were they living. 

Sir Folly. Piſh! A Pox of Anthony and Cleopatra, they are dead and 
rotten long ago, come, 'come, time's but ſhort, time's but ſhort, and 
_ muſt be madethe beſt uſe of; for 


Youth*s a flower that ſoon does fade, 
And Life is but a Span, 

Man was for the Woman made, 
And Woman made for Man. 


Why now wecan be bold, and make merry, and frisk, and be brisk, 
reſets and make a noiſe, and——odd, 1 am pleas'd, mightily pleagd, 
am. 

Lady D. Really, Sir Jolly, you are more a Philoſopher than I thought 
you were. 

Sir Fol. Philoſopher, Madam 7 Yes, Madam, I have read Books in 
my time ; odd Ar:totle, in ſome things, had very pretty Notions, he 
was an underſtanding Fellow. Why don't ye eat, odd an? ye don't eat,— 
here Child, here's ſame Ringoes, help,help your Neighbour a little,odd 
they are very good, very comfortable, very cordial, 

Beaug. Sir Folly, your Health. 

Sir Fol. With all my heart, old Boy. 

: Lady D. Dear Sir Folly what are theſe ? 1 never taſted of theſe be- 
ore. 

= Fol. That! eat it, eat it, cat it when | bid you; odd *tis the 
root Satyrion, a very precious Plant, I gather "em every May my ſelf. 
odd they”l make an old Fellow of ſixty-five cut a Caper like a Conde: 
Maſter; give me ſome Wine : Madam, here's a health, here's a 
health Madam, here's a health to honeſt Sir Davy, faith and troth, ha, 
ha, ha, [ Dance. 


Enter Bloody-bones. 


Blool. Sir, Sir, Sir ! What will-you do? yonder's the Conſtable and 
all = —— at the Door, andthreatens demoliſhment, if not admitted 
preſently. 


Sir 
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Sir Fol, Odds ſo! odds ſo! the Conſtable and his Watch ? HU 
to be done now? get ye both into the Alcove there, - ye go 

quickly, , no noiſe, no noiſe, ye hear the Conſta le and þ his 
Watch ! A Pox on the Conſtable and his Watch, what the Devil have 
the Conſtable and his Watch to do here ? 


Enter Conſtable, Watch, and Sir Davy. Scene ſhuts. 
Szr Jolly comes ; forward. 


Conſt, This way, this way, Gentlemen, ſtay one of ye at the door, 
and let no body paſs, do you hear ? Sir Jolly, your ſervant. 

Sir Fol. What this outrage, this diſturbance committed upon. my 
Houſe and Family; Sir, Sir, Sir ! What. do you mean by theſe doings 
ſweet Sir ? hoh'! 

Conſt. Sir having received information that the Body of a murder'd 
Man is conceal'd in your Honſe, I am come, according- to my duty, 
to make ſearch and diſcover the truth, ſtand to my aſliſtance, 
Gentlemen. 

Sir Fol. A murder'd man, Sir ! 

Sir Da. Yes amurder'd Man -Sir, -Sir Fotly, Sir Folly, I am ſorry to 
ſee a perſon of your Character and Figure in the Pariſh concern'd in 
Murder, 1 fay. 

Sir Fol. Here's a Dog ! here's a Rogue for you, heres a Villain, here's 
a Cuckoldly Son of his Mother, I never knew a Cuckold im my life, 
that was not a falſe Rogue in his heart, there are no honeſt Fellows 
living but W hore-maſters; heark\you'Sir,, what a Pox do you mean P 
yu had beſt play the Fool and ſpoil all, you had, what's all- this 
or ? 

Sir Da. When your worſhtp's come to be hang'd yowl find the. 
meaning on't, Sir. I ſay once mare, ſearch the Houſe. 

Conſt. It frall be done, Sir, come-a-long Friends, 

[Exit Conſtable and Watch. 

Sir Fol. Search my Houſe, oh Lord, ſearch my Houſe, what will be- 
come of me? I ſhall loſe my Reputation with Man and Woman, and 
no body will ever truſt me again : Oh Lord, ſearch my Houſe, all will 
be diſcover?d do what | can; Ill ſing a Song like a dying Swan, and 
try to give em warning. 


Go from the Window, Love, my Love, my Love, 
Gefen die Wind ay ine, 

The Wind and the Rain 

Has — em back again, 


Hnd thou canſt have no Lodging here. 


Oh Lord, fearch my Houſe ! 
Sir Da. Break down that door, Pll haye that Door broke open, 


break down that door, I ſay. [Knooking as 
ir 
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Sir-Foli Very 'welt:done, break down/my doars'!; "break down my 
walls, Gentlemen % plunder my Houſe? raviſh my,Maids Ahbcurſt be 
Guckolds, Cuckolds, Conſtables and Cuckolds, of 


Scene draws aud diſcovers Beaigard and Lady Dunce. 


Beang. Stand off, by heav?n the firſt that comes here comes upon his 
death. p 
Sir Da. Sir, your humble Servant, I am glad to ſee you are alive again 
with all my heart; Gentlemen, here's no harm done Gentlemen, here's 
no body murder*d Gentlemen, the Man's. alive again Gentlemen, but 
here's my Wife Gentlemen, and a fine Gentleman with her Gentle. 
men and. Mr, Conſtable," I hope youll bear me witneſs Mr. Con- 
ſtable. 

Sir Fol, That hes a Cuckold, Mr. Conſtable. [ Aſide. 

-Beaug. Heark ye, ye Curs, keep off from ſnapping at my heels, or 
I ſhall ſo feague ye. - 

Sir Fol. Get ye gone ye Dogs, ye Rogues, ye night Toads of the 
Pariſh Dungeon, Ciſturb my Houſe at theſe unſeaſonable hours, get 
ye out of my doors, get ye gone, or Pll- brain ye, Dogs, Rogues, Vil- 
lains. ; - [Exeunt Conſtable and W atch. 

Beaug. And next for you Sir Coxcomb, you fee I am not Murder'd, 
though you paid well for the performance z what think you of bribing 
my own Man to Butcher me. 


Enter Fourbin, aud Bloody-bones. 


Look ye Sir, he can cut a Throat upon occaſion, and here's another 
dreſſes. a man's heart with Oyl and Pepper, better than any Cook in 
Chriſtendome. 

Fourb, Will your Worſhip pleaſe to have one for your Breakfaſt this 
morning ? | 

Sir Da. With all my heart, Sweet-heart, any thing in the World, faith 
and troth, ha, ha, ha, this is the pureſt ſport, ha ha ha. 


Enter Vermin. 


Verm. Oh, Sir, the moſt unhappy and moſt unfortunate news! There 
has been a Gentlentan in Madam Sylvia's Chamber all this night, who 
juſt as you went out of doors, carry*d her away, and whither they are 
gone, no body knows. \ 

Sir Da. With all my heart, I am glad on*c Child, 1. would - not 
care if he had carry'd away my Houſe and all, Man'; unbappy news 
quotha ! poor Fool, he does not know I ama Cuckold, and that any 
body may make bold with what belongs to-me; hay ha, .ha ; | I am. fo 
pleasd, ha, ha, ha: I think I was never'ſo-pleas'd ip all my life before, 
ha, ha, ha. | ol 
Beauz. 
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Beang, Nay, Sir, 1 have'a hank upon you, there are Laws for Cut- 
throats, Sir, and as you tender your future credit, take this wrong'd 
Lady home, and uſe her handſomly, uſe her like my Miſtriſs, Sir, do you 
mark me, that when we think fit ro meet again, I hear no complaint of 
you, this muſt be done Friend. 

Sir Fol. In troth, and it is but reaſonable, very reaſonable in troth. 

Lady D. Can you, my Dear, forgive me one misfortune? 

Sir Ds. Madam, in one word, I am thy Ladyſhips moſt humble 
Servant and Cuckold, Sir Davy Dunce Kt. Living in Covent-Garden, ha, 


ha, ha, well this is mighty pretty, ha, ha, ha. 
Enter Sylvia followed by Courtine. 


Sylv, Sir Folly, ah Sir Folly, protect, me or Im rain'd.. 

Sir Fol, My little Minikin, is it. thy ſqueek ? 

Beaug. My dear Courtine, welcome. 

Sir Fol, Well Child, and what would that wicked fellow do to thee 
Child? hah Child, Child, what would he do to thee ? - 

Sylv. Oh, Sir, he has moſt inhumanely ſeduc'd me outof my Uncle's 
Houſe, and threatens to marry me. ; 

Court, Nay, Sir, and ſhe having no more grace before her eyes nei- 
ther, has &en taken me at my word. | 

Sir Fol. In troth, and that's very uncivilly done : I don't like theſe Mar- 
riages, I'll have no-'Marriages in my Houſe, and there's an end on't. 

Sir Da. And do you intend to marry my Niece, Friend ? 

Court. Yes, Sir, and never ask your conſent neither. . 

Sir Da. ln troth, and that's very well ſaid, lam glad on't with all my 
heart, Man, becauſe ſhe bas five thouſand pound to her Portion, and my 
Eſtate's bound to pay it ; well, this is the happieſt day, ha, ha, ha. 


Here take thy Bride ;, like Man and Wife agree, 
And may ſhe prove as true———as mine r0 me. Ha, ha ha. 


Beaug. Courtine, I wiſh thee Joy, thou art come opportunely to be a 
Witnets of a perfect Reconcilement between me and that worthy Knight 
Sir Davy Diunce, which to preſerve inviolate, you muſt, Sir,before we part 
enter into ſuch Covenants for performance as I ſhall think fir.  - 

Sir Da. No moreto by faid, it ſhall pod, brat but 0+ 
be too hard upon. me, uſe me gently as thou, did*ſt my Wife, -geatly, 
ha, ha, haz, a very good Jeſt, fic, ba, ha, ha, or if he ould be 
cruel to me-Gentlemen, and take this over apoor Cornuto, to 
lay me ing Priſon, or throw me in. a Dungeon, at 1caſt. 


A A I among ſt all | Sirs I ſhawt fail 
| To fad one Broker Carkold os or ro 1 


K PROLOGUE 


G UE, by the 
Falkland.” * 


PROLO 


Lord 


On their inconſtant Heros cold nepletts, 

Than we (provoked by this Ungratefwl Age, ) 

Bear the hard Fate of or abandond Stzoe ; 
With ovief we fee yott raviſht from ony Arms, 


And Curſe the Feeble Vertue of thr Charns : 

Curſe your falſe hearts, for ore ſo falſe as they, 

nd curſe the Eyes that ſtole thoſe hearts away,” 

Remember Faithleſs Friends there was a time, 

(But oh the ſad rememibrtnce of onr Prime ! ) 

When to onr Arms with eager joys ye flew, 

And we believd your treach”rous Herts as true 

As ere was Nimph of onrs to ome-of you : ww 

But a more pow"rful * Saint enjoys 'ye 10wv ;, *PÞo in, 
Fraught with [meet ſins and ab ſonia: _— * y_ 
To ber are all your pious Vows ade - 1-2 ng { att 
Shes both yory Loves, and your elip; ons Teff, —_ 6 
The faireſt Prelate of her time, and. beft; *' VO 

We own her more defervins far then we, 

A juſt excuſe for your ttconſtancy. PAITE, | 
Yet *twas pnkindly done to 1eave ns fo - | 29% 09.214, AR 41 : 


Fvm Dames with leſs concern reſl:& 


Firſ# to betray with Love; and then nido; 

A horrid Crime yare all addicted to. 

Too ſoon, alas,” your Appetites ave'tloy'd, 

And Phillis rules 90 more, when once enjoy d:: 
But all raſh Oaths of Love and conſtancy, 

With the tod ſhort forgotten Pleaſures aye, 
Whilſt ſhe, poor Soul, robÞd of her deaveſt eaſe, 
. Still drudges on, with vain deſire to pleaſe, 
And reſtleſs follows yu from place to 'place, h 
For Tributes due to her Autumnal Face : 
Deſerted thus by ſuch ungrateful men, | 
How can we __— ere return agen ? bY 
Herts 10 new Charm to t yt as before, 

Wit now's nr only Treaſive'I>ft in tore, © 
And that*s a Coyn wilt paſs with you no more : | 
You who ſuch dreadful Bullies would appear, | 
(True Bullyes ! quiet when there®s danger" tiear) | 
Shew your great Souls in damning Poets here. 
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_ Epilogue. 


Ith the tiſcharge of Paſſions much vppreſt, 

Diſturb'd in Brain, and penjroe in his Breaff, 
Full of thoſe thoughts which-make th -mhappy fad, 
And by Imagination half gromn mad, 

The Poet led abroad his Mourning Maſe, 

And let her range, to ſee what ſport fhe'4 chaſe. 

Straizht like-a Bird got loofe, aud on the Wing, - 

Pleas'd with her freedom, ſhe began 10 Sing 2 bs Þ| 

Each Note was Eccho'd all the Yale alom, 

And this was what ſhe utter d in her Song, 

 Wretch, write no more for an uncertain fame, | 

Nor call thy Muſe, when thou art dull, to Blame : 

Conſider with thy ſelf how thart unfit 

To make that Monſter of Mankind, a Wit : 

AWit's a Toad, who ſwell'd with filly pride, 

Full of himſelf, ſcorns all the World beſide ; 

Civil would ſeem, though he good manners lacks, 

Smiles on all faces, rails behind all backs : 

If ere good natur d, nought to Ridicule, 

Good nature melts a Wit into a Fool : 

Plac'd high, like ſome Jack-Pudding in a Hall, 

At Chriſtmas Revels he makes ſport for all. 

So much in little praiſes he delights, 

But when he's angry draws his Pen and Writes : 

A Wit to no man will his dues allow, 

Wits-will wot part with a.good word that's due : 

So who e're Ventures on the Ragged Coaſt 

Of tarving. Poets, certainly is Loft, 

They rail like Porters at the Penny« Poſt. 

At a new Author's Play ſee one but fit, 

Making. his ſnarling froward face of Wit, 

The Merit he allowes, and praiſe he grants, 

Comes like a Tax from a poor Wretch that wants. 

0 Poets, have a care of one another, 

There's hardly one amongſt ye true to t other: 
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Like Trincalo's and Stephano's ye Play 

The lewdeſt tricks, each other to betray. 

Like Foes detrafl, yet flatt ring friend-like ſmile, 

And all is one another to beguile | 

Of Praiſe, the Monſter .of your Barren Iſle. 

Enjoy the Pome oe ſo admire, 

Enjoy her to the full of your defire, 

Whilſt this poor Scribler wiſhes to retire, 

Where he may ne xe repeat his Follies more 

But Curſe the Fate that wrack't him on your Shore. 
Now you, who this day as his Judges fit, 

After y ave heard what he has ſaid of Wit, 

Ought for your own ſakes not to be ſevere, 

But ſhew ſo much 3o think he meant none here. 
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TO THE 


LORD ELANDE, 


Eldeſt Son to the Right Honourable the 


Marquiſs of Hallifax. 


| T was not without a gone deal of debate with my 
[| ſelf, that I could refolve to make this Preſent to 


Your Lordſhip : For though Epiſtles Dedicato-, 
ry be lately grown ſo Epidenucal , that cither 
ſooner or later, no man of = & whom the leaſt 
Author has the leaſt pretence to be troubleſome to) 
can eſcape them; yet methoughe Your Lordſhip ſhould 
be as much above the common Perplexities that at- 
tend Your Quality, as You are above the common 
Leyel of it, aswellin the moſt Exalted Degrees of a 
Noble Generous Spirit, as 1na piercing Apprehenſion, 
ood Underſtanding, and daily ri pening Judgment, all 
weetned by an obliging Afﬀability and Condeſcention; 
of which I have often, in the Honour of Your Con- 
verſation , had particular cauſe to be proud ;. and for 
which therefore, a more than ordinary reaſon, now, 
'to I a L 2 
It1su t pretence, I here preſume to ſhelter 
this Trifle-wnder Your. Proee&tion:;; for indeed, it has 
great necd of ſuch Prote&tion: having atits firſt com- 
ing into' the World met with many Enemics, and 
7; fi | A 2 very 


The DEDICA TION. 
very induſtrious ones too ; but this way I was ſure ic 
mutt: live ; Would He but: once; vouchſafe to: eſponſe its 
Defence , whoſe. Generoſity will overthrow the ignobleft 
Envy ; whoſe good Nature ,. cannot but confound the 
moſt inveterate Malice ; and whoſe Wit muſt baffle the 
ſaucieſt Ignorance. 

My Lord, It would but argue me of the meaneft 
Impertinence and ,Formality , to pretend here an Ha. 
rangue of thoſe Praiſes You deſerve : For he who 
tells the World whoſe Son You are, has faid enough 
to thoſe who do not know You ; and the happy few, 
whom You have pick'd and choſen for Your Con- 
verfation , cannot but every. hour You are pleaſed to 
beſtow upon. them , be ſenfiblke of more than I conld 
tell them in a Volume : Your Lordſhip being the 
bet Panegyrick upon Your ſelf ; the. Son of that 
Great Father of. lis:Gountry , who when all manner 
of Confuſion ; Raqun', and Deftrudtion; was breaking 
in upon us, like the Guardian Angel of theſe Kingdoms, 
ſtood up ;- and with the Tongue of -an Angel too, 
confoundedhe Subtlenes'of that Infernal Serpent, who 
wouldihave debauched-us :from our: Obedience, and 
rurned/'our- Eden into a' Wilderneſs. Certainly His 
Name mult be for ever Honourable , Precious. His 
Memory, and Happy His'Generation, who durſt. exert 
his Loyalty. when at! wasigrown almoſt a reproach 
to have any, and ſtem a torrent of Faction, popu- 
lar Fury,. and. fermenting: Rebellion ,. to the. Preſery- 
ing of. the beſt of: Kings in us Throne, and the happielt / 
of People in them-Liberties, | lo 2228385 

; May he ive long.to: compleat. the Reparations 9 


E- Ft y | 
has Wale ia our BI fill 'by he ſtrength of 
his Judgment;, ro foreſee thoſe 'Eyils "that may * yer 
threaten us, and by the Power, of his Wiſdom to 
prevent-them ; to root out the Footing and Foun- 
dations of the Kings open ( nay, -and boſome ) Ene- 
mies : As a watchful, bold, and ſincere Counſellor 
to his Maſter ; to bea driver of Treacherous, Grinning, 
Self-ended Knaves, Infinuating Spices, and uſeleſs 
unprofitable Fools from his Service : A Patron and 
and Promoter of Honeſty, Merit, and Ability, 
which elſe too often, by neglect, are corrupted to their 
Contrarics. 

In fine, to continue (as heis) a kind Indulgent 
Father to Your Lordſhip, ſo much every way his: 
Son, and fit to Inherit his Honours, as in the ton 
and ſhining Virtues of Your Mind, the fixt 
ſteady diſpoſition of Your Loyalty , the goodneſs 
and obliging temper of Your Nature, 1s apparent ; by 
which ns. I muſt ever humbly confeſs, and no pre- 
ſumprtive-Merit of my own, I have been incouraged; 
to take this Opportunity of telling the World: how: 
much I deſire to be thought, | 


. Tour Lordſhips 
Humble Servant tobe C ommanded, of] 


Tho. Orway: 


© Prologue: 
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Tx Plays and Prologues cer did more abound, 
Ne'er were good Prologues harder to be found, 
To me the Cauſe ſeems easly underſtood : 

For there are Poets prove not very good, 

Who, like baſe Sign-Poſt Dawbers, wanting Skill, 
Steal from Great Maſters Flands, and Copy ill. 

Thus, if by chance, before a Noble Feaſt 

Of Gen'rous Wit, to whet and fit your Taſte, 

Some poignant Satyr in a Prologue riſe, 

And growing Vices handſomly chaſtiſe ; 

Each Poetaſter thence preſumes on Rules, 

And ever after calls ye downright Fools. 

Theſe Marks deſcribe him, 
Writing by rote ; Small Wit, or none to ſpare ; 
Fangle and Chime's- his Study, Toil, and Care : 

He always in One Line upbraids the Age ; 

And a good Reaſon why ; it Rymes to Stage. 

With Wit and Pit he keeps a hideous pother ; 

Sure to be damn'd by One, for want of T'other : 
But # by chance, he get the French Word Raillery, 
Lord, how he fegues the Vizor-Maſques with Gallery ! 

Tis ſaid, Aftrologers ſtrange Wonders find 
To come, in two great Planets lately joyn'd. 

From our T'wo Houfes joynizg, moſt will hold, 
Vaft Deluges of Dulneſs were foretold. ; 
Poor Holborn-Ballads now being born away 

By Tides of duller Madrigals than they ; 

Jockeys axd Jennyes ſet to Northern Airs, 
While Lowfie Theſpis thaunts at Country Fairs 
Politick Ditties, full of Sage Debate, 

And Merry Catches, how t& Rule the State. 
Vicars negle# their Flocks, to turn Tranſlators, 
And Be Bnarer Whey-fac'd Beau's write Satyrs ; 
Though none can gueſs to which moſt Praiſe belongs, 
To the Learn'd Verſions, Scandals, or the Songs. 
For all things now by Contraries ſucceed ; 

Of Wit or Vertue there's no longer need : 
Beauty, Admits to him who loudlieft rails ; 


% 
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She fears the ſawcie Fop, 


am renounce 


Who for his beſt Preferment 


al Honeſty, and riſe. 
Villains and Paraſites Succeſs will gain ; 
Dulnes Reign 2 


But in the Conrt of Wit, ſhall 


Twirl Crevat-ſtri 
Rhymeſters ger 


But then his Study 
He'll find out Ways to your 
That is, write worſe and worſe, till he can pleaſe ye. 


No : Let thi angry *Squire give his Tambicks ore, 

but write Lampoons ns more ; 
t, Cer they pretend to 
Nor think a Game at Cramboe makes a Poet : 
Elſe is our Anthor hopeleſs 


Succeſs, 


next time leſs : 


f 


EPILOGUE by Mr. Duke of Cambridpe. 


T is not long fince in the Noifie Pit 
Tumultuous Fation ſate the Fudge of Wit ; 


There Knaves applauded what their BI 


of kevellion, 


And here your Poet's Ads are all repeal'd : . 


At a Whig-Brother's Play, the Bawling Crowd 
Burſt out in Shouts, as zealous, and as loud, 
As when ſome Member's ſtout Election-Beer 
Gains the mad Voice: of a whole Drunken Shire. 
And yet, even then, our Poet's Truth was try'd,, 
Tho 'twas a Dev'liſh pnll to ſtem the Tyde ; 
And tho he ne'er did Line of Treaſon write, 
Nor made one-Rocket on (2geen Beſle's Night, 
Such was his Fortune, or ſo good his Cauſe, 
Even then he fail'd not wholly of Applauſe. 
He that could then eſcape, now. bolder grows ; 
Since the Whig-Tyde runs out, the Loyal flops. - 
All you who" lately here preſum'd to bawl, | 
Brethren at Guild-hall:: - 


Applauſe, more eafie ; 


re is quell'd, 


Impartial Juſtice has reſum'd agen 


Her awful Seat, nor bears the Sword in vain. - 
The Stage ſhall laſh the Follies of the Times,. 
And. the Laws Vengeance overtake the Crimes. > 


=_ _ nt Seo 


The Perjur'd Wretch ſhal/. no Proteition: gain, oo 2 
From his diſhonour'd Robe, aud, Golden Chaing, | 4 » | 


But ſtand expos'd to all tf. inſulting Town, _ _ | 
While Rotten Eggs bepaw the Scarlet Gown. 
Pack hence betimes, you that were never ſparing * 
To ſave the Land, and dam' your ſelves, by Swearing. 

Shou'd the Wiſe City now, to eaſe your Fears, 


Ereft an Office to Inſure your Ears, 


Thither ſuch num rous Shoals of Witneſles, } 

And Juries, conſcious of their Guilt, woud preſs, 
That to the Chamber hence might more be gain'd, 
Than cver Mother Creſwell. from it drain'd ; 
And Perjury to the Qrphans Bank reſtore 
Whatever Whoredom robb'd it of before. 
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THE FIRST ACT. 
Beaugard and his Father. 


= 


I R,1I ſoy, and fay again, No Matrimony , I'll not be noog'd. 
Why, I beſeech you, Sir, tell me Plainly and fairly, Whar 
have I dene, thar I d:ſerve to be married ! 

_ . Fath, Why, £1gce-box, L; your old Father, was married 

| before you were born. Md 
| Beaug. Ay, Sir ; and I thank you, the'next thing you did, was, you begot 
me ; the Conſequence of which was as follows : As ſoon as I was. born, you 
ſent me to Nyrſe, where I ſuckt twa years at the dirty Dugs of a foul- 
feeding Wirch, that liv*d'in a thatcht Sty upon the neighb'ring Common; 
as ſoon as I was big enough, that-you might be rid of me; youſent me to a 
Place call'd a School, to be flaſtvrand boxPt by a thick-hited Blockhead, 
that could not read himſelf : where I learnt no Letters, nor got no Meat; 
but ſuch as the old Succubrs nis Wife bought ata ſtinking Price, ſo over-run 
with Vermin, that.it us'd to crawl home after her. 

Fath. Sirrah, jit was the more nouriſhing, and made ſuch young, idle 
Whoreſons as you fat, fat, you Rogue. 1 remember the youhg Dog at 
twelve years old had a broat!, ſhining, puffr, Bacon-face, like a Cherubim; 
and now he won't marry. 

Beaus, My next Removal was home again ; and then you did not know 
what to do with me farther, till after a Twelve-months Deliberation, our 
of abundance of Fatherly Aﬀection and Care of your Poſterity, you very 
civilly and fairly turn'd me out of your Dbors. ; 

Fath, The impudent, termagant, unruly Varlet rebeN'd with too much 
PAPTTy and took-up Arms againſt my Concubine. Turn'd you out'of my 

ors! | ; CSS 
eo] ans. | B Beang. Yes, 
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Beaug, 
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Beang: Yes; tered-me-out of Daors,.Sur....... .. 
-Fath;-thad HeCtar ? 


Beaug. As I had then, ſo have I now too, Sir, more Manners than to 


diſpute the Pleaſure of a Father. | 
Fath. Nay, the Rogue has Breeding, that's.the truth on't ; the Dog 


would be a yery pretty Fellow, if 1 could but perſwade him to marry. 
ors aro oi of Doors%s1 yas, you may remambers tr, yay gave 


me,.not AShillin y Indbſtry 4ud/my Vere was all I bad to truſt to. 

Fath Bleſs ug all 4 Induſtry.and Yertue, quoth a ! Nay, 1 haye a yery 
vertuous Son and Heir of him, thats the truth owe. 

Beang, Till at laſta good Uncle, who now, Peace be with his Soul;fleeps 
with his Fathers, beſtow a Partion of'T wo: hundred pounds upon me, 
with which] took Shipping, and ſet Sail for the Coaſt of Fortune. 

Fath. 'Thatjis to ſay; You went to the Wars, to tara #he Liberal Arts 
of Murder, Whoredom, Burning, Raviſhing, and a few other neceſlary 
Accompliſhinents for a. young Gentleman to ſet up A Livelihood withal, 
in this Civil Government, where, Heay*n be prais'd, none of thoſe Ver- 
tues need grow ruſty. b | 

Beaug. Sir, I hope I have brought you no Dſhonour home with me. 

Fath. Nay, the Scanderbeg-Monkey has not behav*d himſelf unhand- 
fomly, thats the truth of the Bugneſs ; but the Varlet wort marry : the 
Dog has got Two thouſand pound a year left him'by an old curmudgeonly 
moldy Uncle, and 1 can't perſwade him to marry. | 

Beaug. Sir, that curmugigeonly moldy Uncle you ſpeak of, was your El- 
der Brother, and never- married in all his Life : He, dying, bequeaths me 
Two thouſand pound a year : You, Sir, the younger Brother, and my ho- 
noured Father, have been marricd, and are not able, for ought I can per- 
ceive, to leave me a bent Ninepence. So; Sir, I wiſh you a great deal of 
Health, Long life, and merry as it has been hitherto ; but for Marriage, it 
has thriven ſo very ill with my Family already, that I am refolved -to haye 
nothing to do with it. 

Fath, Here's a Rogue ! Here's a Villain ! Why, Sirrah, you have loſt 
all Grace ; you-have no Duty left; you are a Rebel : I ſhall ſee you hang'd,; 
Sirrah. Come, come, let me examine you a. little, while I think owt : 
What Religion are you of ?——hah ? 

Beaxg. Sir, | hope you took care after I was born, to ſee me Chriſten'd. 

Fath. Oh Lord! Chriſten'd ! Here's an Atheiſtical Rogue, thinks he 
has Religion enough, if he can but ca himſelf a Chriſtian! - 

Reaus. Why, Sir, would you have me diſown my Baptiſm ? 

Fath. No, Sirrah: but I would have you own what ſort of Chriſtian 
you are though 

B:ang. What ſort, Sir ? 

Fath. Ay, Sir ; what ſort, Sir. _ 

Beaug. Why, of the baneſtcit ſort. 

Fatb, As if there were not Knaves of all ſorts ! - | 

Beaug, Why then, Sir, if that will fatisfie you, I am of your ſort.--. 


Fath. Ard that, for ought you know, may be of no ſort at all. © **-- = 
- S$eauyg. But 
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Beang.” Bat, Sir, to; make ſhort of the matter, 1 am of the Religion of 
my Country, hate Perſerution and Penanre,,love Conformity, which is go- 
ing to Church once a Month, well enongh ; ;reſalve to make this tranſtor 
Life as pleafant and delightful as I can ; and for ſome ſober Reaſons be 
known to my ſelf, reſolve neyer to marry. - 

Fath, Look me in the Face ; ſtand ſtill, and look me in the Face. So ; 
you wont marry ? _—_ 

Bearg. No, Sir. 

Fath. Oh Lord ! ; 

Beang, But ll do ſomething that ſhall be more for your good, and per- 
haps may pleaſe you as well. Knowing Fortune of late has not been alto- 

eter fo good-natur?d as ſhe might have been, and that your Revenues are 
omething anticipated, be pleasd, Sir, to go home as well ſatisfd a3 you 
"can, and my Servant ſhall not fail to meet you at your Lodgings, with a 
Hundred ſmiling Smock-fact Gminea's, within this half-hour : Now who 
the Devil would marry ? 

Fath. No Body that has half an ounce of Brains in his Noddle : The 
ungodly good-natur*d Rogue is in the right ont ; damaably, damnably in 
the right owt. 

Bearg. So, heres your Father for you now ! _... w 

Fath. But look you Fack.now, little Fack, Two Sroulnnd pounds a Year ! 
Why thou wilt be a damnable rich Roguernow, if. thou doſt not marry. 

though 1 know thou wilt live bravely and deliciouſly,:eat and drink nobly, 

have always half a dozen honeſt, jolly, truc-ſpirited, {pritely Frieads about 
thee, and ſo forth, hah / Then for- Marriage, to pong he truth on't, it is 
at the beſt but a chargeable, vexatious, uyeaſie ſort of Life it ruind me, 
Fack,, utterly ruin'd thy poor old Father, Jack, Thou wilt be fure to re- 
member the Hundred pound, Jackze-boy, hak ? As 

Beaug. Moſt punCtually, Sir. 530 7 ; 

Fath.. Thou ſhalt always, ,ever now-and then,: that is, lend thy old Fa- 
ther a Hundred pound, or ſo, yupon'2gqod; accali nd. after this man- 
ner, in a Friendly way : You muſt make much of your old Daddy, Fack:: 
But.if thou haſt no mind tot, the-truth on't is, I would never have thee 
marry. 

Beang. Not marry, Sir ? 

Fath. No. 

Fath. No. AHundred Pound, Jack, ; is a pretty little round Sum. 

Beazxg. I'\l not fail of ſending it. «i 42 

Fath. Then, Fack, it will do as well tolet thy Man come to me to Harry 
the Eighth*s Head in the Back Street, behind my Lodgings: There's a Cup 
of ſmart Racy Canary, Jack, will make an old Fellow's Heart as light as a 
Feather. Ah, little Fackie-rogue, it Glorifies through the, Glaſs, and the 
Nits dance about in't like Attoms in the-Suri-ſhine, you yqung Dog. 

Beaug. Do you intend to Dine'there, Sir? _.--_ - [ 

 Fath. Ay, Man; I have two or three bonny old Tilbury Roylterers, 
with delicate red Faces, and bald Gomnn;:at ve obliged/me to mect 
'2 


em 
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*tm there; they kelpt me to'Tpend my Eſtate'when I was young, and the 
Rogues are grateful, and do not forſake-me now I am grown pooriſh and 
old.- Imoſt Twelve a clock; Fack-- | % | 

Beans, Vl be ſure to remember, Sir. 

Fath. And thou wilt never marry - - 

Beaug. Never, I hope, Sir. 

Fath. Ah, you wicked-hearted Rogue, I know what you will do the 
that will be worſe, though, 1 think, not much- worſe neither. Would 
were a young Fellow again, but to keep him Company for one Week or a 
Fortnight. A hundred Guine#s / ec ee! Dbny Fack, - Yowl remember ? 
See thee agen to morrow, Fack.—— Poor Fack,” Dainty Canary—— and 
a dejicate Black-ey'd"'Wench-at the Bar ! DbÞuy Fack. 

Beans. Adieu, Father.- Fourbine, x 

Forrb; Did your Honour call? - | 

Beang. Take a hundred Gmineas-out of the-Cabinet, and carry *em af- 
ter the Old Gentleman to his Place of Rendezvous. This Father of mine 
(Heay*n be thanked) is a very ungodly Father : He was in his Youth juſt 
ſuch another wicked- Fellow as his Son Fokn- here 3 but he had no Eſtate, 
there I have the better of him- for out of meer Opinion of my Good- 
husbandry, my Uncle thought fit to diſinherit the extravagant Old Gentle- 
man, and leave all to me. Then he was married, there I had the better of 
him again; yet he married a Fortune of Ten thouſand pound, and before 
I was Seven years old, had broke my Mothers -Heart, and ſpent three parts 
of her Portion : Afterwards he was: plea&d- to retain a certain Familiar 
Domeſtick, calPd a Houſe-keeper, which1 one day, to ſhew my Breeding, 
calPd Whore, 'and was fairly tured ''a ſtarving for it. - Now. he.has no 
way' to ſqueeze me out of -Contribation, but by taking up his Fatherly Au- 
thority, and offering to put the Penal Law calPd Marriage in execution. 
I muſt e*Fn get him a Governour, and ſend him with a Penſion into the 
Country : 'Ay, it muſt be ſo; For,” Wedlock, 1 deny thee ;. Father, I'll 
ſupply thee z and, Pleaſure, I will have thee, Who's there? 


Enter a Servant.” . 


Serv. Oh, Sir, the moſt fortunate Tidings / - 

Beang. What's the matter ? 

Serv. Captain Courtize, your old Acquaintance, Friend, and Comrade, 
is jaſt arrived out of 'the Country, ad defires'ro ſee you, Sir. 

Beanz. Conrtine / Wait on him up,you Dog,with Reverence and Honour. 


| Enter Courtine.* 
Ceurt, Dear Bedugard {+ - \. a1, 
Beang. Ah, Friend |-—from the very tendereſt part of my Heart I was 
juſt now wiſhing for thee. Why thou lookſt as like a Married-man alrea- 
dy, with as grave a Fatherly Famelick Countenance, as ever I ſaw. 
Court, Ay, Beauzard, 1 am marricd, that's my. Comfort; -But Fon. 1 
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hear, have had.worſe Luck of hte ; an old Uncle dropt into the Grave, 
and Two thouſand pound a year into your Pocket, Beaugard. 

Beanug. A ſmall Conveniency, Ned, to make my Happineſs hereafter a 
lictle more of a piece than it has been hitherto, in the Enjoyment of ſuch 
hearty, ſincere honeſt Friends, and good-natur*d Fellows, as thou art. 

Court, Sincere, honeſt Friends! Have a care there, Beaugard.——lI am, 
ſince I ſaw-thee, in a few words,, grown an errant Raskal ; and for Good- 
natore, it is the very thing I have ſolemnly forſworn : no, I am married, 
Fact,. in the'DeviPs name, I am married. | 

Beauz, Married ! That is, thou calPſt a Woman thou likeſt by the name 
of. Wife : Wife and rother thing begin with a Letter. Thou lieſt with 
her when thy Appetite calls thee, keepeſt the Children thou begettelt of her 
Body ; alloweſt her Meat, Drink, and Garments, fit for her Quality, and 
thy Fortune ; and when the grows heavy upon thy Hands, what a* Por, 
tis but a Separate-maintenance, kiſs and part, and there is an end of the 
Bug neſs. - TIMBTELS DF OBE 

Court, Alas, Beangard, thou art utterly miſtaken ; Heav*n knows it is 
quite on the contrary : For I am forced to call a Woman I do not like, by 
the name of Wife; and lie with her, for the molt part, with no Appetite 
at all ; mult keep the Children that, for ought 1 know, any Body elſe may 
beget of her Body ; and for Food and Rayment, by her good will ſhe'would 
have them both Freſh three times a day ; Then for Kiſs and part, I may 
kiſs and kiſs my Heart out, but the Devil a bit ſhall I ever get rid of her. 

Beang. Alas, poor Husband ! But. art thou really in this miſerable Con- 
dition ? | 

Court, Ten times worſe, if poſſible: By the vertue of Matrimony, and 
long Cohabitation, we are grown ſo really One Fleſh, that 1 have no more 
Inclination to hers, than.to eat a piece.of my own. Then her Ladiſhip is 
ſo Jealous, that ſhe does me the Honour to make me Stalion-general to the 
whole Pariſh, from the Parſon's Importance in-Paragon, to the Cobler%s 


ſcolding Wife, that drinks Brandy, and. ſmoaks loathſom Tobacco. In . 


ſhort, Jack, ſhe has ſo order*d the Bus*neſs, that I am half weary of the 
World, wiſh all Mankind hangV, and have not laugt'd theſe Six months. - 
Beang. Ha, ha, ha ! 
Court, Why, thou canſt laugh, I ſee, though. : 


Beaug. : Ay, Ned, 1 have Two thouſand pound per Amwn,. Ned, 'old-. 


Rents, and well Tenanted ; have no Wife, nor ever will have any, Ned ; 


reſolve to make. my Days of Mortality all Joyful, and Nights Plcafurable, 
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with ſome dear, loveſom, young, beauriful, kind, generous She, that every: - 


Night ſhall bring me all the Joys of a New Bride and.none of the Vexa+. 


tions of a worn-out, inſipid, troubleſoin, jealous Wife, Wife, Ned. -* 


Court, But where lies this Treaſure? Where is there ſuch a Jewel to'be * 


found ? 
Beaug. Ah, Rogue ! Doyou deſpiſe your own Manna indeed, and Jon 


after Quails ? Why, thou unconſcionable Hobnail, thou Country Cawhk-. -- 


ſtaff, thou abſolute Piece of thy own dry*'d Dirt, wouldit thou have. the 
Impudence, with that hideoys Beard, aud grilly Cqunteuapce, to.make thy : 
| LOR | © = Appearance. - 
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Appearance before the Footſtool of a Bona Roba that I delight in ? For 
ſhame get off that Smithfield-Horſecourſers Equipage ; AppEar once more 
like Conrtine the Gay, the Witty, and Unbounded, with Joy in thy Face, 
and Love in thy Blood, Money in thy Pockets, and good Cloaths on thy 
Back ; and then Vl try to give thee a Recipe that may purge away thoſe 
foul Humours Matrimony has bred in thee, and fit thee to reliſh the Sins 
of thy Youth again. Blcfs us ! What a Beard's there ?-It: puts me in 
mind of the Blazing Star. 

Court, Beard, Beaugard / Why, I wear it on purpoſe, Man ; I have 
wilt”t it a Furze-buſh a thouſand times, when 1 have been kiſſing my—— 

Beaug. Whom ? 

Court, Wife. ——Let me never live to bury her, if the word Wife does 
not ſtick in my Throat. | 

Beang. Then this Peruque ! Why, it makes thee ſhew like the Sign of a 
Head looking out at a Barbers Window. | 

Court, No more, no more ; all ſhall be re&ified : For, to deal with thee 
as honeſtly as a Fellow in my damn'd Condition can do, &er I reſolv*d ab- 
folutely to hang my ſelf, I thought there might be ſome Remedy left, 
and that was this dear Town, and thy dear Friendſhip : So that, in ſhort, 
I am very fairly run away ; pretended a ſhort Journey to viſit a Friend, but 
came to London ;, and, if it be poſſible, will not ſee Country, Wife, nor 
Children agen theſe ſeven years. Therefore, prethee, for my better En- 
couragement, tell me a little what Sins are ſtirring in this: Noble Metro- 
polis, that I may know my Bugneſs the better, and fall to- it as faſt as 1 
Can. 

Beaug. Why, *faith, Ned, conſidering the Plot, the Danger of the 
Times, and ſome other Obſtruttions of Trade and Commerce, Iniquity 
in the general has'not loſt much Ground. There's Cheating and Hypocri- 
ſie ſtill in the City; Riot and Murder in the Suburbs ;' Grinning, Lying, 
Fawning, Flattery, and Falſe-promiſing at Court z Aſſignations at Covent- 
garden Church ; Cuckolds, Whores, Pimps, Panders, Bawds, and their 
Diſeaſes, all over the Town. * Tx 

Court. But what Choice Spirits, what Extraordinary Raſcals may a Man 
oblige his Curioſity withal ? 

Beaung. V1I tell thee: In the firſt place, we are over-run with a Race of 
Vermin they call Wits, a Generation of Inſets that are always making a 
Noiſe, and buzzing about your Ears, concerning Poets, Plays, Lampoons, 
Libels, Songs, Tunes, Soft Scenes, Love, Ladies, Peruques, and Grerat: 
ſtrings, Fre-ch Conqueſts, Duels, Religion, Snuff-boxes, Points, Garni- 
tures, MilPd Stocking, Fonbert*s Academy, Politicks, Parliament-Speeches, 
and every thing elſe which they do not underſtand, or would -have the 
World think they did. 

Court, And are all theſe Wits ? 

Beang. Nes, and be hang'd to %em, theſe are the Wits. 

_ Conrt, I never knew one of theſe Wits in my Life, that did not deſerve 
to be Pillory*d; twenty to one if half of *em can read, and yet they will 
venture at Learning as familiarly, as if they had been bred in the _ 

> | " if 
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One of %em told me one day, he thought Plutarch well done would make 
the b:ſt Erglifb Heroick Poems in the World, Befides, they will rail, cavil, 
cenſare, and, what is worſt of all, make Jeſts; rhe dull Rogues will Jeſt, 
though they do it as awkerdly as a Tarpawlin would ride the Great Horſe. 
I hate a pert, dull, Jeſting Rogue from the bottom of my Hearr. 

Beaug. But above all, the moſt abominable is your Witty Squire, your 
young Heir that-is very Witty z who having newly been diſcharg*d from 
the Diſcretion of a Governour, and come to keep his own Money, gets 
irto a Cabal of, Coxcombs of the Third Form, who will be fure to cry hun 
up fcr a Fine Perſon, that he may think all them fo. 

Court, Oh, ycur Alles know one anothers Nature exaCtly, and are always 
ready to nabble, becauſe ir is the certain way to be nabbled again : But 
above all the reſt, what think you of the Atheiſt ? | 

Beaug. By this good Light, thou haſt prevented me : I have one for thee 
of that Kind, the moſt unimitable.Varlet, and the moſt inſuffFable Stink- 
ard living ; one that has Donbts enow to turn to all Religions, and yet 
would fain pretend to be of none : In ſhort, a Cheat, that would have you 
of opinion that he believes neither Heav*n nor Hell, and yet never feels. 
ſo much as an Ague-fit, but he*s afraid of being damn. | 

Court. That muſt bea very Noble Champion, and certainly an Original. 

Beaug. The Villain has leſs Sincerity than a Bawd, leſs Courage than a 
Hector, leſs Good-nature than a Hangman, and leſt Charity than a Phana- 
tique z -talks of Religion -and Church-Worſhip as. familiarly as a little 
Courtier does of the Maids of Honour ; and ſwears the King deſerves to 
be Chan'd out of the City, for ſuffering Zealous Fools to build Paxts again, 
when it would make ſo proper a Place for a Citadel, | 

Curt, A very- worthy Member of a Chriſtian Commonwealth, that is 
the truth on'r. 

Beaug, 1 am intimately acquainted with him. 

Court, | honour you fort, with all my Heart, Sir. 

Beans. After all, the Rogue has ſome other little tzny' V ices, that are 
nat very. ungrateful. | 

Court, Very probable. , 

Beang. He-makes a very good odd Man at Balum-rancum, or ſo ; that is, 
when the reſt of the Company is coupled, will take care to fee there*s -. 
good Attendance paid ; and when we havea mind to make 2 Ballunof K 
indeed, there is no Lewdneſs ſo ſcandalous that he will.not be very proud - + 


to have the Honour to be pat upon. 
Court. Avery necellary Inſtrument of Damnation, truly. -. ; 
Beaug. Beſides, to give the Devil his due, ke is ſeldom Impertinent 
but, barring his Darling-Topick, Blaſphemy, a Companion pleaſans 
enough. Shall I recommend, him to.thy Service?” ll enter into Bonds of 
Five hundred pounds, that he teaches thee as good a. way to get 'Fid' of ... 
that Whip and a Bell, calld thy Wie, as thy Heart would:wih-box: . + 


Court, And that is n0 ſmall 'Femptation, 1 aſlire-you.. .. 


Evngy 
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: Enter Boy, with a Eetter. 


— 


Boy. Sir |! 

Beaug, My Child ! | 

Court, A Pimp, for a Gu:ny, he ſpeaks ſo gently to him. es 

Beaug. Tell her, ſhe has undone me, ſhe has choſen the only way to eh- 
ſlave me utterly; tell her, my Soul, my Life, my future Happineſs, and 
preſent Fortune, are only what ſhell make?*em. | 

Boy. At Seven, Sir. 

Bearg. Molt infallibly. | 

Court. Ay, ay, *tis ſo: Now what a damn'd Country-Itch have I, to 
dive into the Secret | Beaugard, Beaugard, are all things in a readineſs ? 
the Husband out of the way, the Family diſpos'd of ? Come, come, come, 
no trifling *be free-hearted and friendly. 

Beaug. You are married, Ned, you are married, thats all I have to 
ſay : you are married. 

Court. Let a Man do a fooliſh thing once in his Life-time, and heſhall 
always hear of it.—- Marricd, quoth *a  Prethee be patient :' I was mar- 
ried about-a Twelvemonth ago, but that”s palt and forgotten. Come, come, 
communicate, communicate, if thou art a Friend, communicate. 

Beaug. Nota Tiitle. I have Conſcience, Ned, Conſcience; tho I muſt 
confeſs *tis not altogether ſo Gentleman-like a Companion : But-what a 
Scandal would it be upon a Man of my ſober Demeanour and Charatter, 
to have the unmerciful Tongue of thy Legitimate Spouſe roaring againſt 
me, for Debauching her Natural Husband ! 

Court. It has been otherwile, Sir. 

Beang. Ay, ay, the time has been, Courtine, when thou wert in poſſeſſion 

of thy Natural Freedom, and mighteſt be truſted with a Secret of this 
dear nature ; when I might have oper*d this Billet, and ſhew*d thee this 
bewitching Name At the bottom : But wo and alas! O Matrimony, Ma- 
trimony ! what a Blot art thou in an honeſt Fellows Scutcheon ! 
' Court, No more to be ſaid ; Þll into the Country again, like any diſ- 
contented Stateſman, get drunk every Night with an adjacent School- 
maſter, beat my Wife to a downright Houſekeeper, get all my Maid- 
ſervants every Year with Baſtards, till 1 can command a Serasl;o hve Miles 
round my own Palace, and be beholden to no Man of Two thouſand pound 
a year for a Whore, when I want one. | 

Beang. Good words, Ned, good words, let me adviſe you; none of your 
Mariage-qualities of Scolding and Railing, now you are got out of the 
turbulent Element. Come hither, come ; but firſt let us capitulate : Will 
you promiſe me, upon your Conjugal Credit, to be very governable, and 
very civil ? 

Court, As any-made Spaniel, or hang me up for a Tur. : 

Beaug. Then this Note, this very Billet, Ned, comes from a Woman, 
who, when I was ſtrowling very penſively laft Sunday to Church, watch't 
her Opportunity, and poach'd me up for the Service of Satan. 
| Court, 
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Court. Is ſhe very handſom, Beaugard ? ] | 

Beaug. Theſe Country Squires, .when they get up to Town, are as ter- 
magant after a Wench, as a ty*d-up hungry Cur, got looſe from Kennel, 
is after Cruſts. Very handſom, faid you? Lect me ſee : No, not very 
handſom neither; but ſhe'll paſs, Ned, ſhell paſs. 

Court, Young ? 

Beaug. About Eighteen. 

Court, Oh Lord ! ; 

Beans, Her Complexion fair, with a glowing Bluſh always ready in her 
Cheeks, that looks as Nature were watching every Opportunity to ſeize 
and run away with her. 

Court, Oh the Devil, the Devil ! = - intolerable. 

Beang. Her Eyes black, ſparkling, ſpriteful, hot, and piercing. 

co. The —_— Din 0 by ſhoots me chrongh ay Dioer. 

Beaug. Her Hair of a delicate light Amber-brown, curling in huge- 
Rings, and of a great Quantity, 

Court, So 

Beaug. Her Forehead large, Majeſtick, and generous. 

Court, Very well. 

Beaugs Her Noſe neat, and well-faſhioned. 

Court. Good. 

Beaug. With a delicious, little, pretty, ſiniling Mouth. 

Court, Oh! 

Beang. Plump, red, blub Lips. | 

Cone, Ah = ” >. oF 

Beaug. Teeth whiter than ſo many little Pearls ; a bewitching Neck, 
and tempting, riſing, ſwelling Breaſts. 

Conrt. Ah h hk h-— 

Beaug. Then ſuch a Proportion, ſuch a Shape, ſuch a Waſte—— 

Court, Hold : Go no lower, if thou lov*ſt me. 

Beang. But, by your. leave, Friend, I hope to go ſomething lower, if ſhe 
loves me. | . | 

Court. But art thou certain, Bedxgard, ſhe'is all this thou haſt told me ? 
So fair, ſo tempting, ſo lovely, ſo bewitching ? 

Beaug, No; for, you mult know, I never ſaw her Face in my Life : But 
[ love my own Pleaſure ſo well, thay, Ill imagine all this, and ten times 
more, if it be poſlible. _ 

Court, Where lives ſhe? 5 | : 

Beaug. That know notAeither ; but my Orders are to meet her fairly 
and ſquarely this Evening by Seven, at a certain Civil Perſons Shop in the 
Upper Walk, at the New Exchange, where ſhe promiſes to be very good 
natur?d, and let me know moreof'hes. Mied. . | 
_ Court, PH &en go home; like a miſerable Blockhead as I am, to ty Lodg- 
ing, and ſleep. Ss +. 4, Oh er ea = 

.No, Ned:. Thou knoweſt my. good Chances haye always been 
luckie to thee : Whoican tell butzthis Lady- errant that has ſeis'& upon my 
Perſon, may have a Sragling Compaction, or ſag not unworthy my —_— 

dana 


4. C 


IO The AT HEIST: Or, 

Court. ?Tis impoſſible. 

Beang. Not at all, for, to deal heartily with thee in this Buſineſs, 
tho I never ſaw her Face, or know who ſhe 1s, yet thus far I am ſatisfied, 
- ſhe is a Woman very witty, very well bred, of a pleaſant Converſation, 
with a generous Diſpoſition, and, what is better than all, if I am not ex- 
tremely miſinfornd, of Noble Quality, and damnably Rich. Such a one 
cannot want good, pretty, little, Under-ſfinners, Fed, that a Man may fool 
away an Hour or two withal very comfortably. 

Ceurt. Why then Ill be a Man again. Wife, avaunt, and come not near 
my Memory ; Impotence attends the very Thoughts of thee. At Seven, 
you ſay, this Evening ? 

Beang. Precilely.. 

Court, And ſhall I go along with thee, for a ſmall Venture in this Love- 
Voyage ? | 

Beaug, With all my Heart. 

Courr. But how ſhall we diſpoſe of the burdenſom Time, till the happy 
Minute ſmile upon us ? 

Beagg. With Love's beſt Friend, and'our own honeſt old Acquaintance, 
edifytng Champagn, Ne ; and for good Company, tho it be a Rarity,-'Pll 
carry thee to- dine with the beſt I car meet with, where well warm our 
Blood and THOUEAGS with generous Glaſſes, and free-hearted Converſe 
till we forget the World, and think of nothing but Immortal Beauties, and 
Eternal Loving. 

Court, Then here I ſtrike the League with thee : And now 
Methjoks ware, both upen oe Wing together, 

Bound for new Realms of Joy, and Liiids pf Pleaſbre 3 
Where Men were never yet enſlay*d'by ing 


But all their Cares are handſojnly contriving 
T*improve the Noble Arts of Perfett Living, 


End of the Firſt AF. 


—— —_— 


THE SECOND ACT. 


Courtine and Beavgard.. 


Court. TI-Nt was that thy Father ? £ 

Beaug. Yes, that civil, ſober, vid Gentleman, Court;ne, is my 
Father : And, to tell thee the trath, as Wicked and as Poor as ever. his 
Son was. 41 ſent hima Cordial of a hundred Guine#s this Morning, which 
| hc 
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he will be ſure to loſe all before to morrow Morning, and not have a Shil- 
ling to help himſelf. - | 

Court. Methoughts, as I look'd into the Room, he ratled the Box with 
a great deal of Grace, and ſwore half a dozen Rappers very youthfully. 

Beauz. Prithee no more on'r, tis. an irreverent Theme ; and next to 
Atheiſm, I hate making merry with the Frailties of my'Father. 

Court, But then as to the Lady, Beaugard. 

Beaug. *Tis near the Hour appointed, and that's the Shop we meet at; 
the Miſtreſs of it, Courtine, is a hearty Well-wiſher to the Mathematicks, 
and her Influence, I hope, may have no ill Effet o*'re my Adventure. 

Court, Methinks this Place looks as it were made for Loving : The 
Lights on each hand of the Walk look ſtately ; and then the Ruſling of 
Silk Petticoats, the Din and the Chatter of the pretty little party-co- 
lour'd Parrots, that hop and flutter from one ſide to Vother, pyts every 
Senſe upon its proper O{hce, and ſets the Wheels of Nature finely moving, 

Beaug. Would the Lady of my Motion would make, haſte, and'be pun- 
@tual; the Wheels of my Nature move fo faſt elſe, that the Weight will 
be down before ſhe comes... ' 

Woman. Gloves or Ribbands, Sir ?: Very good Gloves or Ribbands, 
cn_ of fine Eſſences. Captain Beaxgard, ſhall I ſell you nothing to 

ay ! 

Beaug. Truly, Miſtreſs Furniſh, I am come to lay out. a Heart at your 
Shop this Evening, if my pretty Merchant-Adventurer dowt fail to meet 
me here. 

Wom, What ſhe that ſpoiPd your Devotion o? Swnday laſt, Captain ? 

Beaug. Doſt thou know her, my little Farmſb? -. x 

Wom. There is a certain Lady in the World, Sir, that has done mc tile 
Honour to let me ſee her at my poor Shop ſomerimes. : 


Enter Porcia masqu#d, and ſtands behind Beaugard. J 


Beang. And is ſhe very loyely ? 

Wom. What think you, Sir ! 

Beaug. Faith, charitably enough. 

Wom. PII ſwear ſhe is_ obliged to you. 

Beaug. And 1 would very fain be obliged to her too, if *twere poſlible, 
Will ſhe be here t& night ? 

Porcia. Yes marry will ſhe, Captain. .... * " 

Beaug. Are you there indeed, my little Picaroon,? What, attaque a 
Man of War of-my Burden in the Stern, Pirate ! | 

Porcia, Lord, how like a Soldier you- are pleas'd to expreſs your ſelf 
now! I warrant yon, to carry on the Metaphbr, you have forty more mer- 
ry things to Gy.to me upon this Occalion;; .as, plying your, Chaſe-guns, 
laying, your, ſalt achwart my-Harſer, Coarding 1. ypon_ The Forecaſtle, 
clapping all under Hatches, cartying of .the-Prjze tothe next Port of Se- 
curity, and there rammaging an riting her... Alas, poor Captain ! .. 
| Coure.. Poor, Madam ! * has Two-thouſand. a.year, and nothiag but 
. an old Father to provide x.” * SFF” 20 
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Poreia. Sir, is this fine, 
Steward, he underftands your 
Beaug. The truth ont is, Madam, he does wait for an Office under me, 
and may in time, if he behave himſelf handſomly, come to Preferment.. 
Court. This I have got by my Beard already. 
me now. 
Beaug. Well, Madam 
Task 1 am to undertake 


Be 


Porcia. 


Beang. 


Porcia 


Beaug. 


Porcia. 


Beaug. 


« Porcia. 


Beaug. 


Porcsa. 


Court. 


Beaug. 


Diſtanc 


Porcia Have you then made your Eſcape, Sir, from your dear Wife, 
the Lady-Tyrant of your Enchanted Caſtle in the Country, to run a wan- 
dring after new Adventures here ? Oh all the Windmills about Londen, 


beware ! 


Conrts Ay, 2nd the Watermills too, Madam. In the DeviPs name, what 
will become of me! 

Porcia. For the Qu:xot of the Country is abroad z Murder by his Side, 
Enterpriſes in his Head, and Horror in his Face. 

Conrt. *Oh Lord! 

Beaug. Do you know this Friend of mine then, Madam ? | 

I hayetheard of fuch a Hero, that was very famons about two 
years ſince, for ſelling himſelf to a Plantation, the Country, for Five thou- 
and pound: Was not that the Price, Sir ? | | | 
Conrr. Your Ladiſhip is pleas'dw be yery free, Madam ; 


Porcia, 


. I am 


Hah ! 


. But love my Pleafires, and will hold my Liberty.. 

Noble. 

I am rich too. 

Better and better. 

But what's worſt of all—- 

Out witH't. 

I doubt I am fillily in Love. 

With whom, dear Miracle ? 

Porcia. Not with a Married-man, ſweet Monſieur Conrtine. 

Court, Confound her, but ſhe knows me.—— Why, good Madam — — 
Nay, Friend, no ruffling ; keep your Articles, and keep your 
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brown-bearded Gentleman to be your 
irs ſo well already ? 


If ſhe ſhould but know 


are your Commands ready ? May I know the 
efore I lay claim to the Happineſs of ſeeing that 
handſom, homely, fair, black, young, ancient, tempting or frightful Face, 

which you conceal ſo maliciouſly ? For hang me, asI have deſerved long 

ago, if I know what to make of this extraordinary Proceeding of yours. 

Porcia: In the firſt place, Captain, this Face of mine, be it what it will, 
if you behave your ſelf as you ſhould do, ſhall never put you out of Coun- 

tenance® 
Beaug. In troth, and that's ſaid kindly. 

Porcia, For I am young, Captain. 

ad ont with all my Heart. 

Porcza. And, if the World ſpeaks truth, not very ugly. 
Beaug. So much the better ſtill. ; 

Next, Pm no Hypocrite. 
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Porcsa. So were you at that time, Sir, or you had ner parted with 
your dear Liberty on ſuch reaſonable Terms ſurely. Bleſs us' Had you 
but lookt about you a little, what a Market might haye been made of that 
tall, proper, pr Perſon of yours! that— — 

Coxrt, Hell confound thee, heartily, heartily. 

Porcia, That Face, which now, o're-grown with ruful Beard, looks as 
you had ſtole it from the Retinue of a Ruſſian Embaſlie ! Fough ! I fancy 
all Fellows that are married ſmell of Train-oyl and Garlick. 

Beaugs And yet, twenty to one, that is a ſtinking Conditton you'll have 
a deſign to ſeduce ſome poor doating Monſter or another into, one day. 

Porcia, Never, by that Badge of Slavery, his Beard there. 

Beang.. How that dear Proteſtation has charn”d me ! 

Court. O* my Conſcience I my ſelf could be half reconcild to her again 
too. | 2 
Porcia.. In ſhort, to give you one- infallible Argument, that I never will 
marry, I have been married already, that is, ſold : for being the Daughter 
of a very rich Merchant, who dying left me the onely Heireſs of an im- 
menſe Fortune, it was my ill luck to fall into the Hands of Guardians, tha 
to ſpeak properly, were Raskals; for in a ſhort time they conſpir 
amongſt themſelves, and for baſe Bribes, betrayd, ſold, and married me. 
toa——Husband, that's all. | 

Beang. In troth, and that's enough of all conſcience : But where is this 
Husband ? 

Porcia. Heav*n be thanked, dead and buried, Captain. 

Beang. Amen, with all my Heart. 

Court. A Widow, by my Manhood, a downright Bawdy Widow, 

Porcia. W hat would your Cream-pot in the Country give for that Title, 
think you ? 

Court, Not more than I would, that thy Husband were alive agen, to re- 
venge my Quarrel on thee; | 

Beaug. And what's to be done, thou dear One ? 

Porcsa. Look upon me as a Lady in diſtreſs, Captain; and by the Ho-. 
nour of a Soldier conſider on ſome way for my Deliverance. 

Beang, From what ? Where is the Danger ? 

Porcia. Every way it threatens me : For into the very Hands my il] For-- 
tune threw me before, has it-betray*d me again, Friead, 

Beang. Hah ! In 

Porcsa, The Principal is an Uncle, old;jealous, tyrannical, and covetous.. 

Beaug. Hell confound him for it. 

Porcta; My Fortune lying moſt in his Hands, obliged me upon my Wi- 
dowhood to give up my ſelf again there too, where he has ſecured and con-- 


fin'd me with more Tyranny, than if I had been a PriPner for Murder ; 
guards me Day and Night with ill-lookt Rogues, that wear Tongs X90, 
terrible Swords; and ſtand Ceatinel up and down the Houſe with Muſque- 
zo0ns and Blunderbuſles. 


Court. *So, here's like to Be ſome Miſchief going forward, thas's” one. 


 Porcja, Murder. 
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Porcia. Murder and Marriage are the two dreadful things I ſeem to 
threatned with : Now gueſs what pity it is that ever either of thoſe Mi. 
chiefs ſhould fall upon me. 

Beaug. By the gallant Spirit that's in thee, I il fairly be Gibetted firſt, 

Porcia. No need of that, Captain, neither-: for, to ſhew you l deſerve 
your Protection, I have had the Conrage to break Gaol, run away, and 
make my Eſcape hither, purely to keep my Word with you. Deal like a 
Man of Honour by me ;z and when the Storm<hat will follow 1s a little 
blown over, here's a white Hand upon't, I'll not be ungrateful, 

Beaug, And in token I believe thee, ll kis it moſt Religiouſly. 

Court, . Why the Devil did 1 marry ? Madam, one word with you? Have 
you never a married Lady of your Acquaintance, that's as good-natur'd 
as you, and would fain be a Widow as you are, too. 

Porcia., Why do you askgSir ? 

Court, Becauſe 1 would cut her Husband's Throat, and make her one for 
my own proper uſe. | 

Porcia, P11 ask your own Lady, Sir, that Queſtion next time I ſee her, 
if you pleaſe 

Court, Why, doſt thou know her then ? 

Porcia. Yes. 

Court. Then I may chance ſhortly to have a fine time ont: I have made 

2 pretty Evenings Work of this, Heay?®ns be praig'd. 


Emer two Men difenis'd. 


1 Man, Run away lewdly ! Damnation ! 

2 Man. Look! 

1 Man, By Heav*n, it muſt be ſhe. 

2 Man, The Men are well Army?d ? 

1 Man, No matter ; we muſt carry her, or all*s loſt elſe. 

2 Man. Pll not ſhrink from you. 

1 Man, Thar's well ſaid. Sir, if you pleaſe, a Word with you. 

Beaux. Wirth me, Sir ? 

1 Man, Yes. 

Beaug. Courtine, be civil a little. 

1 Man. Sir, it is my Misfortune to be concerned for the Honour of a 
Lady that has not been alrogether ſo careful of it her ſelf awſhe ought to 
have been. 

Beaug, I am ſorry for®t, Sir. 

1 Man. You being a Gentleman whoſe Character I have had an advan- 
tagious-Account of, [ would make it-my Petition to you, if ſhe be of your 
Acquaintance, not to engage your ſelf in any thing that may-give me 0cca- 
lion to bz your Enemy. - - F ; , 

Beaug. Sir; | ſhould be highly glad of any brave Mat's Friendſhip, and 
ſhoukd be troubled if 1 appear concern'd in any thing that may hazard the 
loſs of yours. < os bu: MAMA g 

i Man. That Lady, Sir, you talkt withal's—— | . 

pits = ang. My 
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Beang. My Miſtreſs, Sir. 
3 Man. Miltreſs ! | 
Beaug.. Yes, Miſtreſs, Sir : I love her, doat on her, am damnably in love 
with her ; ſhe is under my Protection too, and when ever there's occaſiog, 
2s far as this ſinful Body of mine will bear me out in it, P11 defend her. 
3 Man, Do you know her ? 
Beaug. Not 1o well as I wonld do, Sir. 
1 Man. What's her Name ? 
Beans. A Secret, 
1 Man, She muſt along with me, Sir. 
Beaug: No, that muſt not be, Sir. 
2 Man, This Lady, Sir—— 
Court, You lie, Sir-—Hah !—ZBeauzard ! [| Draw, and fight. Porcia runs 


Beaug« Stand faſt, Ned, away [queaking. Courtine 
Court, Hold thy dead-doing Hand, diſarms bis Adverſary,and 
Thou'Son of Slayghter. - comes up to Beaugard. 


1 Man, Sir, there may come a time—— 

Feaug. When you'l learn Manners. 

1 Man, And teach *«m you too. 

Court. We are well:known. 

1 Man. And ſhall not be forgotten. | 
Come, Friend. DExeunt two Men. 

Beauz. Confound *em.!. This mult be a Brother, a Kinſman, or a Rival, 
he ply*d me fo warmly. ; CY 

Cort, *Tis a hard caſe, that a Man cannot hold Civil Correſpondence: 
with a good-natur*d Female, but preſently ſome hot-headed Fellow of the 
Family or other runs horn-mad with Jealouſie, and fancies his Blaod ſmarts. 
2s often as the Womans itches. 

Beaug. This Heroick Perſon's Siſter, Kinſwoman, his Miſtreſs, or what- 
&er ſhe be, is like to get much Reputation by his HeCtoring and Quarrel- 
ling for her ; and he as much Honour, by being beaten for her. 

Court.” Nay, when Cuckolds or Brothers fight for the Reputation of a 
back-ſliding Wife or Siſter, it is a very pretty Undertaking, doubtleſs. 
As for example ; I am a Cuckold now. 

Beaug, All in good time, Ned; do not be too. haſty. 

Court. And being much troubled In Spirit, R—_ with the Spark that; 
has done me the Honour,with.a great deal of reſpett 1 ma myAddreſs,--- 
as thus, —— Moſt Noble Sir, you bave done me the Favonr to lie Tith my Wife.. - 

Beaug, Very well. © 

Court, All I beg of yous, 1s, that you would do your beſt. endeavour to. rum me 
through the Guts to morrom morning, and it will be the greateſt Satisfattiun 1%, 
the World. | 

Beaug, Which the good-natur'd Whoremaſlter does-very decently ;, 1o. 
down falls the Cackold at Barn-elms, and riſes again next day at, Holboxn ins 
a Ballad.. But all this while, what is become of the Widow, Ned 7 

oxrt, Faith ſhe has &en done very wiſely, I think ; as ſcon as. ſlic hab 
{ct us together by the Ears, ſhe very fairly rag fort. 
- « wy Boang, A 
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"Beang, A very noble, Account of our firſt Evenings Enterpriſe ! But 


a Pox on't, take Courages, and ſince we have lolt this Quarry, let us een 
heat about a little, and ſee what other Game we can meet with. 


Enter Lucrece Maſqud. 


Lucr, Sir, Sir ! Captain ! 

Cort, With you again, Beauzard. Agare ho ? 

Begu7. With me, my Miltreſs ? | 

Lucr, Yes, with you, my Maſter. ; 

Court. 1 wonder when, o? the DeviPs name, it will come to my turn. 

Lucr, Being a particular Friend of yours, Captain, I am come to tell 
you, the World begins to talk very ſcandalonſly of you, Captain. 

Beaug. Look thee, Swettheart, the World's an Aſs, and Common 
Fame a Common Strumpet : ſo long as ſuch pretty good-natur'd Crea- 
tures as thou ſeemeſt to be, think but well of me, let the World be 
hang'd, as it was once drown'd, if it will. 

Lucr, 1 muſt let you know too, Captain, that your Love-Intrigues are 

"not ſo cloſely managed, but that they will ſhortly grow the Subject of all 
the Satyr and Contempt in Town : Your holding Converſation with a 
draggle-taild Maſque, in the Church-Cloyſters, on Swnday; your meeting 
with the very Scandal here again, this Evening; ſuffering your ſelf to be 
impos'd upon, and Jilted by her ; and at laſt running the hazard of a 
damnable Beating, by a couple of plauſible Hectors, that made you believe 
your Miſtreſs had Honour enough to be concern'd for. 

Beang. Really, my little Wolf in a Sheeps Fleece, this ſounds like very 
good Doctrine; but what Uſe muſt I make of- it, Child ? | 

Lucr. Methinks, Captain, that ſhould. not be ſo hard to find out z my 
ſetting upon you in a Maſque my ſelf, and railing at the laſt Woman that 
did ſo before me, might tafily inform you, I have a certain Deſign of trying 
whoſe Hearr's hardeſt, yours or mine. 

Court, Then, my little Miſchief, you ſhould not enter the Liſts upon 
unequal Terms, with that Black-Armour upon your Face, that makes you 
look as dreadfully as the Black Knight ina Romance. 

Lucr. Good Captain, what's that ſober Gentleman's name ? For certain- 
ly I have ſeen him before now. 

Beaug. Hgs name in the Fleſh, my pretty one, is Courtine ; a very honeſt 
Fellow, good-natur?d, and wicked enough for thy purpoſe of all conſcjence. 

Lucy. Conrtine / Bleſs us for ever | What, the Man that*s married ! 

Court, The Man that's married! Yes, the Man that's married. ?Sdeath, 
though I be weary on'c, Iam not aſham'd of my Condition. Why the De- 
vil didſt thou tell her my name? | ſhall never thrive with any Woman 
that knows me. The Man that*s married ! *Zounes, I am as fcandalous as 
the Man that's to be hang'd. One « 

_Lucr. But you'll ne'er” be thought ſo haadſomm. To make few wards 
with you, Sir, I am one that mean you fairer play than fach an inconſtant, 
fickle, falſe-hearted Wanderer as you deſerve. @ 


Beang. Then 


_ 


Sx" 
hays: Then why doſt thou conceal thy ſelf? Thoſe whoſe Deſigns are 
fair and noble, ſcorn to hide their Faces : Therefore give me leave to tell 
thee, Lady, if thou think*ſt to make uſe of me only to create ſome TJealou- 
fie in another Woman, I am no Inſtrument to be that way manag'd; no, 1 
am conſtant, I——bur if thou lov*ſt me— 

Lucr. Have you any more Doubts that trouble you ? 

Beaug. None, by this ſweet Body of thine. 

Lacr. Know then, Sir, it has been my Misfortune to watch you, haunt 
you, and dog you theſe ſix Months, being, to my eternal torment, jea'ous 
of that ravenous Kite your Widow,-your Widow, Captain : nay, ſince [ 
have confelt my Weakneſs, know from this hour 111 defeat all her Am- 
buſhes, all the falſe Baits ſhe lays-to enſnare your Heart, till I obtain the Vi- 
(tory of it my ſelf, much more my due,in that 'm not beneath her in Beau- 
ty, Birth, or Fortune, or indeed any thing but her years, Captain ; there- 
fore if you have that Merit the World reports of you, make the beſt uſe 
of this preſent Advice; and fo farewell, till you hear from me further. 

[Exit Lucrece. 

Beaug. Now may Ido by my Miſtreſſes as the Boys do by their Farthings, 
huſtle *em in a Hat together, and go to Heads or Tails for *em.——Hah ! 
Let me never ſee day again, if yentnr be not coming towards us the very 
Raſcal I told thee of this Morning, our fa«x Atheiſt ; now will I ſhew 
thee as notable a Spirit as ever upon the ignorant World for a fine 
Perſon, and a Philoſopher. ; [Euter Daredevil. 
W hat, Daredevil, a good Evening to thee : Why, where haſt thou been, 
old Blaſphemy, theſe Forty Hours ? I ſhall never be converted from Chrt- 
{tianity, if thou doſt not mind thy Bugaeſs better. 

Dared. Been, quoth a! 1 have been where I have half loſt my honeſt 
Senſes, Man : Would any body that knows me, believe it ? Let me be bu- 
ried _ if the Rogues of the Pariſh I live in have not Indicted me for 
a Papilt. 

Beang. T he Devil ! a Papilſt ! 

Dared. Pox on %em, a Papiſt ! When the impudent Villains know, as 
well as I do, that I have no Religion at all. 

Court, No Religion, Sir ? Are you of no Religion ? 

Dared. 1s he an honeſt Fellow, Beaugard ? # 

Reaug. Oh, a very honeſt Fellow ; thou mayſt truſt him with thy Dam- 
nation, ll warrant thee : Anſwer him, anſwer him. 

Dared. I never go to Church, Sir, 

Coxrt, But what Religion are you of ? 

Dared. Of the Religion of the /nner-Temple, the Common-Law Religi- 
on; I believe in the Law, truſt in the Law,enjoy what I have by the Law : 
For if ſuch a Religious Gentleman as you are get Fifty pounds into my 
Debt, I may go to Church and pray till my Heart akes, but the Law mult 
make. you pay me at laſt. F, 

Court, ? Tis certainly the fear of Hell, and hopes of Happineſs, that 
makes _ live in Honeſty, Peace, and Union one towards another. 


Dared... Fear of Hell! - Heark thee, _—_— ; this Companion of thine, 
d dal, A ; | % as , 
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2 1 apprehend, is but a ſort of a ſhallow Monſter: Fear of Hell ! No, 
Sir, *tis fear of Hanging. Who would flot ſteal, or do murder, every time 
his Fingers itcÞyt at it; were it not for fear of the Gallows ? Do not you, 
with all your Religion, ſwear almoſt as often as you ſpeak ? break and 
prophane the Sabbath ? lie with your Neighbours Wives ? and covet their 

Eſtates, if they be better than your own ? Yet thoſe things are forbid by 
Religion, as well as Stealing and Cutting of Throats are. No, had every 
Commandment but a Gibber belonging to it, I ſhould not have had Four 
Kings Evidences to day ſwore impudently I was a Papiſt, when 1 was ne- 
ver at Maſs yet ſince I was born, nor indeed at ariy other Worſhip theſe 
Twenty years. 

Court, Why then, Sir, between Man and Man, you are really of no 
Religion ? 

Dared, May be I am, Sir z may be-I amnot, Sir : When you come to 
know me better, twenty to one but yow'll be better ſatisfied. 

Coxrt. Does your Honour think there may be a Devil ? 

Dared. I never ſaw him, Sir. 

Court, Have you-a mind to ſee hint? 

Dared. Pd go Fifty miles barefoot to ſee but a Fiend that belong?d to 
his Family. 

Beang, That*s a-damn*d Lie, to my Knowledge : For I ſaw the Rogue 
ſo ſcar*d, that his Hair ſtood upright, but at the fight of a poor Black 
Water-Spaniel, that met him in the dark once. 

Corrt, What think you of Conſcience ? 

Dared, 1 do not think of it at all, Sir z it never troubles me. 

Court, Did you ever dq a Murder ? 

Dared. 1 wort telF you. 

Coxrt. Thou art the honeſter Fellow for it ; 1 love a friendly Rogue, 
that can keep fuch'a Secret at my Heart. 

Dared. Do you ? | 

Court, Ay. .. _ | eb . 

'Bowty.. So, that's well' ſaid; now well to work -with- hin preſently. 
Doſt thou hear, Daredevil, this honeſt Friend of mine is ſomething tron- 
_ in Spirit, and wants a little of thy Ghoſtly Advice in a Point of Dif- 

—_ .._.. 

; Dared; Welt, and what is't ? I ſhall be civil, and do him atl the good 1 
Beang. In few words, he's married ; plagu?d, troubled, and Hag-ridder 
by the eternally-tormenting Witchcraft of a.vexations, jealous Familiar, 
calPd a Wife. 

| Dared, A Wife! That ever any Fellow that. has but two Grains of 
Brains in his Scull, ſhould give himſelf the tronble to complain of a Wife, 
ſo tong as there is Arſenick in the World! _ 


Beaug. 'Nay, it is a meer ſhame, a ſcandalous ſhamey when ir is fo cheap 
too, | 
Court, Would you have me poiſon her? * _ 
Dared.. Poiſon her !- Ay, what would you with-her cle, if you are 
xy. of her ? Court 


Wear 
. But 


-— 
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Court. But if I ſhould be callPd to a terrible account for ſuch a thing 
hereafter ! 

Dared. Hereafter !-—— Croſs my Hand with a piece of Silver, -—that 
is to ſay, —give me Three pznce, —— Three pence, my Deareſt —— 

Court. Well, and what then ? 

Dared. Why, for that conſiderable Sum 111 be ſecurity for thee, and 
bear thee harmleſs for Hereafter ; thats all. 

Beaug. *Faith, and cheap enough of all Conſcience. 

Court, This is the honelteft Acquaintance [ ever:met withal, Beangard. 

Beang. Oh, a very honeſt Fellow, very honeſt. 

Court, Prethee then, Daredevil, if that be thy Title, ſince we have fo 
happily met this Evening, let us grow more intimate, and eat and drink 
rogether. RNS Wau e ater | 

Dared. Faith and troth, with all my Heart : Pox on me, Boy, but I love 
Drinking mightily, agd to xell ye ey on't, L am_gever ſo well 
fatisfied in my but-X cho-wel Aripdplks; as when 1 'a4midrunk; very drunk. 
Drunkenneſs is a great Quletter of the Mind, a great Soother of the 
Spirit. 

Beang. And ſhall we he very free, .my little Atheiſtical disbelieving 
Dog ? Wilt thoti open thy Heart, and ek very frankly of Matters that 
ſhall be nameleſs ? 

Dared. Much may be done ; 1 ſeldom hide my Talent, am no Niggard 
of my Parts that way. | | | 

Beang. To tell thee a Secret, then, Daredevil,” we two. are thisN ipht, 
for ſome weighty Conſiderations, to give a Treat tp the People © 4 
Dukes Theatre, after the Play*s done, upon their Stage ; we are;to have 
Muſick too, and the Ladies, *tis hoped, will not deny us the Favour af 
their fair A Now, my-dear Iniquity, ſhall we not, thinkelt thou, 
if we give our Minds to it, paſs an Evening pratunly enough ? | 

Dared. Rot me, with fm Heart : 1 loye theProject.of Treating up: 
on the Stage extremely too. But will there, will there be none of the 
Poets there ? Some of the Poets are pretty Fellows, very pretty Fellows z 
they are moſt of %*tm my Diſciples in their Hearts, and now and then ſtand 
up for the Truth manfully. ; 

Beaug. Much may happen : But in the next, place, after Supper we have 
reſoly'd to ſtorm a certain Enchanted! Caſtle, where I ap a fair 
Lady newly enter*d into League with ari honeſt Friend of *thine, calPd my 
ſelf, is kept a Prisner, by an old, ill-natur'd, ſnarfing Dog in a Manger, 
_ Guardizn. Thou wilt make one at it, wilt thou not, my little, Dare- 

i ? 

Dared. Dany me, well burn the Houſe. 


Pre Dan? me, 'Sir ? Do you know what you ſay ? You believe ne 
ch thing, © | 4 | 

Dared.” Words of courſe, Child, meer Wards of courſe ; We uſe a 
hundred of %m_in'Conferſation, which are indeed but in the nature of 
my one. and gnifie nothing : as, Dam? me, Sir ;. Rap me, Sir; Cornfound 
mo L .. oy | 


purport no more than So, Sir ; And, Sir of 15% 6, 
D 2 
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the worſt - For my part, I always ſpeak what I think; no Man can help 
thinking what he does think : So if I ſpeaknot well, the fanlUs not mine. 

Beaug. Diſtinguiſtvc like a Learned School-Divine. 

Coxrt. When meet we at the Play-houſe then ? 

Dared. Before the Clock ſtrike Nine. 

Beaug, Where we'll have Muſick, Women, Mirth. 

Dared, And very much good Wine. 


End of the Second Att. 


Dn — — ——— — — 


THE THIRD ACT. 


Beaugard, Courtine; a»d Daredevil. 


Beaug. F not this Living now ? Who- that. knew the Sweets of Liberty, 
the uncontrolPd Delights the Free-man taſtes of, Lord of his 
own Hours, King of his own Pleafares, juſt as Nature meant him firſt ; 
Courted each Minute by all his Appetites, 
Which he indulges, like a bounteous Maſter, 
That's ſtill ſapply*d with various full Enjoyments ; 
And no intruding Cares make one Thought bitter. 
Dared; Very well this; this is all but yery well. 
Court. Nay, not one Rub, to interrupt the Courſe 
Of a Iong, rolling, gay, and wanton Life. 
Methinks the Image of/ it is like a Laune 
In a rich flow"ry Vale, its Meafure Iong,. 
Beauteous its Proſpect, and at the End 
A uy ceful Glade z where, when the pleaſant Race is over, 
We glide away, and-are at reſt for ever. | 
Beanug. Who, that knew. this, would let himſelf be a Slave. 
To the vile Cuſtoms that the World's debancht in ? 
Who'd interrupt his needful Hours of Reſt, to riſe and. yawa. in a Shop 
Cornhill? Or, whats as bad', make a ſneaking Figure in a Great 
n's Chamber, at his Riſing in a Morning ? Who would-play the Rogue, 
Cheat, Lie, Flatter,. Bribe, or. Pimp, to raiſe an Eſtate for a Blockhead of 
his own begetting,- as he-thinks, that ſhall- waſte it as ſcandalouſly as his 
Father got it? Or who, Conrtine, would marry,.to beget ſuch aBlockhead ? 
_ Court; No body but ſach a Blockhead as my {@f, Beaugard, that's cer- 
tain 3. but I will; if poſſible atone for that Sin of mine-in the future Courſe 
of my Life, and grow as zealous a Libertine as thou-wouldſt wiſh th 
Friend to.be. Dared. ©. 
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Dared. Theſe are Rogues that-pretend to be a Religion now !. Well, 
all that I ſay is, Honeſt Atheiſm for my Money. 

Beanug. No, grant me while I live the caſie Being I am at preſent poſ- 
ſſt of ; a kind, fair Shee, to cool my Blood, and pamper my Imagination 
withal ; an honeſt Friend or two, like thee, Courtene, that 1 dare truſt my 
Thoughts to ; generoys Wine, Health, Liberty, and no Diſhonour; and 
when I ask more of Fortune, let her een make a Beggar of me. What 
ſayſt thou to this, Daredewl ? Is not this coming as near thy Doctrine as a 
young Sinner can conveniently ? 

Dared. Nay, I have very great Hopes of you, that's my Comfort. 

Cort, But why did we part with the Women ſo ſoon ? 

Beaxg. Oh, Courtine, Reputation, Reputation / I am a young Spark, and 
muſt ſtahd upon my Credit, Friend ; . the Rogues that cheat all the Week, 
and go to Church in clean Bands o? Sunday, will advance no neceſſary Sums 
upon my Revenues elſe, when there may be an Occaſion : Beſides, I have 
a Father in Town, a grave, ſober, ſerious old Gentleman, calPd a Father. 

Dared. One that will Drink, Rant, Whore, and Game, and is as full of 
Religion as his Worſhipful Son here. 

Beang. Hah ! CEnter Father. . 

Fath. Very well, very-noble, truly, Son! This is the Care you are 
pleaſed to take of my Family ! Sir up all Night, Drink, Whore, ſpend 
your Eſtate, and give your Soul to the Devil ! A very fine—Hickup----- 
This Aquamirabilss and the Old Hock does not agree with my Stomach. 

Beaug. Daredevil, ſtick tome now, and help me out at a dead lift, or I am 
loſt for ever._— Sir, 1 hope my being here, has not done you, nor any 
Friend of yours, an Injury. 

Fath. Injury ! No, Sir, *tis no Injury for you to take your ſwill in Plen- 
ty and Voluptuouſnef——Hickup-— while your poor Father, Sirrah, 
muſt be contented to drink paltry Sack, with dry-bon'd, ould, batter®d 
Rogues, and bethankful. You muſt have your fine, jolly, young Fellows 
and bonny, buxom, brawny-bund Whores, you Dog, to revel with, an 
be hang?d to you, muſt 'you ? Sirrah, you Rogue, I ha? loſt all my Money. . 

Beaxg. | am ſorry for it, Sir, 

Fath. Sorry for it, Sir !\——Hickup —— Is that all ? 


Dared. If thou art very poor, old Fellow, take a ſwinging Doſe of Op;- - 


»m, and fleep upon't; -?tis the beſt thing in the World for old Gentlemen 
that have no Money. Or wilt thou be good Company ? wilt thou fir down 
and crack a Bottle, old Boy ? Hah? 

Fath. Heh! cracka Bottle ? | 

Dared. Ay, crack a Bottle: What ſayſt thou to that comtortable Pro - 
poſition ? 

Conrt, Come, Sir, here*s your good Health, and to your better Fortune. . 

Fath. A very honeſt Fellow, Jack; Theſe are very honeſt Fellows. 
What is your name, Friend? | 

Dared. My name is Daredevil, Friend of the ancient. Family of the 
Daredevils in the North, that have not had a Church in their Pariſh, Chap- 
lain in their Houſe, Prayers Publick or Private, or Graces at. Meals, figce - 
the Conqueſt: | Fath..Sir, 
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Fatk, Sir, | have heard much of your Family ; it is a very ancient Ho- 
nourable Family : and I am glad to find my Son has made choice of ſuch 
Noble Acquaintance. ——Sir, my Service to you. I proteſt, a Cup 
of pretty Clarret, very pretty Clarret. | 

Conrt. And he has top” it off asprettily, ll ſay that for him, 

Fath. Fack,, 1 ha? loſt all my Money, Fack, 

Beans. Have you been robb'd, Sir ? 

Fath. Robb'd, Sir ! No, Mr. Saucy-face, I ha? not been robbd, Sir : but 
I ha? been nickt, Sir, and that's as bad, Sir. Youarea worthy Perſon, and 
Pll make you my Jndge. ; 

Dared. Come along then. 

Fath. The Main was Seven, and the Chance Four; I had juſt Thirty 
ponnd upon it, and my laft Stake : The Caſter threw, nothing came of it, 
| chang?d his Dice ;, hethrew again, to as little purpoſe as before. 

Dared. Very ſtrange, truly. 

Fath, 1 chang*d his Dice again, he threw again: So he threw, and [ 
chang?d ; and Ichang'd, and he threw, for at leaft half an Hour ; till at 
taſt——Do you mark me ?——the Dice powd'ring out of the Box—— 

Dared. "That's plain. 

Fath. One of %em trips againſt the Foot of a Candleſtick, and up comes 
two Deuces, two Deuces, Sir, do you hear ? And ſo I loſt my Money, No, 
Sir, I was not robb'd, Sir; but I loſt it upon. two Deuces : and that was ſo 
hard Fortune, that Ill hold you, or any Maa living, Fifty pound to Ten, 
that he does not throw two Dences before Seven again. 

Dared. Two Deuces afore Seven ! Two Deuces are not to be thrown, 
Sir, not to be thrown. 

Beaug. 1 am glad tohear you are ſo rich, Sir. 

Fath, Rich, quoth *a / Prethee be quiet, I am not worth a Shilling, Man. 
But, Sir, here you area Lord at large, enjoy your Drink and your Drabs, 
ſit upall Night in the fulneſs of Iniquity, with worthy Eſquire Daredevil 
of the North here, with a Pox to you ; whilſt I muſt be kept without a 
Shilling in my Pocket. —— But, Sir, | . 

Beaug. Sir, I ſent you a Hundred pound yefterday Morning. 

Fath, Well, Sirrah, andTI have had ill Luck, and loſt it all : What then ? 

Beaup. Sir, to avoid Diſpute, ſhall I make one Propoſition to you ? 

Fath, Heh! With all my Heart. Look you, Jackze-boy, I am not a- 
gainft thy taking thy moderate Diverſions, ſo long as I ſee thou keepeſt 
good Company, neither. But——ſneak what Ready-rtioniey thou haſt in- 
to my Hand, and ſend me the reſt of Yother Hundred to my Lodging. 

Beaug. Do you think it reaſonable, that as vften as two Deuces are 
thrown before Seven, I muſt adyance a Hundred pound to make the Devil's 
Bones rattle, Sir ? | 

Fath, Sirrah, you are a Rebel ; and I could find in my Heatt tocut your 
Throat. Sir, have you e*er a Father ? 

Dared. No, Sir. 

Fath. No, Sir ? 

Dared. No, Sir; I broke his Heart long ago, before I came to be at 
of Diſcretion: I hate all Fathers, and always did. Fath. Oh 
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Fath. Oh Lord! Heark you, Sir, What's that Fellow's Profeſſion ? 

Court, Oh, an Atheiſt, Sir ; he believes neither God nor the Devil. 

Fath, *Sbnd, Pll bruſtle up to him : Are you an Atheiſt, Fellow ? hoh ? 

Dared. Ycs, Sir, I am an Atheiſt. 

Fath. And what think yon will become of you when you die ? hoh ? 

Dared. | ſhall be buried ſix Foot under Ground, to prevent ſtinking,and 
there grow rotten, 

Fath. Oh Lord! 

Dared. I I chance to be hang'd, being a luſty Sinewy Fellow, the Cor- 

ration of Barber-Chirurgeons, may be, beg me for an Anatomy, to ſet-up 
in their Hall. 1 don't take much care of my ſelf while I am living; and 
when I am dead, whatever happens to me will never trouble me. 

Fath. No more to be ſaid; my Son's in a very hopeful way to be damn'd, 
that's one Comfort. Impudent Rogue ! You keep Company with the 
Devils Reſident ! You converſe with Foreign Miniſters, and deny your 
Father a little dirty Money ! Fogh, Poltroon ! 

Beaug. This is very hard, Sir : But if Ten Gnas will do you any 
ServiIce—— 

Fath. Ten Guinea*s ? Let me ſee ; Ten Guinea”: are a pretty little pid- 
ling Sum, that's the truth/on*t : But what will it do, Fackze-boy ? Serve, 
may be, to play at Tick-tack in an Afternoon; three Hits up for a Piece, 
or ſo; but when will that recover my Hundred agen ? Ten Guinea?s / Pox 
o thy Ten Guinea's, Well, let me ſee the Ten Gmnea's though, — 
let me ſe *em a little. —— Fackze-bey, Jackie, Tack, You ha* drunk 
damnable hard to night, you-rogue ; you are a drunken Dog, I believe— 
Han't you had'a Whore too, Farkze ? ec e—— You'll get the Pox, Sir- 
rah, and then—— But if thou doſt, I knowa very able Fellow, an old Ac-- 
quaintance-of- mine Ten Guimea's, Jackze / 

Beaug., There they are, Sir ; and long may they laſt you. 

Fath, Make *em T wenty, Fack:e-rogue ;—Dyou Plump-cheekt, Merry- 
ey Rogue;-make'em Twenty, Make *em” Fifreen then, —— Fackie- 
boy, Fackze, Jack, —Do faith. : 

Beaug. Upon my Duty, you have ſtript me, Sir. 

Fath, Then do you hear, Friend, you Atheiſt, that are free of your. 
Saul-2i let” 'us ſee if you dare venture a litte of your Money now 

'* 2)  FDrams Okt a Box and Dice. 
Sevens the Main : I'f hold you Ten pounds to Two, two Deuces does not. 
come before Seven. | 

Beaug. At him, Daredevil ; Beggar him once more, and then we ſhall 
be rid of bim. | 
Dared\ Done, Sir, done; down with your Money. | 
Fath. you Blaſphemous Dog, _——Doſtthou love Hazard 7 
Dared.. Dearlyz from the bottom of my Heart, Sir. 

Eath. 1 love he the better for*t: Come along, ——Sceven.— 
Dared. Right, | 


Fath, Seven. | | [Throws two Demoes. 
Fath. Dany”. 


Dered. Two Deuces !— You ha* loſt, Sir. 
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Fath. Dan! me, Sir, lay your Hand upon my Money ! | 
Dared. Dam? me, Sir, *tis my Money ; I won it fairly. - - © 
Beaug. Now, Courtine, now —— 

- Court. Now look to'r, Atheiſt. 

Fath. Son of a Whore, you lie. © Thus to my Hat I ſweep the yellow 
Scoundrels, and draw my Sword in witneſs tt*are my own. 

Dared. Nay then Pll—— 

Cenrt, Hold, Sirs, no drawing Swords, no Quarrelling. 

Dared. I am glad owt, with all my Heart ; for though I am not much 
afraid of the Devil, I hate a drawn Sword mortally. 

Beang. Good Sir : 

Fath. Stand off, _——Dogs, Atheiſts win my Money !——Raſcal, —- 
Good morrow, 

Beang. Till next time two Deuces come before Seven, and then I am ſure 
to ſce or hear from you again infallibly. 

Court. How doſt thou intend to diſpoſe of this wild, extravagant, old 
Father of thine, Beaugard ? 

'Beaug. I hope to find him run ſo far in Debt within this Fortnight, that 
to avoid the Calamity, he ſhall be forced to compound with me for his Free- 
dom, and be contented with a comfortable Annuity in the Country ; 
that's all my hopes of him. - 

Court, Which hell ſell in one Quarter of a Year, and return to old 
London again, for tother Game at Hazard. 

Beaug. No, like a wiſe Guardian, I'll take care of the contrary, lay 
it too far out of his reach, and tie it too faſt for him. Why how now, 
Daredevil ? What in the dumps? ?Tis an unruly old Gentleman, but yet 
he has ſome Religion in him, Daredevil. 

Dared. Yes, Pox on him, to cheat me of my Money. ?*Tis well he was 
your Father, Sir. 

Court, Why? 

Dared. Had he been my own, by theſe Hilts 1 would have ſaw*d his old 
Windpipe aſunder upon the Spot. Rob me of my Right ! . 

Court, Does he love Fighting ſo well then ? I thought moſt of your 
Atheiſts had not much car*d for that impertinent Exerciſe. 

Dared. Tis a little impertinent, that PII grant you, for honeſt Fellows 
to fall out, ſquabble, and cut one anothers Throats, to ſpoil good Com- 
pany : But when my Honour's injurtd ——- 

Beaug. Then, I know, thou art implacable. But for a fooliſh trifling 
Sum of Money 

Dared. Traſh, traſh, Dunghil, and Filthineſs ! 1 give it away to my 
Wenches and my Servants; we part with it to every Body, upon all Occa- 
ſions. He that values Money, deſerves never to have the Benefit of it. 

Beaug. A very noble Fragment of Philoſophy. But, Conrtize, the 
Morning is new riſen again, and I have receiv*d Intelligence this Night, 
by a certain Miniſter I keep for ſuch Offices, where my poor diſtreſſed 
Widow is held in Durance : If thou thinkeſt there may be any. Hopes for 
thee upon the Coaſt I ani bound for, let us embarque together, and good 
Luck attead us. - Court, No, 
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Coxrt. No, I have other Projects'o? foot ; Marriage has crackt my Cre- 
dit ſo, that no body that knows my Condition cares to deal with me : 
Therefore I am reſolv'd to ſet out for New Diſcoveries, and try how 1 
can thrive where my Name's a Stranger. , 
Beaug, What, this Morning ! LICE 
Court, This very Morning : Fortified with Burdeaxx, as Iam, will 1 ifſue 
forth; and let all ſtragling Wives, Widows, and Virgins have a care of 
their Cargo's. | 
Beaug. Nobly reſoly'd, and good Fortune guide thee. Thou, Dare- 
devil, wilt not part with me; thou art more a Friend than to leave thy 
Diſciple, when there is good ſubſtantial Sinning like to go forward. May 
be we may do a Murder before we part ; ſomething that is very wicked 
we'll not fail of. |; 
Dared. With all my Heart ; let us fire a Houſe or two, poiſon a Con- 
' ſtable and all his Watch, raviſh ſix Cinder-women, and kill a Beadle. 
Beang. Shall we do all this? 
Dared. Do't / Pll do't my felt. 
Beaug. Thou art the very Spirit of Iniquity. [Enter Footman, 
Footm, Sir, Captain Beaugard. 
Beang. With me, Friend ? * 
Footm. Sir, there is a Maſqu'd Lady, ina Chair, at the Corner of the 
Street, deſires a Word with you inſtantly. 
, Bearg. Tell her, Pm her Vaſlal, and will wait on her this Moment. 
Conrrine, good morrow. 
Court, Gone, already ? 
Beaug. Trading comes in, Friend, and I muſt mind my Calling, that's 
all. s. Dareacvil. | 
Dared. Friend, farewell to thee ; if either of us are run through the 
LOS ſhot in the a we meet again, let us hear from one 
an out. of the Lower World, how matters go there, and what En- 
tertainment they give us. h 
Court, You find me a very civil Correſpondent, Sir. 
Dared. Farewell. 
Court. The fame good Wiſh to you, Sir. Now wilt I out into the mid- 
dle of the Street, play at Blind-mans-buff by my ſelf, turn three times 
round, and catch whol can. 


Scene changes to the Streer, Enter Beaugard and Daredevil. 
Beaug, This ſhould be the Place, and yet I ſee no Chair. 


Dared. Then let us fall to Mifchief. 
Beang. Prethee a little Patience, tho it be a Vertue, dear Temptation. 


* 


Enter another Footmas. 


Footm. Sir, is your name Captain Beaugard? 
Beang. Yes, my dear Mercury, 1 am the happy Man. 
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Footm, Then, Sir, this Letter is for you. 
Beaug. Stay till I read it, Friend. 
Footm. Sir, it requires no Anſwer. . 
Beaug. What Jilts Trick now ! ——S#r, ——0 meet us with your Sword; 
in your Hands this Morning, behind the Corner Houſe of- By my Stars, a 
Challenge from the termagant Sparks that fell upon.us laſt N Ight. Why, 
what a deal of Love and Honour have I upon my Handsnow ? Dareger1, 
thou canſt fight ? 

Dared. Why, is there any occaſion ? 

Beang. Only a Challenge, Daredevil, that*s all : See, there? a Breakfaſt 
for thee, if thou haſt any Stomach tot. 

Dared. Idle Rogues, Raſcals, Hettors.! Never mind %m ; hang %m, 
theſe are ſome hungry Varlets that. want Dinners ; let us break the next 
Windows, and never think ot.. 


* 
C 
” 
_ * 
% 
. 


Enter fix Ruſſians. 


- Ruff Theſe are our Quarry ; be ſure we ſeiſe*em both. Is the Coach 
ready ? 
2 Ruff. At the next Corner: 
1 Ruff. Fall on then. Sir, you ate our Prifoner. 
Beang. Villains ! Rogues ! Thieves ! Murder ! Thieves! Raſcals, youll 
got murder me ? | | | | , 
1 Rf. Nay, Sir, nonoiſe, no ſtrugling, as you tender your Safety. 
Beang. Daredevil, Dog, Coward, draw thy Sword and reſcue me. 
DBared. 1 am terrified, amazd ; Tore Judgment for my Sins is fallen up- 
en.me; alas, I am in Bonds too, Haye mercy on.my Soul, and dowt ſlay 
we 0 at natio ion] Blinded ! Raſcals, Villaios, Ruffians'!' Murder ! 


: F 


Dared. Oh Daredevil, Daredevil, witat will becoine'of thee!” 


Enter Theodore and Gratian. 


"324d. "This Genoroſity makes g60d thy Chatatter,, 
That hol art the bens Man, ing trueſt Friend. 
How ſhall I deſerve this from thee ? 

Grar., I ſhould be unjuſt, both to- my ſelf, and the dear Menrry of thy 
Noble Brother, whoſe Friendſhip was fo dear to tne, ſhould my true Sword 
be idle in thy Cauſe. Beſides,the Love which I profeſs to Porcia, tells me 
wp muſt mr tamely Py = i Loinhes þ ag 

head.She is thy Right : My:dying Brother, her ſoon-forgotten Husband, 
ME ou gaved fy Fickd, Nth his laſt Breath thus otfine;. ; Ho 
I have a Friend, Gratian, the Man my Hearr 
Has cheriſht moſt; we frottrour Youth were Rivals. - 
For my dear Porcia - tell him, if I die, 
I left her to him, as the deareſt Le 


deft Lepg 
1 could bequeath : Bid hintbe tender of her, 
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For ſhe'll deſerve it from him. — Would ſhe did. 

Grat, Heav*n knows, it is my Curſe, ſpite of her Scorn, to love her even 
to Madneſs ; nor ſhall this Man of War, this French-bred Hero, win her 
with nothing but his Cap and Feather : I wonder he's not come yet. 

Theod. 1 have heard y* Man is Gallant ; but in honeſty, 

As thou art my Friend, I wiſh thou wouldſt hear good Counſel. 

Grat, Thine muſt be Noble. | : 

Thegd. I'd have thee think no more of this proud Woman. 

Grat. | wiſh *twere le. . | 

Theod. Their Sex is one groſs Cheat ; their only Strftly .._ 
How to deceive, betray, and ruine Man : " 
They have it by Tradition from their Mothers, | _ 
Whach they improye each day, and grow more exquiſite. 
Their Painting, Patching, all their Chamber-arts, 
And Publick Aﬀettatians, are bud Tricks | 
To draw fond Men into that Snare, their, Love. 

Grat, Would this could cure mine. 


Shel always be thy Torment, Jilt, deſign, 

And ——_— oh flap pts 5 nd irc 

So ſtrong is their Antipathy to Truth. THEE" 
Grat, But let a Fool————- mr 4 | v2 90617 

A fenteſs Cn old, britlin Blockhead, © ik 296? 

C1CIS, NONE, BAY, [= | ] 

A Raſcal with a Feather, Co Gs 

No Brains ins Head ; a yain, pert, empty Rogue, 

That can _— iſþ, or lie very much, 

Trare loſt for ever : They'll give allghey haye 

To Fools, or for *em. | | 


and that's my Cauſe now. TT OR 
Theod. There thou ofrecom?ſt me : Still our Men of Mettle 

Delay their Time ; the Day grows late ;, let's walk. _ ae 

Down by yon? Wall ; may be they have miſt the Place - . 


Beſides,.1 fancy £ y is coming this way, and. we may be prevented. 
Methinks I would not loſe © fine-s fdorning, aud do nothing; ;z0i 
Gras. Norl. 51 13r!'> 36 bqt23b 3d oF v1 1 E808 
ji» * L990 ah: c! | ; f «651 #/ obo 31: ot Ros ig 
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Enter Sylvia and Lucrece. 


Sylv. Oh Lucrece, *twas the Pangs of Jealouſie, curit Jealouſie, that 
brought me hither. ; * 

Lucr, Where lodg'd you then laſt Night ? 

Sytv. Here, in this Honſe, my Couſin Porcia*s Houſe : I met her late 
laſt Night, juſt as I alighted, harraſt with my Journey, and the Cauſe of 
it : Had ſhe not took pity of me, Heav*n knows how my Perplexities 
would have diſpoſed me / 

Lucr, What, in this Houſe ? 

Sylv. Here, in this very Houſe. - 

Lucr. I'm glad I know it; Pll take ſuch care, it ſhall not be long a 


Secret. 

Sylv. The Garden opening thus upon the Fields, invited me to take the 
NE here ; for Sleep's a Gueſt that ſtays but little with me. Why 
figheſt thou, Zucrece ? 

Lucr. Pm thinking why my Couſin Porcia ſhould chuſe this Reſidence, 

Sylv. Tis for a Lover, Lucrece ;, Beaugard courts her, a Friend and 
tewd Companion of my falſe Husband's. 

Zacr, 1 know him but too well. - 

_=_ Why, doſt thou love him ? 

. So much, that I can neither eat, drink, for ſleep in peace, for the 
tormenting Thoughts of him. 
 Sylv. By Heay*ns, I pity thee. Oh have a'care of Marriage, Zucyece, 
Marriage ; *twill be thy Bane, and ruine thee for ever. Marriage ſpoils 
Faces; How I look with Marriage ! X56 
Lxcr. I ſee no change. | 

Sylv, No change! I have not ſlept fix Nights in peace fince the curſt 

Day I wedded. | 
Lucr. Will then a Husband ſpoil ones Sleep fo ſadly ? 
Sytv. A Husband*s, Lucrece, like his Wed T—_ 

Worn gay a Week, but then he throws *em oft, 

And with %em too the Lover : Then his Days 

Grow _ —_ and his Nights dull at home : 

He lies whole Months by thy poor longing Side 

Heavy and uſeleſs, comes faint and loth to Bed, 

Turns him about, grunts, ſnores : and that's a Husband: 

Lucr. Is Conrtine ſuch a one ? 

Sylv. ?Tis pain to tell thee the Life I lead with him. 
Hes colder to me, than Adamanar to Fire; but lethim looſe amongſt my 
- Kitchen-Furniture, my Maids, never was ſeen fo termagant a Towzer : He 
loves a naſty, foul-fed, fulfom Drab, and ſcorns the tender Joys my;Arms 


invite him to. To be deſpis'd at that rate, ſo diſhononr*d, makes me even 


curſe the Chance that made me Woman : Would I had been any Creature = 
elſe. —-Sce youder, yonder he comes : Thy Maſque, thy Maſque, dear 


Luer Fate 
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Lucy, Farewel ; Ill away, and leave ye fairly both together. [ Exit. Lucr, 
* Enter Courtine. 

Court, What, 'fly thy ground, faint Soldier ! How, another! Nay then: 
"twas nobly done, two to one had been odds elſe: Had it not pretty 
one ? 

Sytv. Why, who are you, Sir. 

Court, E%en a wandring Knight, that have forſaken my Caſtle in the 
Country, and am come up to Town for Preferment truly. 

Sylv. Andone would think ſo proper, luſty, a well-made Fellow as you 
are ſhould not be long out of Employment. 

EIS thou know me, my Deareſt ? 

Sylv. No. 

owrt, Then I am ſure thou canſt haye no Exception againſt me. 

Sylv. But ſuppoſe I had a mind to a little farther Acquaintance with 
you; what then, Sir ? 

Court, Why, then thou may*ſt reaſonably ſuppoſe that Pl make no evil 
uſe of thy good Inclinations 3 Faith there are very pretty Gardens here- 
- abouts, s us commit a Treſpaſs for once, break into one of %*em, and: 
roll a ile-walk together this Morning. 

Sylv. Oh Lord, Sir ! 

Coxrt.. She's coming already. | | 

Sytv. If I ſhould let you make advantage of my Weakneſs now, you 
would be falſe afterwards, forſake me, and break my heart. , 

Court. Pretty fool ! What innocent ſcruples ſhe makes! 

Sylv. Have you no other Miſtreſs already ? have you no Engagements 
that will return hereafter upon your heart to my prejudice ? 

Court, Shall I ſwear ? 

Sylv, But hart you truly ? | 
i Court, If I have, may that blew Mountain over our heads there, fall 
down and cruſh me like a pelted Toad. 

_ To ſhew you then that I deſere your Faith—— 

ourt, W hat wilt thou ſhew me ? 

Sylv. A Face which I am not afham'd of, though. you'l perhaps be ſcan- 
daliz?'d when you ſee it. 

Court, The Devil take me if Iam though, ſo it prove not very horri- 
ble indeed. EF 

Sylv. What think you then, Sir, is it ſuch a one as you lookt for ? 

Court. My own Wife! 

+ Sylv. Yes, thy unhappy Wike, 
Thou falſe, deceitful, perjur*d. ſhamlefs Wretch : 
Have I deſerv*d this from thee ? 

Court, Pox confound her. _—- [Takgs out a Book and falls to reading.. 
 _ Sybv. Is this the recompenſe of all my loye ? | 

Did I beſtow my Fortune oa thy Wants, 

Humble my ſelf to be thy Dove-like Wife ? 
And is this all Pm worth ?—— 
Court, Wealth is a great 
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Provocative to am*rous heat - ps | | Reads, 
For what is worth in any thing, 

| But ſo much Money as *twill bring ? 

Hudibras, Part the 24. Canto the Firſt. 

Sylv. Patience direct me ! have I wrought my Nature 
To utmoſt ſufferance, and moſt low contentment, 

Set my poor heart to cares! have] been bleſt 

With Children by thee, to be left with ſcorn, 

Caſt off, neglected, and abondon'd willy ?. 

Speak, is not this hard uſage ?—— 

Court. Umph ! 

Sylv. Umph! what's _ 
_ .Court. Umph, tharsT, Child ; Umph is1,'1,1, my Dear. - 

Sylv. Death! death and torments ! Cut -my wretched Throat, don' 
treat me thus : By Heaven Ple bear*c no longer. | | 
 Comre. No more. 

Sylv. ] have done, Sir. : 

Court, What doyou at London 7? m 

Sytv. Is it a fault to follow what Pm fondiof !-- EEY 

Court, Can't 1 enjoy my pleaſures, take my freedoms, -byt you muſt 
come, and ſpoil the high ſeaſon'd diſh with your infpid whining ſenſe- 
lefs Jealouſic ? 

Sylv. Prethee forgive me.— 

Court. Where did you lodge laſt Night ? - 

Sylv. Here with a Kinſwoman, ' '' Toile 1 250 W 
May be you know her not, her name is Porcia.'  '' - *s 

Conrt. Death! Beaugard's Widow | now I am finely fitted. 

What at this Houſe ? | 
Sylv. This very Houſe, that Door | 

Opens into the Garden, let us walk there, 

Won't you go with me Conrtzme ? 

Con. >... -!, 

© Sytv.” Prethee do, Love. 

Don't be thus cruel to me. 

Court, Then promiſe one thing, © - 

And may be my good nature . ſhall be wrought upon. 

Sylv.” Ple granrthee'dhy thing; ſpeak, try'mObedience. - 
Court. then promiſe me, that during oyr abode "x 

In this ſweet Town, which I. love ver Karts 2 

That let me ramble, ſteer what courſe.I will, 

Keep what Jate hours, and as I ptraſe employ%ent, 

That yow'l be ſtill; *an humble,/ civil Doxy, 

And pry ae no Regt TED me 7TH. 
Sylv. Well, "ris all granted. . = * il, : O05 6h "tha 4, | 20 1 , ; : 
Cs. On ho, bong 7 27 52 08 7:20 {502 5100-163 
Sylv. Enter you firſt. —_ 03:04 1.86 712 4 Lak 
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Sylv. Oh, then yow'l forſake me z 

You ſeek but tunity again to leave me. 
Court, Well, lince I am trapt thus, 

Like a poor Beaſt that wanted better paſture, | 
There is no Replevin, and muſt to Pound. [ Exenm. 
Emer Theod. Grat. and Lucr. 

Theod, What in this Houſe ? 

Lacr, Here in this very Houſe, 
My Couſin Sylvia, Courtene% Jealous Wife, ; 
Coming to Town, Lodg'd with her here laſt Night. 

Theod. No more, I gueſs the cauſe ware diſappointed. 
Do thou go Gratian, Muſter what Friends *tis poſlible; 
Ple try my Intereſt too; we'll ſtorm your Fortreſs, 
Enchanted Lady, though your Gyant guard it. 


Sceme changes #0 the inſide of a very fair _ adorned mith rich Furns- 
Laghss, 


ture and 


Enter Ruff. with Beaug, awd Dared. 

Beans. Dogs! Raſcals! Villains! how do you intend to deal with us ? 

I Rf. Muc better than your language has deſery'd,Sir. [They anblind em. 

Beaxg. Sirs for this noble.uſage, had I a Sword or .Piſtol'abgut me, I 
would reward ye moſt 2z1ply.  _ »,,. [They ab bow and withdraw. 
A Plague of your Civility.!\, where the Devil are we ? 

Dared. Where are we. quotha | why, we'are:;jtf a Palace Man, prithee 
look about thee a little. | 

Beaug. By Heav*n here's'a Paradiſe ; hark Daredew!! Muſick too ! 

Dared. Ple be hang'd if *fis not a bawdy Dancing-School, ſome better 
Whores:than ordinary. deſigning a private Hallam rancum, have pitcht up- 
on our. two proper perſons for the busneſs3_ we are like to have aiſwing- 
mg time. on't, Seaugard. ' , 7 30 | 8. - ons rg 

Beaxg. A-plague 0*.your Cowardiſe / you werewhuung and praying juſt 
row, and be hang'd to you. eltz 

Dares. 1 praying! prithee be quiet Man, I never pray*d in my.life, nor 
ever will pray : Praying quotha ! that's a merry jeſt/with all aty Hearr. 
 Beaug. Impudent Poltroon / he. ſaid two dozen of: Pater-Noſters with- 
in this half hour, and. every. jolt the: Coach: gaye \was afraid the Devil . 
would have torh him to pieces. 

Dared;  Odd-hlike this contrivance very well : Look, Beangard, what 
comes yonder.? %$heart two Devils in Petticoats, how my Guts:ſhrink to- . 
gether ! a TY [Enter two 'Black-Waomey. 

Beaug. Heyday!: thamores.! nay then we are certainly enchant- 
ed. What = Cd Mota ©o the Queen of Pomonkey? and is + 
this one of her Palaces? Not a: Word !——— 

Dared, How 1 long now to be:familiar with one of thoſe Sooty-factd . 
Harlots ! I would beget 4 chopping, Mark.Sap of 2 Whore upon her, in 
defiance to the Prince of Darknels.- 1 1 2 0 
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Enter a Dwarf. 23 000 

Beaug. What another too of the ſame Complexion ? this muſt be her 
Majeſties Page. 

' Dared. A Pimp, Þle warranthim; he's ſo very little, pert, and dapper, 
the Rogue looks as if he could inlinnate himſeHM through a Key-hole. 

Dwarf. Welcome thou beſt-lov*d Man of the fair World. 

Beaug. Well, Sir, and what's the Service you have in order to Com- 
mand me ? 


Dwarf. My Orders are to lead you to repoſe in a Rich Bed prepared 
for Relt and Love. 

Dared. I aid it was a Pimp, what a ſmooth-tongu'd little Raſcal *ris ? 

Beaug. A very pretty fort of an Amuſement this : But prithee youn 
'Domine, why to Bed ? *tis but now Day, and the Sun newly riſen; for 
have not been a Bcd all Nighty my little Monſter; I kaow how the time 
goes, Child. 

.Dwarf.- Such are the Orders of the Power I ſerve. 

For you are come a long unmeaſurable Journey. 

Dared. Hah ! 

Dwarf. Drawn by wing'd Horſes through the unFatt Air. 

Beaug. A Pox upon thee for a little black lying well-inſtructed Raſcal, 
but ſince it is the Cuſtom of the place and my laſt Night Fatigue requires 
it, V'le accept of the offer, and diſpenſe with an hour or two of ſleep to 
fir me for better.exerciſe when I wake again. 

BA [Sits down 51 the Chair to be undreſt, 

Dared' Drawn by Wing'd Horſes through the Airs faid he! if this 
ſhould be true now, what would become of us ! Methought indeed the 
Caach whew'd it away a little faſter than ordinary. 

Chile Beaug. is undreſſing the two Black Women dance. 

Heaug. A very notable Entertainment truly, and your little Black La- 
dy-ſhips have tript it moſt featly,_— [The Wo. advance towards him. 

hat, and muſt you take charge of me now ! —With all my heart. Dare- 
devil farewel to thee ; but that I am in hopes of a better, I'de invite thee 
for a Bedfellow. [Women lead in Beaug, 


Dared. Bedfellow, quotha! would 1 were a Bed with any Bedfellow that 
I was ſure had but and bones about him. 


Dwarf. Come, Sir, you are my charge. 


Dared. | hope your little Impſhip will be civil to me: pray, Sic, what 
place is this ? 


Dwarf. A Chryſtal Caſtle built by Enchantment in a Land unknown to 


any but the fair one that Commands it The Spirits of the Air keep 
guard about it, and all obey her Charms. 


Dared. Oh Lord! and what Religion is the Lady off? 
Dwarf. That's a ſecret, you'l know more hereafter. 


Dared. Lead on then : Now in the lower World whence I come lately, 
were this but known, 


How would the fate in Ballal be lamented, 
Of Darcdevil the Atheiſt that's Enchanted. 
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Exter Gratian and Theodoret. 


roaring, {waſhing Spark, that, at the bottom, was good for 
any thing, 

Theod. Your faux Braves always put on a ſhew of more Courage than or- 
dinary 3 as your beggarly halt-Gentlemen always wear tawdry finer Cloaths 
than their Fortune will afford *em. 

Grat. But, to lye conceal'd in private in the Houſe with her ! 

Theod, Dam! her, ſhe's. a Proſtitute:; has given her ſelf already to his Arms. 

Grat, Yet, Il warrant you, ſhe has an excuſe for that too, if it be io 3 as, 
Alas! you know, Woman is but a weak Veſſel. 

Theod, A Pox of the weakne(sof her Veſſel ! Dam? her ! Would my Sword 
were in her Throat ! But will our Friends be ready ? 

Grat, Moſt punQtually. It was an odd old Fellow, that, which we met 
with. Was he certainly Beaxgard's Father ? 

Theod. No body can ſwear that, for his Mother was a Woman 3 but that 
merry conceited old Gentleman has the honour of it : he has the Title, but 
whoſe was the Property, that I dare not determine. 

Grat. I hope he'll be as good as his word with us. 

Theod, It will not be amils if it prove ſo. See, here he comes too. 


Grat. T= are your Men of Honour now: I never knew a bluſtering, 


Enter Father and Fourbinc. 


Fath. You lie, you Dog z you Scanderbeg Varlet, you lie. Do not | know 
that he ſate up all Night with a Conſort of Whore-maſters and Hatlots 3 and 
have you the impudence to tell me he is not at home ? Do not I know, you Vil- 
lain, that, after a Debauch, he will out-ſnore a Fleet-ſtreet-Conſtable and all 
his Watch, for ſix hours 3 and dare you tell me, he is not at home, you Ca- 
terpillar ? | 

Fourh, Upon the word of a true Valet de Chambre, Sir, I deal fincercly and 
honeſtly with you. | 

Fath. No more to be ſaid : But, Sirrah, do you take notice in his behalt, 
and tell him, he ſhall pay for this; pay for it, do you hear you Mongri!l * 
Fob me off with ten ſtinking Guitnies, when 1 had loſt a hundred * Fiends 
and Furies, I'll not bear it. Good morrow my little Thunder-bolts ' Whac 
ſay you, my tiny brace of Blunderbuſſes ? can I be ſerviceable ? (hall we about 
the buſineſs while it is practicable ? hah ? — 

Theod. Have you conſidered of it threaghly, Sir ? 

Fath, Trouble thy head no farthery VII do't, my Darling. 
Theod, Have you conlidered, Sir, that ſhe is =_u Son's Millrefs * 


” hs. THEY ., \*S- : V 8 , —M 
32 Te dTHEIST:'0r, 
Enter a Dwarf. 1 f. 08 | 
Beaug. What another too of the ſame Complexion ? this muſt be: her 
Majeſties Page. ; 7 
'Dared. A Pimp, le warranthim; he's ſo very little, pert, and dapper, 
the Rogue looks as if he could inſinoate himſelf through a Key-hole. 

Dwarf. Welcome thou beſt-loy?d Man of the fair World. 

Beang. Well, Sir, and what's the Service you have in order to Com- 
mand me? : 

Dwarf. My Orders are to lead you to repoſe in a Rich. Bed prepared 
for Reſt and Love. | er *# 

Dared. I ſaid it wasa Pimp, what a ſmooth-tongu'd little Raſcal tis ? 

Beaug. A very pretty ſort of an Amuſement this : But prithee young 
Domine, why to Bed ? ?tis but now Day, and the Sun newly riſen; for 
have not been a Bed all Night my little Monſter; 1 kaow how the time 
.goes, Child. | 

Dwarf. Such are the Orders of the Power I ſerve. 

For you arg' come along unmeaſurable Journey. 

Dared./Hah ! No : 

Dwaf. Drawn by wing'd Horſes through the unFaQt Air. 

Beaug. A Pox upon thee for a little black lying well-inſtruCted Raſcal, 
but ſince it is the Cuſtom of the placex and my laſt Night Fatigue requires 
It, Ile accept of the offer, and diſpenſe with an hour or two of fleep to 
fit me for better-exerciſe when I wake again. 

TS [Sits down 472 the Chair to be unreſt. 
- Darcd Drawn'by Wing'd Horſes through the Airs ſaid he! if this 
ſhould be true now, what would become of us ! Merhought indeed the 
_Cdach whew'd it away a little faſter than ordinary. 
me [While Beaug. is undreſſing the two Black Women dance, 
Beaug. A very notable Entertainment traly and your little Black La- 
dy-ſhips have tript it moſt featly.—— {The Wo. advance towerdy him. 
| hat, and muſt you take charge of me now ! —With all my heart. Dre- 
devil farewel to thee ; but that I am in hopes of a better, I'de invite thee 
for a Bedfellow. [Women lead in Beaug. 
Dared. Bedfellow, quotha! would 1 were a Bed with any Bedfellow that 
I was ſure had but fleſh and bones about him. 
Dwarf. Come, Sir, you are m charge. 
Dared. I hope your little Implhip will be civil to me; pray, Sic, what 
place is this ? | 
Dwarf. A Chryſtal Caſtle built by Enchantment in a Land unknown to | 
afy but the fair one that Commands it * The Spirits of 'the Air keep 
guard about it, and'all obey her Charms. + 

Dared. Oh Lord! and what Religion is the Lady off? 

Dwarf. Thats a ſecret, you'l know more hereafter. 

Dared. Lead on then : Now.in the lower World whence I cone lately, 

were this but known, . | 
How would the fate in BallaF be lamente 
Of Daredevil the Atheiſt that”s Enchanted. 
End of the Third Aft. 
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Exter Gratian and Theodoret. 


roaring, ſwaſhing Spark, that, at the bottom, was good for 
any thing, 

Theod. Your faux Braves always put on a ſhew of more Courage than or- 
dinary 3 as your beggarly half-Gentlemen always wear tawdry fintx Cloaths 
than their Fortune will afford *em. 

Grat. But, to lye conceal'd in private in the Houſe with her ! 

Theod, Dam her, ſhe's,a Proſtitute*; has given her ſelf already to his Arms. 

Grat, Yet, Fl warrant you, ſhe has an excuſe for that too, if it be io 3 as, 
Alas! you know, Woman is but a weak Veſſel. 

Theod. A Pox of the weakne(sof her Veſſel ! Dam? her ! Would my Sword 
were in her Throat ! But will our Friends be ready ? 

Gras, Moſt punQtually. It was an odd old Fellow, that, which we met 
with, Was he certainly Beaxgard's Father ? 

Theod. No body can ſwear that, for his Mother was a Woman 3 but that 
merry conceited old Gentleman has the honour of it : he has the Title, but 
whoſe was the Property, that I dare not determine. TR . 

Grat, I hope he'll be as good as his word with us. 

Theod. It will not be amiſs if it prove ſo. See, here he comes too. 


Enter Father and Fourbine. 


Fath. You lie, you Dog z you Scanderbeg Varlet, you lie. Do not | know 
that he ſate up all Night with a Conſort of Whore-maſters and Harlots 3 and 
have you the impudence to tell me he is not at home ? Donot 1 know, you Vil- 
lain, that, after a Debauch, he will out-ſnorg a Fleer-ftreet-Conſtable and all 
his Watch, for fix hours 3 and dare you tell me, he is not at home, you Ca- 
terpillar ? | 

Few. Upon the word of a true Valet de Chambre, Sir, I deal ſincerely and 
honeſtly with you. 

Fath. No more to be ſaid : But, Sirrah, do you take notice in his behalt, 
and tell him, he ſhall pay for this; pay for it, do you hear you Mongril ? 
Fob me off with ten ſtinking Guifinies, when 1 had loſt # hundred * Fiends 
and Furies, I'll not bear it: Good motrow my little Thunder-bolts ! What 
ſay you, my tiny brace of Blunderbuſſes ? can 1 be ſerviceable ? (hall we about 


Grat. T*= are your Men of Honour now.: I never knew a bluſtering, 


the buſineſs while it is practicable ? hah ? x 
Theod. Have you conſidered of 'it thegaghty, Sir ? 

Fath. Trouble thy head no faxthexy Ti do't, my Darling. 
Theod. Have you conſidered, Vir;"that ſhe is =_ Son's Miſtrefs ? 
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 Fath. So-much the better ſtill; ll ſwinge her the outlier, for alienating 
his Aﬀe@ions from his natural Father. 

Grat. But ſuppoſe you ſhould meet him too there in her defence, Sir ? 

Fath, Still better and better, and better for that very reaſon 3 for I would 
ſwinge him too with much fatherly Diſcipline, and teach him the duty which 
a Son, with a great deal of Money, ows an honeſt old Daddy, that has none. 

Theod, Very piouſly reſolved, this z that's the- truth on't. But , Sir, I 
would have you fatished, into the bargain, that this will be no trifling matter, 
No Boys Play, old Tilbury. 

Fath. Boys Play, Sir z Sir, I can fight, Sir : though I am an old fellow, I 
have a Fox by my fide here, that will ſnarl upon occaſion. Boys Play ! I don't 
underſtand your Boys Play, Sir —— 

Theod. 1 would not have you take my plainnefs ill, Sir : 1 only hinted it, to 
deal with you according to an old faſhion of ſincerity which I proteſs, Sir. | 
hope you are not offended at it. 

Fatb. Then, to re&ihe all miſtakes, let us fairly have a Breakfaft, hoe Mo- / 
mento.” | have a ſort of gnawing Courage, that when it is. provok'd, alwzys 
gives me a Stomack to a ſavoury Bit, and a cheerful Bottle. I hate to be run 
through the Guts, with nothing in 'em to keep the Wind our, 

Grat, Very well propas'd, 1 think for we have more Fiends to meet us 
at a Tavern hard by here, where we intend to wiſh our Enterpriſe well in a 
bonny Bottle or two, and then about it as cheerfully as we can. 

Fath. Very well ſaid, that : This is a pretty fellow, I'll warrant him. Now, 
if my Rebel bc run through the Midriff in this buſineſs, I am the next Heir at 
Faw, and the two thouſand Pounds a year is my own, declars. Come along 
my little Spit- hrcs. 


Nous allons. 
Brave ſtrippons. 
- Sans ſqavoir ou Nous allons. 


S'x Bumpers in-a hand to him that drills the firſt Whore-Maſter through the 
{mall Guts, : 

Grat, We'll pledge it heartily, Sir. 

Fath. Ycu are both my honeſt Boys, my beſt Children : march along then, 
bravely and boldly. I muſt borrow Money of theſe Fellows before I part 
with *cn.. Nous alions, Brave ſtrippons, [ Exeznt, 


Enter Courtine. 


Conrt, Oh the unconſcionable Importunity of an unſavoury, plegmatick, 
cold, infipid Wife ! By this good day, ſhe has kiſs'd me till I am downright 
fick 3 I have had ſo much of hcr, that I ſhall have no ſtomach to the Sex again 
this fortnight. | | 

, Enter Sylvia, 


Sylv. My Dearcſi, pray n y Deareſt, don't thus leave me : by this kind kiſs 
I beg it , ; Courts, 
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Comrt, Oh, the Devil ! 

Sylv. Look kindly on me 3 ſpeak to me, ———— 

Coxrt, Plague intollcrable ? 

Sylv. kndeed, my Dear, 1 love you with ſuch fondneſs ! Pray ſpeak. 

Court, | cannot. 

Sylv. Why ? an't you well ? | 

Court. Oh, there's a ſudden faintneſs comes o'er my Spirits! Oh, Pm ve- 
ry lick ! Leave me, if thou lov'ſt me, ſtand off, and give me Air 3 I die elſe, 
Ohh: 

Sylv, I'll kiſs thee then to life again. 

Court. Stand off, I ſay 3 Vll got be ſtifled ! Murder ! Help! Murder! Help! 

Sylv, 11] natur'd Tyrant ! 

Court, Good natur'd Devils ! Kiſs, th? Devil's name ! 

Sylv. Come near me, Husband. 

Court. Come not near me, Wife, How am I tortur'd ! — 

Szlv. You muſt be kind 3 indeed, my dear, you mult. 

Court, Indeed, my Dear, by your good leave, I ſha? not, —Damnation ! 

Sylv, You long to berid of me again. 

Court, That 1 do moſt mightily 3 but how to bring it about, if I know, I 
am a Raſca!, Oh! Oh! 

Sylv. What's the matter, Dearece ? 

Court, Oh, I am fick again of the ſudden ! Give me the Chair there : Oh! 
my Heart beats, and my Head fwims! Oh! oh! 

Sytv. Alas, I fear yare very fick indeed! if my poor Lovee ſhould die, what 
would become of me ! 

Conrt. A Plague of your whining! Would I were well out of the Houſe 
once | 

Sylv. Shall I fetch thee ſome Cordial, my deareſt Love, my Joy ? Speak'to 
inc 3 ſhall I ? —— 

Court, Ay if thou wilt, my Jewel. Jewel quotha !—what a plagu's this * 
= is ſhe gone ?— Now tor a convenient Balcone to venture the breaking of 
a Neck at. | 


Enter Page. : 

Page.” Sir, Sir, a word with you, 

Corrt, With me, Sweetheart 3 thy buſineſs ? 

Page. A Lady, Sir, that dog'd you hither this Morning —- 

Court. A Lady! ——— 

Page. Yes, a Lady, Sir, 

Cowrt, Hiſt : Get you in, you little Monkey 3 skip, ſculk, or you'll ſpoil all 
elſe,— Here's the bleſſed comfort of a Wife again now : ——Oh, oh !——- 


Enter Sylvias 


Sy'v, -Hcw is't, my Bleſſing 2? Herez take this : Heaven guard thee. ! 
Court, Frcm thy confounded troubleſome Company, it it be poſlible. - 
G 2 | Sylme 
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$ylv. How is't, ty Dearce? _ 

Court, If 1 had a little more on't, Dearee, 
Sylv, V'll fee what's left, my Joy. 

Conrt, Do, prithee do, my Joy then. Joy in the Devil's name. | Ex. Sylv, 
Hiſt, Sirrah Page, come hither, 


Enter Page, 


Page. Is your Lady gone, Sir? 

Conrt, Yes: But what News of the other Lady, my truſty Mercury ? 

Page. She's now below, Sir 3 and dclires to ſee you. | 

Cort, Is the young ? handſom ? 

Page. | can't tel] that, Sir 3 but ſhe's rare and fine. 

Court, Are her Cloaths rich ? 

Page. Oh Sir, all Gold and Silver 3 with a deep Point Thingonm Thangum 
over her Shoulders : and then ſhe ſmells as ſweet as my Ladies Dreſſng-Box, | 

Court. Fly little Spright, and tell her, Pm impatient : tell her, Il wait on 
her within a moment : tell hey ——— 

Pzge. But Sir ———— 

Court. Be gone, be gone, you Knave, or you'll be caught elſe. Oh ! 


Enter Sylvia. 


Sytv. Here's all that's left, my Heart. | 

Court. | am forry for it, it is very comfortable. [ Drinks. ] Oh, oh, oh! 

Sylv. What ails my Lite ? 

Court. Oh, I havea horrid tremor upon my Heart ! *tis the old Palpication 
I us'd to be troubPd with, return'd again. Oh, it I were but — 

Sytv. Where, Love ? 

Court. Oh ! but in a condition to go abroad, there is an able Fellow of my ' 
Acquaintance, that always us'd to relieve me in this extremity. 

Sylv. Where does he live ? Fl take a Coach my ſelf, and go to him. 

Court. The Devil take meif I know. — Oh! *tis a vaſt way off — Oh! 
now It kills me again. 

Sytv. T ſhall not think it ſo, when it is my duty. 

Corrs. That's but too kind, my Sweeteſt 3 though, if I had but one Bottle 
of his Elixir.— 

Sylv. How is it call'd ? 

Court, Specimen Vite. 

Sylv., Specimen Vite ? | 

Court, Ay, Specimen Vite : *tis a darnn'd hard name, but it is very good. 

Sytv. Where is't he lives then ? Prithee let me go thither, 

Coxrt, Oh, *tis a horrid way off ! Beſides, it would trouble me now, in this 
condition, to be ſo long without thee. 

Syltv. Prithee let me go. 

Comrt, Why, *tis as far as Grubb-ftreet Child, as Grubb-ſtreet 2 

Sylv. Fltbe back again inftantly. . 

Court. 1 had rather, indeed; thou ſhouldſt gothy (clf, than ſend a Mciſenger, 
becauſe the bulineſs will be doge moxe caxcfully. Syls, 
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$ytv. How's the Diredtion then ? 

Court. In Grubb-ſtreet Child, at the Sign of the Swn and Phenix, I think it 
ſs, there lives a Chymilt 3 ask for him, and in my name defixe a Bottle of his 
Specimen Vite. Oh! 

Sylv. Specimen Vite ? 

Conrt. Ay, Specimen Vite—V'l try in the mean time if I can walk about the 
Room, and divert the terrour of my Fits. 

Sylv, Heavens bleſs my deareſt Dearce, 

Conrt. Thank you, my only Joy. Would in the Devil's Name ſhe were 
gone once, and had her Guts full of that Quack's Specimen Vite. 

Sylv. You'll be carctul of your felt, Child ? 

Court. As carctul as I can, Child, 

Sylv. Gud b*w'y Courtee. 

Court, B'w'y my Sylvee,—Oh, oh ! [ Exit Sylvia, Enter Page. 
Is ſhe gone ? 

Page. Yes, Sir. 

Comrt. Where's the Lady ? 

Page. Here ; juli entring up the back Stairs. [ Lady appears at the Door. 

Court, Madam, this Honour done your worthleſs Servant 


Enter Sylvia« 


_m Oh, my dear Heart, I had forgot my Wages. Pray Comrtee, kiſs me 
before I go. 

Court, Confound her, Come again ! Oh, my Love! I have made hard ſhift 
tocrawl to the Door here. | | 

Sytv. Who's that behind you ? 

Comrt. Nothing but a Page, come to know if 1 wanted any thing. A Plague 
of ber Hawks eyes !—— 

Sylv, Gul b'w'y my deareſt Love. 

Court. Gud b*w*y my Joy. 

Sybv. Nay, give me another. B*w'y Conrtee. 

Corrt, B*w*y Sylvee.— So, is ſhe gone again ?— The Devil take me, if thou 
interruptelt me any more. [ Locks the Door after ber. 

Enter Lady. 


Lady. Is that your Lady, Sir? + © ©* | 

Cort, Yes 3 but I hope you'll not think-the worſe bf me, pretty One, fox 
keeping a Wit: Company now and then, for want of better. | 

Lady. Can you be (o kind, Sir, not to forget me? Do you remember.me 
ſtill, Caprain ? | | 

Court. Remember thee, Child ! Ts it poſſible for that Face to he ever blotted 
out of my Men.ory.! — T hough, che Pevil cat me, if ever 1, ſaw it betoze, t& 
the beſt of my know!elpe, 4 6 | 

Ledy. Where is.yov” Lady gone Sir ? | 

Court, To Gribb-/tr.ct, Jewcl, tos ſome Specimen Vites 

Lady. Spetimen Vite, Six * Oh dear, whac's that ? | 
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Court, Oh, come but quietly into the next Room, and I will ſhew thee what 
Specimen vite is preſently.  -- | SW 

Lady. You may, perhaps think ſtrange of this freedom I take with you, Sir, 

Corrt. Not in the leaſt, Child 3 it ſhews thy Generolity,— I love her now, 
for underſtanding her buſineſs, and coming cloſe to the matter quickly, 

Lady. But, S:r, preſuming on your 2z9dam Favours to me, I am come to 
beg your Advice ina matter uf Law, which Iam at.preſent involv'd in ; and if 
you pleaſe —— 

Court, To retire a little in private ? Oh, thou couldſt not have pick'd 
ont ſuch another Man for thy purpoſe : I am, may be, the belt Lawyer in che 
World tor Chamber-practice. And if I do not find out the Merits of thy Cauſe 
as ſoon as— | 

Lady. Really, you are fo good natur'd ———— 

Court. Grubb-ſtreet and Specimen Vite, quotha! He that has the Palpitation 
of the Heart, and an Armtful of this won't cure him, let him die upon a Dung- 
hill, and be buried in a Ditch, I ſay. — This is the rareſt Adventure, 
[ Exexnt Courtine and the Lady. 


The SC'E NE changes to a Bed-Chamber. 
Enter Beaugard in, as Dreſſing himelf. 


Bexug. Heigho ! Heigho ! Boy, Imp, where art thou ? 

Dwarf. Here : Your pleaſure ? What's your pleaſure, Sir ? 

Beiug. What is't o' Clock, Boy ? | 

Dwarf. Sir, in your World, by Computation, I gueſs it may be Afternoon. 

Beaug, A very. pretty little Raſcal, thisz and a very extraordinary way of 
Proceeding, I am treated withal here : I have been abed, *tis true, but the De- 
vil a wink of ſound Reſt came near my Senſes all the while 3 but broken Slum- 


bers, Dreams, Starts, and ſprawling trom one lide to the other, in hopes the 
fair Unknown that keeps this Caltle might have been ſo good natur'd to have 
given a Stranger a Viſic. This can be no leſs than ſome Romantick deſign of 
the little Fairy, that threatned ſhe would cheat the Widow of me:— Now will 
T, for once, it the does attempt me, put on that monſtrous Vertus, called Self- 
denial, and be damnably confiant — What, Muſick again ! This is a merry 
Regien, I'Il-\ay that for it, where ever it be, Boy ! 

Dwarf. Did you call, Sir ? ECTS | 

Beaug. My Cloaths, Monſter; my Veſtments: I hate a Diſ-habiliee mortal 
ly : I long to be rigg'd, that I may be fit for Action, if Occalion ſhould pre- 


ſent it (clt. [ Dwart dreſſes bim. 
.A SONG. 
. I, l | 6M y 2. 
Welcom Mortal to this plate, © Floods of Joy about thee roul, 
Where ſmiling F ate did ſend thee : And flow in endleſs meaſure. 


Snatch thy bappy Minutes, as they po 3 | Dip thy Wiſhes deep, and fill thy Soul 
Who knows bow few attend thee ! With Dranghts of every rogny 
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-- Feaſt thy Hears AN" Love's Defive, - For, fince Life 1 ſhppery Gueſt, 


Thy Eyes with Beanties Charms : Whoſe F light can't be prevented ; 
With Imaginations fan the Fire, Treat it, whilſt it ſtays bere, with the be, 
Then ſtifle it in tby Ars. And then "twill go contented. 


Come you that attend on our Goddeſſes Will, 
And fprinkle the Ground 
Wiuh Perfumes around 1 

Shew him your Duty, and ſhew us” your Skill. 


Enter four Black Women, that dance to the ſame Meaſure of the Song, 
and ſprinkle Sweets. 


Circle bim with Charms, 
And raiſe in his Heart 
Such Alarms, 
As Cupid ne'er wrought by the Pow'r of his Dart. 


They dance round him. 


Fill all bis Veins with a tender defire, 
And then (hew a Beanty to ſet *em a fire; 
Till kind panting Breaſts 10 bis Wound ſhe apply, 
Then on thoſe white Pillows of Love let him die, 
[ The Dance ends. 


Beang. Faith, and with all my heart 3 for I am weary of the lingring Diſ- 
eaſe, and lovg to taſte my Mortality moſt mightily. Hah ! A Banquet (00, 
uſher'd in by a couple of Crpids ! Pretty innocent Contri- ' be Cupids run in 
vance! Well, here's no fear of ſtarving, that*s one comfort. } « Table furniÞd. 
Now, 'my dear Muſicians, would ye be but as good ag your word, and ſhew 
me the Beauty ;you have {o- prepared me for ! — Bit then, my Widow ! my 
Dear, Generous, Noble-hearted Widow ! She that loves Liþerty as I do. Ske 
that defies Matrimony as I do too. .Shall 1 turn Recreant, and be falſe to her? 
Ah Dardevill, Dardevill !: How 1-want thee to Fiiclp me out in this Caſe-of 


Conſcience a little ! 
Later Dardevill, 


Dard. Beangerd, Whereart thou ? 
Beawg. Ah dear Damnation ! 1 was juſt now heanily wiſhing for thee. 
Dard. Such News! Such Tidings ! Such a D! ſtoveep'! 
Beaug. Hah! What's the matter, Man ? 
Dard. Only fix and hfty Virginsapiece tor us, thar $\ all; ; \ pretty little bluſh 
ing, opening Buds, you Rogue, that never had ſo much #5 a' blaſt of Maſculine” 
Breath upon them yet. What's here /? A-Banquet ready ? Nay, pcm, 
latisficd. Never were Heroes {o inchanted as we are. -- = 
at | Haw, 
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"ae But where are the i Viegies, Dardevill ? the Virgins ! 

Dard. There? $ Only one of *em,” Child 3 only 'one3—— but ſuch a ane, imy 
Souldier.— 

 Beaug, 1s there but one then? 

Dard, That's no matter, Man-3 I'll be contented till thou haſt done with 
her : I hate a new Conveniency thatwas never practiſed upon 3 *tis like a new 
Shooe that was never worn, wrings-and hurts ones Foot baſcly and ſcurvily, 

I] love my eaſe, I X 

Beaug. But is the very Lovely ? 

Dard. Such a Swinger, you Dog ! ſhell make thy Heart bound like a Ten- 
nis Ball, at the fight of her : with a Majeſtick ſtately Shape and Motion. 

Beaing. Well. 

Dard. A Lovely, Angelical, Commanding Face. 

Beaug. By Heavens. 

Dard. With two Triumphant, Rolling, Murdering Eyes, that ſwear at you 
ev'ry time you look upon her. 

Fe ing. Stand off, ſtand off, I ſay 3 ſhe's mine this Minute. But then again, 
my Widow !— Hah!— Mask'd too; when the Devil ſhall ſee a Woman with 
hcr wn natural Face again? Madam—— : 

Lady. Be pleas'd, Sir, to repoſe your (elf a little 3 there is a ſmall Account, 
Sir, to -be adjuſted betwixt you and I, Where are my Servants? Whois it 
waits there ? | Several Men Vizarded, and Arm'd, appear at the Doors. 

Beaug. What the Devil can be-the meaning of this now ? I am not to be 
murdcred, I hope, aftcr all this Ceremony and Preparation. 

Dard. Murder'd, in the Devil's Name? Here is great fear of being mur- 
der'd, truly. 

Lady. Come Sir. fit down Sir. 

Beaug. Madam, T1] obey you. 

Lady. I doubt not, Sr, but, fince your coming hither, ' 
You are much ſurpris'd, and wonder at your Treatmenr. 

Derd. So, now the Fardle's opened, we ſhall ſee what is in it. 

Beaug, Madam, *t has been ſo very highly generous. 

Lady. That you arc prepar'd with Complements to pay me' for it. 

But, Sir, ſuch Coyn's Adulterate and Baſt : 
I muſt have honeſt Dcating from your Heart. 

_Dard. Swear to her, ſwe#to her a little, Man 3. pour out a Buſhel of Oaths 
upon her inſtantly : Swear, ſwear, if thou wilt do any goodupen her. 

Lady. 1 know my Rival. 

Beaug. Ay, *tis ſo, juſt ſo, juſt as 1 thought, my poor widow will run a 
damnable hazard of loſing this ſweet Perfon of mine, if I do not take abun- 
dance af care in the buſineſs. Here axe Rogues on/cach hahd, with Blunder- 
buſſes too : I ſhall be raviſh'd. 

. Lady. She, by her Arts, 
And.the good fortune to have firſt attempted i it, 
I.know, *s poſſels'd already of your Hearr. 
But know too, I'm a Woman loath _—_ 
Scornful Refuſal: 
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ga SM T tell thee : Tas eres Fellow ſhouts loſe all this 
time foran i iGcane Oath or two! 
I ady.. Or, if my Fortune, | . 


Which i isnot deſpicable, prove too weak 

An Argument to tell you I deſerve you 3 

Yet I tnave this to boaſt, I neer cptcaH my ſelf, 
Either for Shame or Ends 3 but rather choſe 

To run the Riſque of being deny*d your Love, 
Than win it by baſe Artifice and Practices. 

What think you, Sir ? — 


Hah' 
Tha, Madam, I'm moſt miſerable, : 
Unleſs | 
Lady. Your Widow Porcia, Sir, your Widow. 
Beaxg, Madam, I muſt confeſs —— 
Lady. Well: 
Beaxg. That I love her, .and will for ever, — 
Lady. Death ! Do you confeſs it too? 
See you not here your {elf within. my power, 
And dare you ſill confeſs you love that Creature ? 
Thus far Fve kept my Word, T ve croſs'd her Stratagems. 
You are here my Pris'ner, and by what is paſt, 
You ought to think me capable of more. © ' 
Dard. lthis Fellow wounds but ſwear a little, all this might be rectif'd. 
aces to my own knowledge 
Beaug. Fool, ftand off. 
I'm ſenfible that you are the lovelieſt Crrature 
My Eyes &er gaz'd on ; but ———— 
' Lady. But what ? 8 | 
- Pm ſure : 4 
You'ld your ſelf ſcorn, nor think me worth your Heart, 7 
Could lbe faithleks, could I beunconſtant. 
Pity me, fair One 3 yet, methinks this Hand— 
Lady, Should ſend a Dagger to thy —_— Heart. 
By Heav*n, I'll never bear it——— 


—— 


Could ——_ throw ſome favour _—__— ae. ; IM®.,-21 
. By all the fury in a W | . 
d on his. Make ready, Slaves, | ©. 
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Lady: Still am 1 ſcorn'd then. 
Beaug, Would you kill me barbarouſly ? 
Sure thoſe ſweet Eyes.could not ſee ſuch a Sight, 
Lady, No, take your Life, and with't this ſatisfaQion 3 
Porcia (corns you, as much as you do me : 
And, till thou ſueſt upon thy humble Knces 
To me for Pity, Porcia ſhall deſpiſe thee. 
Beang. Madain, I (wear ! 
Lady. No more. 
Beaug. By all thoſe Bcauties. 
Lady. Be gon?, for cver fly this Ah h!—— [ Squeaky. 


Enter Courtin. 
Court. Death, Damnation, Devils! How came I hither ? Beaugard ! 


Beaug. Friend Courtine ! Speak Man : What's the matter ? 
Court, Damnation ! Jileed, chous'd, betrayed: 


Enter Woman. 


Wom, A Midwife! Run for a Midwife, run for ſome good Woman. 
Oh Madam, an Accident, 
| Beaug, A Midwife! 
Lady. Heavens! a Midwife ! | [ Exit Lady. 
Court. Ycs, Friend, a Midwife. I am ſweetly manag'd, I — 1 thonght 1 
had been in private here, in this Houſe, with a civil Perſon of good Reputati- 
on, and it proves a damn'd trappanning Strumpet. Juſt in the middle of all 
our good Underſtanding together, ſhe tetches a great Shreik, and roars out for 
2 Midwife : The Drab is full gone with Baſtard, and ſwears I am the Father 
of it. | 
Beang. A very great happineſs, take my Word for't, Friend ; Children 
bring a great Honour with them, Comrtine : It may grow up to be a Comfort 
to thee in thy old Age, Man. | 
Dar, Oh, Your Olive Branches are unſpeakable Bleſings, the Gift of Hea- 
_ | love to ſee Polterity go forward, and Families «increaſe, with all my 
carf, 
Cowrt. Let me be hang'd and quazter'd, Gentlemen, if ever I ſet Eyeson the 
Harlſot in my life before, My ſweet Wife, with a Pox to her brought me hither, 
Beang. Why, Is thy Wife in London ? | 
Court. Yes, Rell confound- her ! ſhe has hunted me full Cry up to Town 3 
{ciz*d upon me this Morning, and brought me hither, where it feems ſhe lay 
all the laſt night. | E.; 
"'Dard. Why then, for ought I know, 'we may be ftill enchanted. 
Beaug, 1am glad'to h:ar that, with all. my heart. - Is ſhe in the Houſe ?- 
Corrt, No I was forced to counterfeit ſickneſs, *till | was &*en fick indeed, 
fo get rid of her, upon pretence of going to my Phyſician, inthe Devil's name, 
that this coufounded Bulker, with het Gues ſull of Baltard, and 1 might con- 
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ſole together for half an hour 3 and I am ſweetly fitted with a Concubin:» 
that's the truth on't, 

Beang. This comes of your Whoring, Courtine 3 if you had kept me compa- 


ny»and liv'd vertuouſly, none of this had happeged to you now. But you mult 
be wandring : No reaſonable iniquity will ſerve your turn. 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. Hahaha! Well, I'll ſwear, Captain Cowrtine, you are the happieſt Gen- 
tleman! Yonder's the fineſt chopping Boy for you, Why,it will be able to carry 
a Mufquet in your Company within this F ortnight., And then, 1 am fo obli- 
ged to you for bringing the Lady tolye in at my Houſe, that if your Wife will 
dd me the honour, Fl take it for a favour to ſtand for Godmother with her. 

Court, And, Madam, to return your Complement, I wiſh with all my heart 
you were pregnant with a Litter of nine ſuch chopping Boys, upon condition 
that | were bound to be Godfather to the whole Kennel. Confound your 
being wy, with'a Plague toyou. [ Aſide. 

Beang. That's ſomething courſe though, Friend, to a Lady that's ſo civil to 
yOu. 


Enter ſeveral Maids of the Family, one with the Child. 


1. Maid. See Jenny, Yon's the Man 3 that, that's the Father. 

2, Maid. V1! ſwear it is a proper perſon. -. 

3. Maid, Oh Sir, Heavens bleſs you, - you're the happieſt Man ! Here is my 
young Maſter, as like you as if you had bore it your ſelf. | 

1, Maid, What a pretty little Noſe it has ! 

2. Maid. And juſt its Father's Eyes for all the World. 

1, Maid, It would never grieve a Body to havga Child by ſuch a handſom 
Gentleman. | * 

Court. Ye Whores! ye Drabs ! ye. fulſom; ſtinking Whores ! Cluſters! of 
Poxes on ye, and no Holpitals pity ye !— Confound ye, leave me. G 

Bug. Fye upon it; Comrtine , fye for ſhame : give ſomething to the Nurſe, 
Man 3 that's but civil, k | 

_ Enter Sylvia. 


Sylv. .A Baſtard ! Death, a Baſtard ! Under my Noſe too! Where's the vite 
hateful Monſter ? 

Beaug. Have patience, Lady, 

Sylv, Falſe, loathſom Traytor. 

Court, Now my Joy's compleated. 

Sylv. Let me come at him, let me go. 

Court. Hold her faft, Friend, if thou loveſt me. -:- 

Sylv. Thou Devil!—— Thou treach'rous, faithleſs, perjur'd Wretch? Thou 
Husband ! Look in my Face. .. | | = < 

Court, Well. — 

Syltz: Did1 &er deſerve this ? 


Degenerate Brute! Thou, only in Falſhood, Man. ll 
_ 4 | H 2 Thou 
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Thou rampant Goat abroad, and Drone at home. 
Court. ( Sings ) Like a Dog with a Bottle, &c... 
Sylv. Thou perfc& Yoke-fellow ! Thou heavy Ox, 
That want'ſt a Goad to make thee know thy ſtrength ! [ 
Death, Ficads and Torments ! Fcould dig thoſe Eyes out ! 
I'll bear't no longer ; Bedlam ! Bedlam ! Bedlam ! Court, ſings, and: 
dances a figg. 


Sylv. No more! P!l ſay no more to be his Triumph. 
Be warn'd by me, ye Vizgins that are bleſt 
Withryour tirſt native Freedom 3 let no Oaths. 
Of perjur'd Mankind wooe ye to your Ruin, . 
But when a creeping, fawning, weeping Crocodile 
Moans at your feet, remember then my Fill : 
And when for pity moſt his Tears implore, 
Like me, your Vertue to your Hearts recall 3 
Reſolve to ſcorn, and never {ce-him more. [ Exit Sylvia. 
Court. With all my heart, thou dear,-dear Wife and Plague. 
Beaug. Mcthinks a very pitiful Caſe, this, Madam. 
Laay. It your Widow were but here, Sir, now, ſhe might fairly ſce what 
the is like to traſt to.. [- Here the Sham Scene. 


Enter a Woman and Daxdevil: 


Wimax. Oh Madam, Madam! What will become of us all ? 

þ Lo Become of us, Woman! Prithee, what's the matter ?-are we in any: 
anger 

= Only your Brother in Law, Madam, and his Friend, with about a do- 
zen Armed Men "more, Madam 3- that's all the matter, Madam. X 

Lady. My Brother in Law !'S 

Dard. Yes, your Brother: in Law; Lady, if your Name be Porcta : ſach a 
ane they ask for: 


Braug.: Porcia ! » 
Conrt, Yes, Porcia : I could have. told you ſhe was Porcia. before. 
Porcia. 'Tis but too true, Sir 3 my unhappy Name is Porcia, , 


Beaug. Porcia, my Widow ! my dear lovely Widow! What. an, ill natur'd: 
trick was this Concealtnent ! 
Porcig.., Though, Sir, you never ſaw my Face before, 
If now. you think it worth your leaſt Regard, 
Protect me 3 for I dread my Brother's Fury, 
Ey'n worſe _——_— Here, Sir, Tyield my ſelf 
Up yours for e | 
Brag, And. (ball I claim thee ?* 
Ppreia. From this Rour, for ever- 
Beang.. And, by this happy Hour, I'll keep thee mine then- 
Secure. thy ſelf in the.next private Cloſer. 
Peace ta thy Heart, , poor Widow. [Fa# Poreia... 
Givcus but Auns: —_ ; S 
Darde,# 
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Dard. Thoſe I've provided for you. ; 

I found our Swords in a certainprivate Corner that ſhall be nameleſs, where [ 
was propoling ſome civil Familiarities to the Lady Governeſs of the Family, 
juſt as the Bluſterers entred, 

Beang. Are they in the Houſe, then ? 

Dard. Yes, and have bound the Servants tco 3 the hungry Rogues were all 
ſarpris'd at Dinger 3 you'll hear more of them preſently, I'll wazrant you. 

Court. Stand to your Arms, Beaugard 3. the Enemy's upon us. 

Dard. We have had a Succeflion of very pretty Adventures here; firſt we 
are enchanted, then we. are fiddled to ſleep, then we are fiddled up again: 
Then here's a Diſcovery of a very fair Lady followed by another, of a boun- 
cing brown Baſtard; and when we might have thought all Fortunes Frickshad 
been over, wearc ina very fair way at laſt of having our Throats cut : But Pl 
ſecure one lite that ſbaſl be my care, — [ Is ſtealing off. 
Beanug. Dog, ſtay and fight, or, by Heaven, 1 ll zip your Heart our, 

_ Well then, if I muſt 6ght 1 muſt : What a Pox, I have two good Se- 
conds o* my fidez. and that has ſav'd many a Cowards Credit before now. 
B [ Noiſe within. 

Theod, Break open the Door there, force the Paſſage, down with it. 


Enter Theodoret, Gratian and Father.” 


Beang. Well Gentlemen, what farther ? What means this Violence here? 

Theod. 1 hope, Sir, that's no Secret, when you ſee who we are, 

Fath. We come, Sir, todemand a Lady, Sir 3+ one Porcia, | 

Beaug. How's that, my Father ! 

Fath. Father me no Fathers : F am none of thy Father, Fellow 3 but I am. 
theſe Gentlemens Friend here, — Now, Atheiſt, will I muxder thee; 

Dard, Oh Law'd ! - 

Fath, Fack, Jack, Fack ! Come hither Facks a word* with thee, Jack: 
Give me a hundred Pieces now; [and PI be © thy tide Fack3 and help thee to; 
beat off theſe impudent Fellows. © Gentletnen, 1 cannot butown. to you that. 
this is my Son,— 

Beawg. Sir, were you nick'd to your Shirt, I would not part with a ſingle 
Shilling, Sir. 

Fath. Though, if he were my Son ten thouſand times, in ſuch a Cauſe as 
yours, Pd draw my Sword againſt him. Draws. 

Beang, You may remember, Gentlemen, a Challenge. 

Grat. Which you forgot, Sir. 

Court, Hah ! A Challenge, Beaugard ? Sc. 

Beawg, I'll tell thee mpre.hercatters: ; To: ſhemyau Tha? not forgot it, the 
Lady you thus perſecute is now ander my Protection, and with . my Sword V1} 
keep her ſo. | | [ Drawsr, 

Court; If we don't, may my Wife get:the bettes of me, and wear mine for a': 
Bodkin.. | - 

Theod,” Come on then, Sir.. 

Beaxg.. For the Lady.. 


- i&7 ” 


- " 


$4 The ATHEIST ; «, 
Gras. For my Honour, - © | 


Conrt. And for my Friend, Sir, 


Dard. Old Brimftone-Beard, have at thee. Fight. The reſt of The- 
Conrt.* Baſe Traytors ! Odds ! : odore's Party fall in, 
Beang. Confound *em, thruſt. [ Beaugard and Courtine driven off. 


Dard. Oh, 1 amflain! My Maw runs out : What will become of me! Oh! 
[ Gratian and Dardevil fall, 


Enter Theodoret. 


Theod. Secure that Paſſage now :— How fares my Friend ? 

Grat.” Pm wounded : ſend for a Chyrurgion quickly, for I bleed much, 

Theod. Look- to your Maſter, Sirrah 3 and you, Fellow, be careful of this 
Beaſt here. 

Dard. Ob, a Parſon! a Parſon ! dear Sir, a Parſon ! Some pious good Di- 
vine, it you have any Charity. 


Enter Father with Porcia. . 


Fath, Here, here ſhe is : 1 ha? got her for you 3 let me alone for ferreting a 
Female*s Quarters out. _ | 
F Theod. I'd have you, Sir, take care for your Security : There's miſchief 
| one, Sir. X 
1 Fath. The more miſchief the better 3 thou ſhalt find me no Flincher, Boy : 
here, here 3 make ſure of her. 7a 
Porcia. Inhumane Tyrant ! Why aml waa Sirs ? Help! Murder ! Help! 
Theod. None of your Tricks 3 no Cries, no Shricks for Succour ; 
By Hell, here's that ſhall filence you for ever. 
Thou Woman ! Thou young, itching, wanton Devil ! 
Fly to baſe Cells of Luſt ! Give up thy Vertue, 
Diſgrace thy Name, and triumph ev'n in Infamy. 
On what a tott'ring Point his Honour ſtands, 
That truſts the Treaſure in ſuch laviſh hands. 


End of the Fourth A CT. 
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Exter Lucrece in Mar'”s Cloaths, and Chloris. 


 Lucr. | Twp this gay minute farewell Love and Doating : I have ſhook the 

lazy, ſtretching, wiſhing Folly out of my Blood, and now my wan- 
dring Heart is at home again. Let me ſee; I have a hundred and a hundred 
times wiſh'd my ſelf a Man ; and now, in outward appearance, Iam a very 
Fellow 3 nay, a very pretty Fellow : for, methinks Foppery, Impertinence, 
Selt-conceit, and other Maſculine Qualities grow upon me ſtrangely. Oh, 
Miſchief, Miſchich, Miſchief! thou art a very ſweet Employment : — But Op- 
portunity |! Bewitching, Lovely, Omnipotent Opportunity ! Hoy hall | come 
at thee ? Chlarys ! 

Chloris. Madam. 

Lucr. Give me my Sword. 

Chlor. Here Madam : Blc(s us, WARE will your Ladyſhip do with your ſelf 
in this Equipage ! 

Lacr. Lady(hip, Huzzy ! take notice from this important Moment, I am no 
more your Miſtreſs ; but that Imperial Creature, your Maſter : and therefore 
know too, I will have my Feeminine Habiliments burnt inſtantly, and an Ope- 
rator (ent for to make me a Beard grow. 1 will leary, to Ride, Fence, 'Vault, 
and make Fortifications in Dirt-Pyes : Nay, if the humour hold, Fll go Vo- 
lunticr into Germany againſt the Twrk. 

Chlor. But what will be the end of all this, Madam ? : 
Lucy, Why, if I go into the War, 1 ſhall have the privilege; when I return 
home, to talk of Marches, Battels and Sieges, which I never was at nor un- 
derſtand any more than the Fools I tefl my Rory to. If I fiay at home, with 
the privilege of good'Cloaths, Pertneſs and much Simplicity, -wiltl ſet up for 
a Spark, grow familiar at White- Hall and impudent with- ſome great Man 
there or another 3 run in Debt with a high-Hand, be terrible in eating Houſes, 

and noiſy all over the Town, 

Chlor, A very hopeful Reſolution. 

Lucr. As thus : When land another Spark meet 3 Dam me, Jack, fays FT, 
What Times are there ſtirring ? What ready'to be'had ? What Caravans have 
you. met with, or what Looſe lately. managed ? You Rogue, you look very 
high upon the Huckle, 

Chliv. Welt Madam; But what will all this Gibberiſh ſignihe ? 

Luer, -Signifie,/ you. Foot why what it 'lignifies already 3 Wit, Courage, 
Martial Difciptine, latereft at Court, Pretence toPreterment, Free Quarters 
in my Lodgings,” and Free Booty in every Cuckold's Shop, who ſhall traſt me 
again(f his palpable knowledge, that 'm not worth a Groat 3 and neves have 
the Impidence to hope to be paid, 

Cher And'muſt your Honour haye a Wiſte too? 


L wer. 
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Lucr, Yes Huzzy, and you ſhall beſerviceable to me in the matter : I'll have 
a Doxy this very Night 3 I have ſingled her cat already 3 Comrtin's Wife, that 
jealous, raging, inſatiable 'Help-meet of the Captains ſhall be my Ducinea del 
Toboſo. She's in Love with me already, .that*s my comfort : as I paſſed through 
the Hall juſt now, ſhe coming into the Houſe to pay a Viſit to the Widow Por. 
cia, (who, by the way, is'as wicked as my ſelf, and my great Councellor in 
this noble Proje&) we met : 1, you muſt know, bow'd very reſpectfully ; ſhe 
taking me fora Stranger, Curt*ly'd as low 3 and viewing me ſtrictly leer'd at 
me, as it that Minute ſhe took Aim at my Heart, and deligned me for her | 
Quarry. - 

Chlor, But, Madam, ſhe knows, and muſt diſcover you. 

Lwcr, Thou art a fool : ſhe never ſaw me till yeſterday in her life-time, then 
too diſguiſed : So that it I do not praQtiſe on her frailty, and by that means 
tind a way to revenge niy ſelf on that Vizard-monger- Beangard, may I be con- 
demn'd to wear Breeches as long as I live, and never know more than the pre- 
ſent uſe I make of them. 

Chlor, Hiſt Madam, ſhe's returning. 
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Enter Sylvia. 


Lucr. Huſh then : now my Cauſe is coming on, and have at her. 
Sylv. Sweet-heart, pray oblige me ſo far to ſhew me the way to the Gar- 
dens:z I come to pay a Viſir to Madam Porcia, and am informed ſhe*s gone there 
tor the Air.— A very handſom Youth | © [ Aſide. 
Chlor. Madam, this young Gentleman here is cotne hither on the ſame Kind 
Errand with your Ladyſhip, and waits till her Return. 
Lucr, But, Madam, the good fortune of ſeeing you is a happineſs would re- 
compence the being diſappointed of all the Converſation of your Sex beſides. 
$ylv. Indeed, Sir! : 

Lucr. Yes indeed, Madam. 

Sylv. Are you a Relation to this Family, Sir ? 

Lucr. Madam, the greateſt Advantage I hope from the Family is, henceforth 
to have oftner the Honour of kiſſing your fair Hands here : It is an Opportunity 
I ſhould make no Ungentlemanly uſe of. 

Sylv. Opportunity, Sir? 

Lucr. Yes, Opportunity Madam : } am not aſhamed to mention ſo honeſt a 
Friend as Opportunity, to one that, by her Years and Beauty, ſhould not, me- 
thinks, .be a-mortal Foc to Opportunity, / 

Sylv. Do.you know me, Sir ? | | 

Lucr, Why, Madam 3 do I treat you like-a Stranger ? Know you, by this 
good Hour, there has not been a Day or Night fince'I firſt ſaw you, that I 
have thought or dreamt-of any thing clſe. Are not you the Wife of a certain 
\waggering Squire about this Town, who calls himſelf Captain Comrtine ? 

Sylz,. Yes Sir 3 ſuch a Fricnd.in a Comer I have, Sirz and what have you to 

fay to him, Sir ? I'll ſwear, a very handſom Youth ſtill, —— . | 

Lucr. What, Madam ! what I have to ſay to you, rather than loſe you, 1 would 

ſay to him : which is, that 1 like you, love you, languiſh for you 3 and would, 
with all my Heart, Blood, Spirit and Fleſh, 1— | Sytv. 
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| opt ſwear, Sir, I am mightily obliged to-you, and fo is Mr. Courtine 3 
ha, ha, ha! ——— | 
h > Mr. Courtine ! Take notice, Madam, -Ireceive that Expreſſion as kind- 
ly as if you had called him what I wiſh him : for, pretty one, if my Intelli- 
gence be true, he lives with your Ladyſhip as much like Mr. Coxrtixe, as much 
like a Gentleman—— 
Sylv. Sir! 
Lucr, Madam! 
Sylv. Oh Gaud ! he's-very handſom. 
Lucr. Shall we walk in theſe Gardens anon, for I have the privilege of a 
Key that opens into the Fields : The Moon ſhines to6. 
Sylv. Between Ten and Eleven does the Moon ſhine ? 
Lxcr. As bright as any thing but your (elf 
Sylv. But you'll tell, young Gentleman. 
Lucr. Only you-how I love you. 
'Sylv, Eleven's a late Hour 
Lucr. Not too late. 
Sylv. Indeed ! 
Take this, and my Word for it. | [ Kiſſes hers 
Sylv. Fye, how you uſe me, when you mean to forget ime. 
Lwucr. Huſh, no more 3; Company's coming. Eleven. 
Sylv. Ten if you are kind enough. 
| Leer, Well faid, my chalt Sex. 


Enter Porcia. 


Porcia. Oh Couſin, art thou come? Thou art the welcomeſt Creature on 
the Earth 3 I have expeQacd thee almoſt to deſpair for theſe three Hours, Oh, 
Sir ! your Servant. . 

Lacr. 1am here, Madam, in order-to your Commands. - 

Sylv. Her Commands ! 

Porcis, Oh, Couſin, the prettieſt beſt natur'd Youth ! He is ſomething re- 
lated to us a great way off; and by that means has the privilege of Viſiting, 
without offence to my jealous Brother in Law, and Tyrannical Guardian. Have 
you contriv'd that buſineſs ? 

Lacr. Madam, it isdone- 

Sylv. Bugneſs ! What Bus'neſs, Couſin ? 

Lord, Couſin, you ſeem concern'd at it. 

Porcia.. V'11 tell thee : Secing my ſelf here confin'd to the Rules and Limits 
of a very Priſon,l have reſoly'd to put as good a face upon the matter as it will 
bear, and make my misfortune as caſie as I can. Wheretore, for a little preſent 
diverſion, have contrived a Letter in an unknown name,by this young Agent 
here, and convey'd it to thy Iewd Husband, with another in my own to Beax- 
gard z and ſent for thee, my Dear, to ſhare in the pleaſure of the Conſequence, 

Sylv. Ha, ha ha! But what will be this Conſequence, Coulin ? 

Porcis. Twenty to one but it occalions ſome new-Alarm, and Divertiſement 


to my Jayloursz who are ſo yery capricious, would fancy a Rat bs 
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the Hangings for a concealed Lover. It raay too, by chance, produce me (ſome. 
lucky opportunity.once more to make my Eſcape out of their mercileſs Power, 
Nay, they are already half diſpoſed to run away themſelves 3 for by my Wo- 
mans intereſt in-the Chirurgeon, who has care of the ſwearing Atheiſtical Fel- 
low, yeſterday hurt in the fcufle, and afterwards conveyed hither, he gives it 
out, that he fears his Wounds may be mortal. Upon which, my Lover Gra- 
tian fighs, and turns up his Eyes like a Godly. Brother at Exerciſe. My Bro- 
ther Theodoret puffs, ſwells, grinds his Teeth, and ſtamps as it he would brain 
himſelf againſt the next Wall 3 while poor Beaugard's neer be good Father 
has, with pure fear, loſt a red Noſe that has been his faſt Friend for theſe 40 
years 3 and every time he ſees his Face in a Glaſs, fancies every. Wrinkle there 
has the ſhape of a Gibbet. 
Enter Phillis. 


Phill. Oh, my dear, dear Lady, what will become of us ! the moſt unhap- 
py Accident ! 

Porcia. Hah ! 

Phill. Indeed Madam, I could not poſſibly help it : I ha' loſt it. 

Porcia. Loſt it, loſt what ? What haſt thou loſt ? Would thou had(t loſt thy 
ſelf; loſta Legoran Arm, orany thing, rather than have put me in this fright, 
Speak, what is the matter ? 

Phill. Oh, Madam, the Billet 3 Madam, the Billet; 

Lacr. Meads et > 

Sylv. C ow's this ? 

Porcia, What, the Notel ſent to Beaugard ? | 

Phill. As I hope to ſee you happy, Madam, I put it as faſt here between theſe 
two poor naked Breaſts here, as ever it could ſtick, fo I did, when, juſt as 1 
was going forth, who ſhould meet me but the old, wicked, ranting, non 
Gentleman that lies hid here for fear of hanging, would he had been well hang” 
a. Twelvemonth fince 3 and there he fell a towzing, and a mowzing, and a 
meddling with me 3.I was never ſo afraid of being raviſh'd in my life, Gad he 
knows : So in the ſtruggle.l gueſs the Note was loſt trulyzthough,in my heart,l 
wilh I had been raviſh'd fix times over, rather than ſuch a misfortune had hap-- 
pened.. Nevertheleſs, I ha? done your bug neſs for you, ſo I have. 

Porcia. Bus'neſs ! what Bus'neſs ? Uglineſsand ill Reputation light on thee. 
Thou haſt undone and ruin'd me for ever. 

Phill, Why, I have met with the Captain, and told him the whole matter, 
as well as if he had read it in the Letter himfaMf, He's but too kind a Mal 
you, and I too faithful a Servant,ſo 1 am,to be thus reviled and curſed by you, 

all this. 

Porcia What then did he ſay ? Fool,” Beaſt and Blockhead 3 tell me. 

Phill. Why, he aid, he'd die a thouſand and a thouſand times for you, were 
it poſſible, ſo he did 5 and that. that he will not cat,drink or ſleepitill he has ſect 
you at liberty, ſo he wo? not 3 and that he will be in the Garden before Ten, 

Lucr. What's in this Caſe to be done, Madam ?- 

Porcias. O deareſt Couſin, retire if you love me 3 for, ſhould the Lords of my 
Liberty get any-notice of. this Billet, and find a Man here, notwithſtanding 
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your Relation, who knows what ill uſage-it may aggrayate ! — To thy 


Chamber, dear Lucrece, &'er the Storm comes upon us, _ 
Lucr, 1am all Obedience. Sweet Creature, you'll remember ! [To Sylvia. 
Sylv. It is not poſſible to forget you, ſurely. 

Lucr, Bleflings on you for this Goodneſs, [ Kiſſes ber Hand, and Exit. 


Enter Theodoret in a Rage, 


Theod. Double Bar up all the Doors and Windows : Load all the Arms in 
the Houſe, and be ready for Execution inſtantly, all of ye. By thoſe Devils 
that dance in your gogling Eyes, Madam, I'll try if you have given your (elf 
over to Hell fo far, that you can out at a Key-hole. 

Porcia. What means the great He Brute? 

Theod. To cut off your Intelligence, Lady, and make thee, cer I have done, 
to curſe thy Father and Mother, that let thee learn to-write. Seeſt thou this! 
thou irreclamable profligate Wretch ! Fogh ! Send you the draggle-taild Mi- 
viſter of thy lewd Afairs a hunting, full cry about the Town, upon the rank 
Scent of a Brawny- back'd HeQor ! By Heavens! the thought of it makes me 
loath the Houſe, and fancy it ſtinks of the foul Sins thou haſt imagined in it. 

Porcia. Thou barbarous, ill manner'd, worſe than Beaft! Why am I abus'd 
thus ? Why made a Priſoner too, at your ſawcy Will ? Fetter'd up, and barr'd 
all Liberty and Converſe ? 

Theod. For the ſame reaſon other too hot blooded Females are 4 becauſe, it 
poſſible, I would not have a good Breed ſpoil'd. | | 

Porcia. What a Load of Dirt is the Thick-Skull cratn'd withall, if the Tongue 
were able to throw it out ! | 

Theod. Filthy,filthy, fulſom filthy ! What, be. a Dol-Commoun,, follow the 
Camp ! How lovelily would your fair Ladyſhip look, mounted- upon a Bag- 
gage-Cart, preſiding over the reſt of the Captain's dirty Equipage ! 

Sylv, If any thing in the World would make me foYow a Camp, it would 
be a very ſtrong fancy 1 have, that I ſhould never {ec 4ou in one, Sir, 

Theod. Your Ladyſhip has reaſon to defend the:: Sould iexs- Cauſe : You have 
married one, as I take it, Madam. Ha, ha, ha. | 

Porcia. He in a Camp! He has not Caurage enough to avimate half.a Tay- 
lor, nor good Nature enough to make a Spaniel of, or Sence enoiigh, it he 
were that Animal, to learn to fetch and carry, ':7 © | 

Theod. This will open no Locks, Lady, «©7 tt hh 7, 

» Porcia. But there are Inſtruments to be had, that will break open Locks, 

Theod. Will you pleaſe to retire, and conſider farther of that in your 
Chamber. 

Porcia, No, I'll not ſtir, Sir. 

Theod, Nay, by Heaven; but you ſhall; Madam. t 

Sylv. Nay, by Heaven, but ſhe ſhallnor, Sir. [ Father at the Door, 

Theod. How 


Fath, By Jove, and that's well ſaid, Ill and Riill a little, and ſee what's 
the matter. | | 
I's Theod, 
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Theod.” Do not drive me to uſe Violence. 
Fath. How ! Violence to'a'faie Lady ! That's not fo well, neither. 

Porcia, Reark-you, Sir 3 my Jaylor, or my- Hang-man'; for which of the 
two your Office will end in, by your proceedings I cannot imagine : do but 
touch me, or offer - the leaſt force to compel me to a cloſer Continement; by 
this injur'd Heart, II! fire the Houſe about your Aſſes Ears : I'll ſooner burn 
with you, to be reveng'd, than endure ſuch Infolenceand Torment any longer, 

Theod, Very well. 

Fath. I -Gad, a brave Girl, a delicate Wench! How my Fingers itch'to 
take her part now ! I have a Months mind to e{pouſe her Quarrel, and make 
Friends wich poor Facky again. Honeſt Fack y ! *tis the belt -natur'd Boy in 
the World, though I was ſuch a Beaſt to fall out with him. 

Porcia. Inhumane, cruel Theodoret ! Why do you affli me thus ? Why do 
you force the Tears from my- poor Eyes, and wrack a tender Heart that never 
wrong'd you ?- [ Weeps.: 

Theod. For your Souls Health; Lady 3 and the Welfare of your waſting Re-. 
putation- A Pox o' your Whining ! Come, to your Chamber, to your Prayer- 
Book and Repentance : Faſting and Humiliation will be good for .you.» To 
your Chamber, | 

Porcia, -To my Grave fiſt. 

Theod, Nay then— Wha, hoa ! [ Offers to lay hold of her. 

Porcia. Stand off! Murder | ! Cramps, Rheums and . Palfies, wither thy. 
unmanly Hands: 

Theod. By Heav'n ! 

Porcia.- You daxenot do't:- 

Theod. Hah ! 

Sylvia. No Sit,you date not do't; you dare-nots- 

Theod.: Avaunt-Paſs:! .Confound me, but I ſhall be ſ{cratch'd here preſently) 
for my patience.  -- 

-Sytv. What an Yt-bred Camel *ris 

Fath. Nay, .and what's more 3 you hall not do' t;-you ſhallnot,: Sir, ; Hoh; 
Isthis the Iſſue of your! P_ Pretentions ? 

Theod, Et tu Brute ! 

- Feth.:Brate, Brute! Brute me no Brutes F riend Oonds I am -a Man, Fel 

low-4 Battoons and: Bilboes.!: Brute,! a Gentleman ! 

Theod. Your Pardon, Sir ! | 

Ko -. Don't PR _ Sir, 0 4 Kt] on 19 / 
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Tow Gratn leaning on a Staff.” | v2 


Grat. Oh, Friend! 'e 

Theod. Poor Gratian. | 

+ Grat, It ever we ought to.do any-thing; for-our- Safery, let us now Eg: 
and-Jook about-us + 1 have made. hard ſhift; to hobble hither, my . Wound's 
grown very troubleſom.—— We are all loft. . 

"Theed, 1 can fear nothing when my Friend's fo near me«!: 

Sytve. Now Couſin rebe,-apd. force your Freedom nobly. . 


Fah, h 


. 
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Fath. - Facky, 1 hope. -Facky at the Head of Mirmidons, and declaring for 
his Property. Look you, Gentlemen ; I-muſt confeſs, I have Remorſe of 
Conſcience, and am ſenſible I have been a Rebel : wherefore, if my Liege Son 
and Heir have recruited his Power, and be once more up in Arms, Loyalty and 
Natural AﬀecQtion, Friends, will work.. I muſt pronounce for Prince Zacky ; 
and here I'refolve to defend his Territories. [ Draws a broad Sword. 

Grat. If Prince Facky have Intereſt enough to get your Pardon for Murder, 
Sir, it will be your beſt way to cloſe with him 3 for, in ſhort, -the Atheiſt Dar- 
devill, your Antagoniſt, is dead Sir. 

Theod, Hah ! Dead ! 

Fath. Dead ! 

Gratian. Yes dead, Sir. 

Syly. So much the better. Porcia, let us-run up to the Leads, and cry out. 
Murder to the Streets this Moment. 

Fath. Then I find that I am but a ſhort liv'd Sinner 3. farewell for ever old 
Hock, Sherry, Netmeg and Sugar, Seven and Eleven ; Sink-Tray, and the- 
Doublets ! Never comes better of rebleting againſt one's natural born Children, 
I ſhall be hanged one of theſe Sun-ſhiny Mornings, and a Ballad come out in 
the Afternoon to a lamentable Eighty eight Tune of the carctul Son, and pro- 
digal Father. Dead ſaid you, Sir. 

Grat, Qr, at leaſt, cannot ſurvive half an Hour 3. therefore it is my Opinion 
that we inſtantly quit the Houſe, and provide all for our Safety. 

Theod. Contufion, Devils ! 

Porcia. Nay, Sir, ſtand faſt ! dare but to open a Door, Sir 3 by Heav*n, that 
Moment Ill alarm the Town : you ſhall not think to eſcape, recking with a 
poor Man's Blood, ſhed in defence of me. . 

Theod. Lady, no fooling., 

Porcia. NoSir, no fooling ; but now, Sir, do you to your Chamber, Sir, to 
your Chamber 3 to your Prayer-Book and Repentance 3 Faſting and Humilia- 
tion will be: good for you: To your Chamber, Sir 3 as. you tender your 
Neck, Sip. h 

Theed. Damnation ! Unhand me ! 

Parcia, I'll dye &er I'll unhold you. Think you fo barb'rouſly to leave: me 
here in the Houſe with a dead Wretch, and have the Puniſhment.ot his horrid - 
Murder light on-my innocent Head. 

Theod. What do you reſolve to do, Sir ? 

Fath. Do, Sir! What can I reſolve to do, Sir ? I have no means to hope to 
eſcape, Sir: for, in the firſt place, 1 have- no Money 3 and a Man that kills 
«adther, - without- Money in his pocket, is in a very hopeful condition. . Inthe 
next place, for a diſguiſe, I have no. Cloaths but theſe you ſee on my Back 3 - 
with this Tripe-Buff Belt here, which there'is not a Conftable in the whole 
City but knows, and has had in his Caſtody, Sword and all. Look you, Gentle» 
men, I have civilly kill'd a Man for your Service 3 it you will reſolve,; fairly - 
and ſquarely, to hang like-Friends together, ſo : It not, I mutiny 3. and-the 
ward is, Diſcover the.Plot, the old Boy muſt impeach. - 7 
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Enter 


The ATHEIST; 
Enter Roſard. 


Roſ, Oh, Sir ! where are you ? 

Grat, Well, Roſard ; what's the News now ? 

'Roſ, The Gentleman, Heav'n be thanked, is reviv'd again, Sir 3 though the 
'Dodtors ſay, ſuch another Fit will certainly carry him off. The poor Crea- 
ture is very weak, but very penitent, 

Fath. In troth, and that's a very ill Symptom 3 therefore my Opinion is 
ſtill— 1 am for hanging all together. 

Thead. Heark you, old Ruſt 3 you ſay you have no Money, wherefore, du- 
ring the preſent Interval, in the firſt place, becauſe I will have no Mutiny up- 
on this occaſion 3 in order to your Eſcape, there's Money for you : in the next 
place, as you want Change of Rayment, here is the Key of a ſmall Wardrobe, 
at the lower end of the Gallery above, you'll find the Door to it : Equip your 
{cIf, and provide for your Security, as your beſt Diſcretion {hall dire you. 

Fath.”Look you, Friend, the ſooner the better for, to tell you the truth, 
elſe 1 ſhall make but a ſcurvy matter of it at Tyburn Crofs 3 with a whining, 
{nivling Account of breaking the Sabbath, and keeping ill Company. Where- 
fore, not being good at making Speeches, I will leave the Opportunity to 
you, of ſhewing your policer Rhetorick, and ſave a Member of the Common- 


wealth. -— There's no great harm in Murder, when it brings a Man 
Money. [ Afide, and Exit. 


Porciz. And now, my Tyrant Brother, I hope we ſtand on even Terms. 

Theod. No, Lady, not yet : There's Life return'd, and therefore hopes ſtill, 
though, at preſent, in ſome meaſure to comply with you, and caſe your Ap- 
prehenſions, within the Limits of the Houſe and Gardens you are at your Lf- 
berty, but no farther this Night : And, for your ampler ſatisfaction ; if I 
have any Midnight Alarms from your Correſpondent abroad,there*'s Entertain» 
ment ready for him, which he may not be very fond of 3 ſo Good Night, it is 
almoit Ten, Who waits ? What hoa, be ready there. Come Gratian, I'll 
- Lee you to your Repoſe, and then to my Poſt of Guard. 

Porcia. Ten! That was the Hour, Phills, Beaugard mentioned 3 was it not ? 

Phill, It was, Madam. 

Pore, Be ready then, all ye propitious Powers, that ſmile on faithful Love 3 
Wait, like kind Angels, on him 3 Eſtabliſh Conqueſt in his able Hand, and 
Kindneſs in his Heart, Oh, Sylvia / ; 

$ylv. You are tranſported, Couſin ! 

Porc. With hopes of Liberty I am indeed : it is an Engliſh Woman's natu- 
ral Right. Do not our Fathers, Brothers and Kinſmen often, upon pretence 
- of it, bid fair for Rebellion againſt their Soveraign z And why ought not we, 
by their Example, to rebel as plauſibly againſt them ? 

Syltv. Molt edifying Dodtrine this is, truly. [4 Whiſtle without. 

Porcia, The Sign! Heark, the Sigh! Phils, heard you nothing ? | Whiſtle again. 
*Tis there again 3 he's true, and I am happy. Sylvia, let us retire our ſelves 3 
you know your old Apartment, for pretious miſchief will be ſoon on foot 3, 
and Action worthy Love's great Cauſe» Thy Husband too, may —_— to 

ye 
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*-,ve his ſhare in the bugneſs; and, as T have order'd Matters, meet fome- 
thing in the Adventure, to mortifie his roving Humour, and reconcile him 
to his Duty and Altkgiance —=—— Heark ; [ Whiſtle again. 
There, *tis once more a Summons to the Citadel to ſurrender. This ſhall, in- 
after Story, be call'd, Captain Beaxgard's belieging of the Widow, 
Which, as *tis laid ſure, with Succeſs muſt end, } 

Since Juſtice does his Enterprize attend 
Without, and powerful Love within's his Friend. 


SCENE changed to Fields on the Back-fide of a Garden. 


Enter Beaugard; with a Party. 


Beaug. Hold, ſtand faſt 3 I have juſt now receiv*d Intelligence over the Gar- 
den-Wall, that our deſign has taken air, and there will be noealie Entrance. 

1. Min. Ah Captain 3 the time has been, when, under your Command, 
we ſhould have had no need of a Council of War for the attacking ſuch a For-- 
titication as this is. 

Beaug. Peace Plunder, Peace you Rogue 3 no Moroding now : we'll burn, 
rob, demoliſh and murder another time together : This is a Bus'neſs mult be 
done with Decency. Heark. 

2. Man. Some Company coming, Sir, from the Back-Street Ward 

Beang, Hold then, Plunder : Do you, with your flying Party, hover at a 
diſtance about the Fields 3 while I, with the reſt of the Body, poſt my (elf as 
advantagiouſly as 1 can, to watch the Enemies Motions, — Exeunt. . 


Enter Theodoret and bis Party. 


Theod, This way the noiſe was : Be ſure keep. ſafe the Garden Gate, and 
tollow me carefully. [ Exit Theod. - 


Eiger Courtine. 


Conrt.So,here I amzand now for my Inſtructions. Let me ſee.[ Reads the Bile. 
Pray come diſguiſed, that if the Deſign hould miſcarry, your Retreat may be the ea- 
fier. Tour unknown bluſhing Servant Humph ! Blaſhing Servant ! Paſlingly- 
modeſt, II] warrant you ! Pray . come diſguiſed ! So 1 am, or the Devil's wit 3 
for I look more like a Cut-throat, than any thing elſe. Let me ſee 3 - Upon 
this very Spot, the laſt time 1 was here, did I meet my damn'd Wite: Avert 
the Omen, ſweet Heaven, I beſeech thee. And now, as E am conſidering, 
where can my Friend ord be at preſent too? With a Whore, There's 
that Queſtion anſwer'd. Wherefore, would but my unknown-bluſhing Ser- - 
vant appear, or give me a kind Sign3 wouldbut my little Partridge call, me- 
thinks I could. ſo ſhuckle, and run, and Bill, and clap my Wings about her. . 
Hah ! , Tarns about, . 


Enter-- 
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Enter Theodoret. 
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Theod. Stand : Who gocs there ? 

Court. What's the mattcr now ? 

1 Serv. Stand, Sir : What are you, Sir ? 

Court, What am I, Sir ! A Man, Sir. 

Theod. A Man, Sir, we ſee you are : But what Man are you, Friend ? 

Court. A Gentleman, Friend 3 and you had beſt uſe me fo.—— By Heaven, 
Theodoret , and if 1 am but diſcover'd ! 

Theod. Hands off, unlooſe him. ' You are not him we look for, 'Sir. 

Corrt, 1 am glad of that with all my Heart. 

Theod. And therefore I ask your Pardon. But, it you are a Gentleman, 
you will aflit one in me, that have been injured. I have reaſon to believe, my 
Houſe is now beſet by Villains, who have baſe deſigns upon the Honour of my 
Family, Wherefore, if you are what you pretend, you'll draw your Sword 
to do a good Cauſe: Juſtice, 

. Court. Sir, I wear it for noother end 3 and you ſhall command it. — Ay, 
"tis ſo Beaugard 3 upon new Exploits for the Recovery of his Widow. No- 


thing but Knight-Errantry ftirring this Moon. . 
- Thead, Plcaſc you then, Sir, to tiay here with my Servants, while I walk to 
the Corner of yon Wall, and try what 1 candiſcover. [ Exit Theod. 


Court. You may trult me, Sir. Now will I ſhew my ſelf a true Renegado 3 
take Entertainment in Chriſtian Service, to betray *em to my Brother Twrk,, 
upon the firſt opportunity. And ſo, my bluſhing Unknown, you may.ccn 
ſtay your Stomach with your Sheets tor this Night. 


*., Re-enter Theodorct. 
[Theod, They arc here, ſtand faſt 3 be reſolute; and be rewarded. 
Enter Lucrece. 


s 

Lucr. Now, for a convenient Opportunity to do a miſchief : Beawgard, I 
find, is come, and my kind Miſtreſs punctual to Appointment in the Garden. 
Now, . could-I but order the Afﬀair ſo, as to ſlur Beawgard upon her, inſtead of 
my felf ; and her upon him, inſtcad of Porcia, my Conſcience would be ſatif- 
| =_ and he, Mr. Comrtine, my Rival Widow, and the Wife ſery'd all in their 
Kind. 

Theod. Hold, Sir z What are you ? [ To Beaugard at the Entrance, 

Court, Ay ; Now, now. | | 

_Beang. No matter, Sir 3 this is not a time of Night to anſwer Queſtions. 

Theod.' Nay, then, —ﬀD— , 

-Beawug, Nay, now Sir 3 and when elſe you think fitting, Sir : I am the 
Man you look for 3 and you are him I wiſht to meet here. 

Court. Now how the Devil I ſhall do to tilt Booty 3 Hang me like a Dog .it 
I can imagine.. | 
Begug. Come on there. Theod, 


> 
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Theod, You pals upon your death. | | 
. 1 have learnt to (corn death-more figce firſt you threatned it 3 

I ſee your Numbers too, and come prepar'd, 

Poreia's my Claim, and herePFll win or loſe her, 

Theod, Then take thy due 3 and dye like a-midnight Thief, Fall on, 


' [ Beaug, and Theod. engage, and their Parties. Beaug, and Theod, 
quit each orber. Beaug, fals upon Courtine, ' aud Theod, x;on 
Beaug, Porty 3 who retire from bins, as Count. does from Beaugs 


off from tbe Stage. 


Theod, He runs, he runs 3 the Half-bred HeQor runs. Falſe Cards and Dice, 
and Quart-pot Brothel-Brawles, were fitter for his Management, than honou- 
rable Difference: Heark, Claſhing of Swords ſtill, by Heaven I miſs our Friend 
the honourable Stranger, that ſa generouſly took our Party 3 if it be him, tet's 
out, and give him fuccor. 


Enter Beaugard driving in Courtine, who retires beyond the reach of bis Sword. 


Beaxng. Baſe Raſcal ! Coward flich—— 
Coxrt, No, Sir, i fland tock ſtill, and won't ir an Inch 3 but fince you are 
ſo uncivil, reſolve not to fight a firoke more : So there's my Sword, and here's 
your humble Servant. | 
+ Courtine! 
Court, The fame. 
Beaug. And thou my Enemy too? 2M 
Comrt. No, Sir, your Friend, had-you been wiſe enough to have found it » 1 
came hither diſguis'd, for a Reaſon you thall know hereafter 3 But falling/into 
the hands of the Enemy, was forced to take Party againſt you, for fear of be- 
ing beaten for you: Yet with a delign of revolting would you have given me 
leave 3 but you, when you ſhould have kept at the head of your Friends, took 
a TT fancy: to be tickling my ſmall gu, and now you ſee what you have 
it. +: ' 1% © Bits 1 . 
_ Then farewel for ever poor Widow. ——But ftay, it were baſe and 
unmanly to give it over ſo— Let me ſee— Lend me thy Diſguiſe, Quickly, 
quickly, quickly, my Imagination's warm. 
Coxrt. Ay, with all my heart, une glad tobe rid of it ſo—{ Diſguiſe: Braugs 
Beawg. Take this, and rafly my feacter'd Forces, — | Gives bim bis 'Vbijtles 
They know the ſign 3 and cannot be far off under the condu&t of Plunder that 
was my Serjeant-abroad, thou know'ſt him 3 make what hbalte is pothble, I'Y 
be hereabouts, and be near me, if any new Diſaſter ſhould happen. 
Court, Well, with all my heart for once,here is a new dcfign in Embrio now, 
thoughI fancy when we have got! her, we thall never make of chis Widow 
- what (be has-coſt us; (0169171. 1 "Bi ) 5 | Fit 1 
Beang, Notawore 5 L hear ) 3 Vaniſh. — {Exit Court, Enter Theod. 
Theod. This way I think I heard it : Laok, Is nos that he ! Oh my dear ge- 
nerous Friend, let me embrace you ; lhope _ are come off well. 


Beawg. 


Y- A 1T HEL 2 Or, D 
Beaug, Very well, Sir,I thank you , if I were but well off frotn this place; 
I fear the man Ihad to-deal withall is fallen, for 1 left him ſtagg* ring. Seou- 
rity were beſt for us all, Sir. 
Fora My houſe ſhall be your Sanctuary, and Il dye with you but PII _—_ 
te Ou: 
bo I gad, and that's kindly (aid, as things ſtand between us , and if he 
knew all. [ Afide, 
Theod, Open the Garden-gate there: You ſhall reſt your ſelt in an Arbor, 
whileI diſpoſe of the groſs of my Family, and. -prepare«an Apartment for 
your privacy. 
Beaxg. It 1 had dy'd in your Quarrel, Sir, a Generolity like this had over- 
rewarded it. [ Courtine at the Entrance. 
Comrt, Stand fill ye beaten ſcatter'd Scoundrels, 1 think. that's he, tollow 
me but at a diſtance, 
Theod.. Open the Gate I ſay there, come Sir—— | They enter , the Garden, 
* Comrt, The Stratagem (ucceeds, and Troy at laſt is taken. 


Enter Lucrece. 


L#cr. Oh dear Sir, are not you Captain Beawgard 7 ? 

Court. The ſame, my dear Child, the ſame 3 Haſt thou any good tydings 
for me ? 

Lucr. The private door-of the Garden on the other fide-is opened, and you 
- may enter Sir, My poor Lady is dying almoſt with deſpair,that the (hall never 
fee you more : Could younow tell me news of Captain Courtine 2 

Court, Hah! Does then my Bluſhing unknown belong to theſe Territories ? 
Jt: muſt be ſo, Captain Corrtineis-jult gone in before Sweet-heatt, theretoxe if 
thou art a+true Friend to Love, quickly conduct me. 

Lxcr, Vithew you, Sir, into-the door-where you may conceal your (elf in 
one of the Arbors till go through the Houſe, and bring you farther. intelli- 

NCC. 
ne And if: my Adventure happen really to be at the end'ob this. buſineſs, 
my Friend and I ſhall not, I fancy, paſs our time ny uncomtortably. [ Exeunt, 
Rovgues- follow me, follow me- _—_— 


SCENE, The Garden. 
Beaugard. hoking ont of an Arbor. 


' | Dany So, ſo, thus far Fam undiſcovered-; Jt-{s 68 dk ablC-rtidDevil him- 
ſelf were abroad a ſolacing amongſt a Company of Northern Witches to 
Night :: if Comnrtine be blit. enter'd with my. antes Widagygiintallibly 
alwy-own.. Hitt ! Who comes here * 


F— 4 
v 


 Enter- 


The Souldier's Fortwiz; 
Enter Lucrece. 


Lucy. Sir, Sir, where are you ? 
Beang. Here, here, my Friend, I wait you. 

Lucr, Friend! Is not your Name ?— | 

Bcaug, My Name, what! what can this mean ?—— [ Aſide. 

Lucr. Buaugard, Com, come, | know you: You need not difiruſt your ſelf, , 
my defign is to do you ſervice your Porcia knows you are here, and expects 
you with her Arms __ tollow me. . 

Beaug. Bc thou my or bad Angel, at the charm of that name I muſt 
follow = 'though | lead me to Perdition. 

Lucr. Softly, no-noiſe, this way, give me your hand. { Exennt. 


Enter Courtine. 


Corrt.. Hold, let me ſee ; Ay, there [think is an Arbor where I will creep 
in, and lie as cloſe, asa Coward in the Hold at a Sea-tight. 


He Theodoret. 


Theod. Hereabouts it was I left him, it i is wonderfully dark : Friend !F riend* 
When <1cngf re of han the Y depend 
h ! . that's another ſort Voice than the oungſters I 
on: * iy lk, Cds - | | Aſide. 
Theod, Friend, Friend, 1 fay; where are. you ? 


Court.” Ay, but the Devil a word you get of me. [ Afides 
; Theod. Why, Sir Friend, do not you hear me ? | 
Court, No. [ Aſide. 


Theod, 1 am ſure this muſt be the Arbor ; z Pl run and call a Flambeaux. 

Cort. That may not be (0 well neither, my affairs will not agree with the 
light as I take it. 

Theod. May be he's fallen aſleep,let me ſee.[ Gropes into the Arbor,and feel him, 
"Tis even ſo: What hoa; Sir ! [ Courtine ſnores- 
Friend, Friend, awake, your Chambegs ready, and Þ tay for:you. ” 

Court. Who's there ? What are you? nf Aloud, a5 if frighted ſouldenly 

Theod, Huſh, make no noiſe 3 but come _— 

Court, Is it you, Sir ? —Hle miſtakes me-tor Beaugard, T hope. 

Theod, The ſame-: I wait upon'you, follow'me. 

'n Court. If he diſcover me, all again is ruin'd z but Darkneſs, 1 hope, and 
Impudence, will befriend a youu Cauſe, 


—_ » 


%y 


SCENE; 


The ATHEIST: or, 


SCENE, Dardevill's Chamber, 
With only one ſmall Lamp burning, end Dardevill os the Bed. 


” Dard, Oh!: oh } oh! my Wounds and my Sins ! Gonfcience, Conſcience, 
Conſcience, how ſhall I quice thee ! | - Beang, Father at the door, 

Fath. This cowardly Chicken-hearted Raſcal will dye,and be.damn'd at laſt. 
How do you do Sir * How do you find your (cf? 

Dard. Oh very ill, Heav*n knows? within tew hours of a Grave, and with- 
out greatimercy of a deeper place : Who ever you ase, if you have any Chari- 
ty, procure me ſome Conſcientious Godly Divine to unbuxden my ſelf of my 
w_— tO. 

Fath. This puling, whining, repining Rogue, within theſe two-days was 
ng Ought I to be hang'd now£dor ſuch-a Varice ! Shall 1 fend you 
a Divine, fat& you Sir? 

Dard. It would be a great Favour, and a Comfort to me, Sir. 

Fath. VIl try whatT can do for you, fince E:RKe your condition ſo dangerous, 
a Pox o'yr Queaſy Conſcience : There is no ſafety for me in ſtaying here,that's 
one thing, thc Houſe being certainly beſet for the apprehending fome body : For 
fn rent Rogue with hangmanhy Faces, Facing: and Gulking about 
err{cven arnm'd with bang ; Faces, iog. and (ulking about 
the'Garden, that's another thing ; wherefore I will haftan and finiſh. my dif- 
guiſe, and if there come an Alarum, take the faixeft op ity to get off in 
it, aud that for me will be the belt-thing,. | Exit Father. 


Cont, To what atr inſignificant purpoſe have I taken all this pains to aight, 


here have 1 been put into a Room with a it, with pray, Sir, will you 
be pleaſed to take your reſt.in-the z whcn my dclign- bas not 
been-to take my reſt, but my ation: 1 I heard a kind, ſmall com- 
Rlaining Voice this wy tba: {ent confeſs my (elf in a very good 
aaturd humor, very much toclined te any diſfireffed Damſcl-that wants. 
a Companion to paſs away a tedious Night withall. 

Dard. Oh |. oh Would but this dear Man-cotie now '' . 

Court, Hah | heark ! That mauſt certainly. be mc ſhe means 3 nay, Tam.ſure 
ont : Fll on a little farther, . 

Dard. Oh h h! . | 

Court. Where art thou, thow-poorCreature ** I'am come to comfort thee. 

Dard. kwilh yot had come a little ſooner, I am very jl1. 

Conrt. Alas, kind Soul, ſhe's ſick with paſſionate expeRation : This muſt be 
my bluſhing, unknown Servantat the leaſt. 
- Bard. Whereabouts are you ? Give me your hand hither, will you * ' 

Cavrt.. Here, here it is, and wy heart. too, thou-haſi *em both: Fl! foo 


_—_ : 
_ 


he Souldier s + 

the has a well grown palm, by the Rule of ion P11 warrant her a Swin- 

ger : no matter *tis in the dark. - TI Afide 
Dard. Heart, faid you Sir ? Alas? my poor heart's breaking, X 
Court, Breaking, dear Soul '-No, no, never fear it, Ill:give thee a Recipe t 

keep it whole Il warrant thee : This is the moſt Romantick Adventure. 

[_ Falls to nndreſſing bimſelf. 


Porcia and Phillis at the door. 


4 ” 
- , 


Porcia. Has then Beawgard gotten entrance art thou ſure ? 

Court, Hah! 

Phillis. Madam fo ſure 3 that his Valet Fowrbine is here in the Houſe , and 
told me ſo himfelf. 

- Court, What's that ? 

Porcia, Then now my part begins : Was there ever ſuch inhumane Cruelty 
committed, a Wretch barbaroufly muzder'd and cxpos'd, without comfort or 
ſuccor ? ' : 

Conrt, Murder, ſaid they ? WhatManſlaying! when all my thoughts were 
upon nothing but Manmaking, - F gad then *tis time that I take -care for one, 
and till a better conveniency offer it felf, here*s my Burrough, murder in the 
DeviP's name. What do they ſay now * * |. Creeps undef the Bed. 

Porcia. No, no, my Conſcience will not bear it, I mutt proclaim it to the 
World : What hoa there, Murder, Murder, Murder. 

Court. Oh Lord, here's a comfortable Condition that I am got into, 

Porcia. But does the Chyrurgeon fay there is certainly no danger ? 

Phills.. Only a thin skin Wound on the outfide of his Befly;. but that the 
force of Fear in the Cowardly-hearted Bellow, will let him think of nothing 
but a Grave and Damnation. 

Porcia.. Fhe preſent advantage of it then-muſt be improv'd : wherefore Hay 
the ſtinging of my Conſcience will not let me reſt , 1 dave not conceal this 
| Murder. Mearder, Murder, Murder ! Cry Murder you Wicch, and alarm. the 
Houſe. | 

Phillis. Rere is fomebody coming altcady, Madam. 

Borciz. Stand ſtill, and obſerve then. 


Enter Bcaugard. 


Beawg. Tthink it was this way, but no matter, for Tam ſure T reign Lord 
Peramount of. this- Caſtle now : The angry jealous Brother is gone to Bed,and- 
all his warlike Family, where he lies as faſt, and ſnores and s {ſo wide,. - 
one. might ſteal che Widow out of his mouth-if ſhe were there: Now, copld F 
but find the. way to her Ladiſhip's Chamber, while Plunder bs Seeded fo Or: 
ders, with his Crew binding the drowzy Rogues of the Family m the Beds! 


What- an opp ity would that be! Eor there is but one way. of making a 
flippery WwW ſure to you, ' 4% , : 
Pircia, Nomatter, happen how ig will, Hay agairrit is a Crying Sin, it is 
anAbomination, *tisa——Ah! {Seeing Bcaug. diogris'd, is frighten nc ene 

| ang. 


» 
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.Beang. Hah! What do Ghoſts walk here at this titre -Vighe and id Pertt- 
coats to03 Nay, then have at you : Ye Aizy Forms. ng, out, is met by bis 
Father, diggnis'd ke a ;P anatique Preacher. 

Fath. Yes, verily. and indeed it is an Abomination, a burning Share, and a 
lewd Abomination. | 

Beaug.” Hell and the Devil ! My Spirit in Petticoats that ſqueak'd Abomine- 
tion in Ela, converted to the flcſhly timilitude of a Holy Brother, that Cants 
it in Gamut— ———Hoh! Speak, what art thou ? 

Fath. A Miniſter of Peace to wounded Conſcicnces, I come here by ap- 
' pointment with an Olive Branch in-my mouth, to viſit a mortal Ark tols'd 
and floating in flouds of its own Tears, for its own Frailties. 

"Beang. And are you really, Sir, a Man? Really the Godly Implement you ap- 
pear to be, for the ſcowring of foul Conſciences. 

Dard. Ha ' ha ! ha ! Godly Implement,it has almoſt made me laugh; that's 
a merry Gentleman, I'll warrant him : Oh h h! 

Fatb. Tam, Friend, I tell thee, an inſtructer of the Choſen: Thou ſavour't 
of the old Man, ſtand off, and donot pollute me with too near communicati- 
on : Icome to convert a Sinner to the Truth, it was I that converted —— as 
ſome ſay no body; and expounded the groans of the Proteſtant Board. How 
f:r:th.oyr Brother ? 

Dard. Alas, Sir, very weak; u __—— point'of Diſſolution, and tormented 
with the ſtings of a territy'd Conlcience | 

Fath. Lay then ane hand upon thy heart. | 

Dard. Ido ſo, 

. Fath. Lend me the other that i in the pouring forth thy fins, thy right hand 
may not know what thy-left hand doth. 

Beaug. A very material Point that is truly. 

Fath. Thou haſt lived in Wickedneſs long. 

Dard. From Sixteen to Eight and Forty, without the leaſt Repentance, or a 
thought of it. 

Fath. A very danggous ate 3 but for thy darling Sins, Imprimis, what? 

Dard. Drunkenneſs. 

Fath. A very pernicious fin, and of the DeviPs own inſtitution 3 for it ſets 
our Souls a fire : Nay, it ſets our Noſes of hre, and ſets Houſes o'fire, Drun- 
kenneſs ! Did you ever burn any Houſes ? 

Dard. Never but three, and they Houſes of pollution too : Bawdy- houſes,Sir. 

Fath. So much the worſe: For if Bawdy-houſes be burnt, what civil Fa- 


ily ja this City ſleeps lafe ? I never burnt a Bawdy-houſe in my life , that's 
my.comfort. Item. 


Dard. Whoredom, Adultery ! 

Fath. For Agultery, I.mean corrupting of other mens Wives, let. the tel 
you it is a crying Sin, and a very loud one too; but do you r{pent ? > 

Dard. From the Bottom of my heart. 

Beang. So, Heav'n be thanked, there's no harm in plain Whoredom. 

Fath, .No more to be ai then; be comforted, and I'll abfolve thee ; But 
with whom was this Wickedne(s committed lat * ? 
Dard. With my Boſotti Fricnd's Wi, and one that dferv'd much better of 


mc. * Beang- 


| The Souldier's Fortune. - 

Beawg.” And that was very friendly done of thee truly. 

Fath. Impudent Rogue ! But was ſhe very young? 

Beawg. Ay, now the feeling, circumſtantial Queſtions are ftarting, 

Dard. About Eighteen; and-aot yet wedded a full year. 

Fath. Voluptuous Dog! But handſom too ? Was ſhe very handſom ? 

* Dard. Too beautiful, to have had fo little Virtue. 

Fath. Her Name, her Name! Tell me her Name. Quickly, I ſay unto 
thee, let me know her Name. 

Beaug, Well ſaid, well ſaid there, old Fornication ! 

Dard. That I have promiſed ſhall for ever: be a: Secret, Sir. 

Fath. Thenthou at damn'd, and 1 donot abſolye thee. I muſt know. this 
precious young Harlot, | Aſide. ] Once more I fay her Name! 

Dard. But L have (worn, Sir 3 you'd not have me be forſworn ? 

Fath. A mortal Sin in it ſelf: Swearing is another Sin. Farewel, Vl have 
no more to do with thee: Thy Sins are of too deep a Dye, and Satan be upon 
thee, a.damn'd Rogue not to tell me her Name. 

Dard. Oh ! oh! dearSir, come back again, and leaye me not in this deſpe- 
rate, deſponding, ſad condition. | [ Exit Father. 
If he has any mercy in this Caſe but upon his own conditions, he's no Father of 
mine. I am ſure on't.. . [_ fide. 


Enter Lucrece: 


Lor. Oh, Sir, I am glad I have met with you, a word with you io private, 
turn, tur this way into the. next Room quickly, Porcis,. Porcia, your Widow 
Porcia, Sir- 

Beaug. Hah! ſpeak,. where is ſhe, thou pretty, ſmiling Mercury! > 

Lucr. I amo bring her to you this moment : No more words, but in Sir,in, 
if you'll be happy. 

Court, Porcia, Porcia, (aid he? Then I am ſure it-muſt be Beawgard, a pretty 
Pimp that I'll warrant him. [_ Afide. 

Beaug. And ſhall I truſt thee? 

Lucr.: Why ſhould 1 deceive you ? , 

Beang, Be ſure thou doft not, as thou loveſt the welfare of this ſoft, tender 
outlide 3 adicu for a minute. [_ Exit. 

Lacr. That minute gives her to your poſleſlion, Sir Hiſt, Madam, 
Hit! The Coaſt is now clear, 

Sylvia. Where are you ill nature ? 

Lucr. Here, onter'd with.my Longings : Where are you? come, come. 

Sylvia. Why do you make me do this ? 

Lucr..1s that a Queſtionnow? Turn, turn into the dark Chamber: 1'11. but 
ſecure this Door, and then the Night's our own. 

Sylvia. Don't ſtay too long. : 

Court. How afraid the is, leſt he ſhould come again too ſoon + -, [ Aſide. 

Lacr. Be ſatisfi'd, lt fly-————that is from you as faſt as I canifor I hope 
I haye fitted you. | ES, 

[Ext SvIvia, 


Court, 


a The ATHEIST ; or, 
Court, Nay, faith, if this be the Cuſtom of the Hoſe, Il lurk here no 
longer: The Devil again! x 


Re-enter Father, 


Fath. Trouble me no more, I ſay I will not be perſuaded, I will know the 
Adultrefſes Name, that I may admoniſh her 3 for it has been of ancient pra- 
Rice in theſe our pious Offices, to make our Converts confeſs not only all they 
know, but all that we have a mind to know. 

Dard. Not Sir, 1 hope, if it be improper. 

Fath. No matter for that, proper or improper, right or wrong,true or falſe, 
if it be for our uſe, it muſt be confeſſed. Therefore I ſay, and lay again, I do 
not abſolve thee , thou art in the ſtate of Perdition ſtill; tell me her Name,or 
for thy Drunkenneſs, and burning of Houſes ; Thy Whoredoms, and Adulte- 
ries; Blaſphemy, and Profaneſs ; Thy Swearing, and Forſwearing; Thy rub- 
bing out Milk-fcores, and lamb-blacking of Signs in Covent-Garden z Thy 
breaking of Windows, killing Conſtables and Watchmen, Beadles, Taylors, 
Hackney-Coachmen and Link- Boys: for all theſe—— 


[ Noiſes of ſqueaking from each ſide of the Stage, one from Sylvia, 
Heark there the ſcreaming Fiends are at t already. Heark, 
ſereame again- : | 


Court: Nay, Madam, if uealk, and think toalarum the Houſe, Fdo not 
behave my ſelf like a-true Fric toLove, | am miſtaken, and fo here I am 
policd, and thus will maintain the Paſs, { Goes to the door where Beaug, and his 

wife are, and draws bis ſword to defend it. 


Lmcr. at the door. Well ſaid, my civil, dear and friendly Cuckold. 
Enter Theodoret and Porcia crying. 


Theod. Come forth thou Strumpet. 

Porcia. Nay, cruel Theodoret, do not, do not kill me: here on my knees. 

Court, How's this ? Porcia taken there, and my Fricnd herein private with 
Porcia too! 

Theod. By Heav'n thou dy*ft this moment. 

Cowrt. By Hell though but ſhe ſhall not, Sir. 


Enter Sylvia, and Beaugard pmrſuing ber. 


Beawg. Nay, Madam, then! how's this? My Widow fplit in twain! My 
_ there; and Porcis here too? Confound me'Comrtine's Wife ! I have done 
nely. | 
 Theod,, You'll juſtibie this oſage ? | , 
Coxrt.” You fee, Sir, I am reſponlible. [ Shews bim Beaug, 


' Beang, By Heay'n unhand her, ox—Nay, look Sir well, you'll know'me. | 
: [ Throws off bis diſguiſe. 


Porcia. 


p _ 


The Souldler*; Forrane. 


Porcis. My faithful Souldicr ! 

«. My victorious Widow ! [. She rans into bis Arms. 
Call up my Servants there , raiſc all the Houſhold. 

Beaxge 1'1 do't Si—————{ Gives the Sign, Plunder and bis Party appear. 
See, here are thoſe that are ready to wait on you, if you have any ſervice to 
command them. 

Theod. And I will find *em ſervice that ſhall warm em. [ Exit. 

Coxrt. Now, 1 fancy, by this Lady's concealing hewfeclf, ſhe may be a diſco- 
very worth the making. Madam, you ſee here my Friend is unconſtant, bue 
truly nothing could ever wean him from this Widow here. ——Sylvis! My 
Wite ! my rigid vertuous Wife ! my damn'd, confounded, jealons Wife! 

Beaug. Now here are very hopeful matters towards. 

Conrt. It was very courteouſly done of me, Beawgard, was itnot, to keep the 
door for you, with my own Wife, Sir ? 

Beaug. Nay, let us not quarrel Ned : I'll give thee a friendly account of this 
matter to morrow between our ſelves, in the mean time be fatisfi'd, 1 have 
not wrong'd thee, 

Parcia. Will you never leave this Foraging into other Folks Quarters, 
Captain? - 

Beawg. 1 am afraid, Widow of mine, you had a finger in the Plot,thou 

Sylvis. Indeed, my deareſt. '- Sh 

Court. Your humble Servant, my Deareſt ! I am only glad of this fair Op= 
portunity, to be rid of you, my Deareſt : henceforth, my Deareſt, I ſhall drink 
wy drink, my Deazeſt, I ſhall whore my Deareſt 3 and fo long as I can pimp 
fo handſomly for you, my Deareſt, I hope if ever we return into the Coun» 
trey, you'll wink at a ſmall Fault now and then with the Dairy-Wench,, or 
Chamber-Maid, my Deareſt. 

Sylv. 1 Ylways was a Burden to your fight, and you ſhall be this time eaz'd 
on't. [_ Exit, 

Court. With all my heart! Heav'n grant it would laſt for ever. 


Eater Theadocet. 


Theod. My Doors lockt up! My Servants gag'd and bound ! Iam betray'd, 
undone, and I'll not live to bear it, 

Dow, Nay, hold, Sir, none of that neither : This Deſign was not laid for 
a Z 

L-x.ar1; do you intend to deal with me ? 

Beang, Like a Gentleman, Sir, though you hardly deſerve it of me: In 
ſhort, this Lady is in my Charge now, and you in my power, and by her Au- 
thority, this hex own Houſe, I have made thus bold with it, and will 
take care to diſpoſe hereafter out of the reach of your mercileſs Tyranny, nay, 
if this reverehd perſon will do us the friendly Office, th I have oftersxe- 
nounc't it, am ready to do it one way this moment. . Dardevil, wilt thou lend 
node? 

+ Dard. ! 


L *  Pavim 
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Porcis. Riſe, Sir ! Won't you riſe? If your old Friend and I make a:match 
on*t, I hope you'll be fo kind to dance at the Wedding, 

Dard. Dance, Madam ! I am dying, | 

Phillis. That's falfe, to my knowledge, Madam : for the Surgeon told me 
laſt dreſſing, it was fo flight a Wound, he had much ado to keep it from heal- 
ing. 

ard. Yes, by the ſame token when he had done with me, he began wich 
you, forſooth, and ſaid he would ſhew you a little of his operation, tor hand- 
ling and tampering with his Box of Inſtruments, and there's. the truth out 
now. 

All. Ha ! ha! ha! ha! 

Dard. Why Gentlemen, Ladies, Friends, Acquaintance, Am not I dying ? 
Am not I wounded ? Is not there a Hole in my belly, that you may turn a 
Coach and fix in? 

Beaug. No, no : Prithee leave raving, and get up for ſhame, man. Thou an 
Atheiſt, thou believe neither a God nor a Devil, and be afraid of a hurt no 
bigger than-a Pin-hole ! Courtine, lend us thy hand to raiſe up our old Friend 
here : Well, how is't now ? * [ Set him on bis Legs. 

Dard. Hah ! Faith and Troth, I fancy, not ſo bad as I thought it was. 
Methinks I begin to find my (elf pretty hearty 3 I can ſtand, I can walk too, 
I have no pain at all. How doſt thou do, F Strikes him on the Shoulder, which 
old Orththodox ? ſhakes the” Diſguiſe from his Face, 

Comrt. Ah! but you repented, Dardevil! ; thou didſt repent, Friend : I am 
ſorry to hear of it withall my heart, it will be a foul blot in thy Eſcutcheon ; 
But thou didſt repent. | 

Fath, A Poxon the Block-head, now I ſhall be known ; Fumbling to fix bis 

Diſgniſe again, 

Dard. Repent ! Prithee be quiet, Man: Repent, quotha.! Why, doſt thou 
| think I did not know my old Cuſtomer for two Deuces here, old Anti-Abra» 
bam, the Father-of Unbelievers ? hs 

Fath. My Facky ! my little Rogue ! my dainty Boy ! Thou Son of thy nown 
Father, I can hold no longer 3- and 1 muſt kiſs thee, and I will kiſs thee, eee: 
you Dog, you Dog, you Dog, you little dear damn'd Dog. | Sing 014 Simon, 
Hn=zz2, the Widow's our own.: There lic Divinity. 

Beaug. Avery Cutter, as I live, had he but a Tabitha, a perfect Cutter; 

- Fatb. Now, Facky Boy 3 Jacky, you Rogue, ſhall not I have a little ſpill 
out of this Portion now, hah ? The jolly Worms that have fatten'd ſolong in 
this Malmſey Noſe of mine with the Fumes of Sack will die, and drop out. of 
their Sockets elſe- Couldſt thou have the Heart to fee this illuminated Noſe 
of mine look like an empty Honey-Comb3- Couldft thou be {o hard hearted ? 

Porcia, Faith, Captain, be mollify*d-3. the old Gentleman, methinks, pro- 
poles very moderately. | 

Fab. It ſhall be ſo: She ſhall be my Daughter in Law, though Linvert the 
Order of Duty, and ask her Bleſſing, 

Beang. Look you, Sir : Though you have been-a very ungratious Father, 
upon condition that you'll promiſe to leave off: Gaming, and Rick to. your 
Whoting and Drinking, I will treat with you... 
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Fath. The truth on't is, I have been too blame, Fack,! But thou ſhalt find 
me hereafter very obedient ; that is, provided I have my Terms : which are 
theſe. ; 

Beaug. Come on, then. 

Fath, Three Bottles of Sack, Fack, per diem, without DeduQtion, or falſc 
Meaſure : Two Pound of Tobacco per Month 3 and that of the beſt too. 

Comet, Truly this is but reaſonable. 

Fath. Burttock-Beef and March-Beer at Dinner, you Rogue : A young 
Wench of my own chuſing, to wait on no body but me always : Money in 
my Pocket : An old Pacing Horſe, and an Elbow-Chair. 

_ Agreed, You fee, Sir, already, Iam beginning to ſettle my Famzi- 
ly ; and all this comes by the Dominion Chance has over us. By Chance you 
took the Charge of an old Father off from my Hands, and made a Chaplain of 
him. By the ſame fort of Chance I have taken this Lady off from your Hands, 
and intend to make her another ſort of Domeſtick. What ſay you, Sir ? Are 
you contented ? 

Theod. I cannot tell whether I am or no. 

Beawg. Then you are not fo wife a Man as I took you for. In the mean 
time 3 for your Liberty, you muſt diſpenſe with the want of it, till I have this 
Night ſecured the Safety of my Widow, Your Friend Gratian, becauſe of his 
Wounds, is only lock'd"in his Chamber, and may take his Reſt as otherwiſe. 
For the other part of the Family, I care not to make Excuſes. 


Thus ſtill, with Powtr is hand, we treat of Peace'$ 
But when *tis ratify'd, Suſpicions ceaſe : 

The Conquerd to recruiting Labours move. © 

Like me, the Vidor, Crowns his Eaſe with Love. 


Titus and Berenice, 
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TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 
JOHN Ear of 


ROCHESTER. 


One of the Gentlemen of his Mijeſties | 
Bed-Chamber, &>c. | 


My Lord, 


" Edications are grown things Lp 'ſo nice 
a Nature , That it is almo ſe - 
ble for me pl pay your Lordſhip thoſe 

* Acknowledgments I owe you, And not 

(from thoſe who cannct Fxdge of the Sentiments 

I bave of your Lordſips Favours) incurre the 

Cenſure either of a fawner or a flatterer. Both 

which ought 10 be as hateful to an Ingenuons Sp1- 

rit 0s Ingratitude. None of th:ſe would I be gmitty 
of, and yet in letting the World know how Good 
and how Generops a Patron I bave, (in ſpight of 

Malice) I am ſure I am bonef.. > 

A-2 My 


© The Epiſtle Dedicatory. - 
My Lord, 


Never was Poetry wider ſo great an oppreſſion 
as now, as full of Phanaticiſm's as Religion, 
where every one pretends to the Spirit of Wa 

ſets up a Dottrine of bis own, and hates a Poet 
worſe then a Quaker aves a Prieſt. 

To examine how much goes to the making up 
one of thoſe dreadful things that reſolve our diſſo- 
lution. It is for the mos part,a very little French 
breeding much aſſurance, with a great deal of tak 


and no ſence. 


Thus be comes to a New Play, Enquires the | 


Author of it, and (if he can find any) makes bs 
perſonal- misfortunes the ſubject of his malice to 
ſome of bis Companions, who have- as little Wit 
and as much ill Nature as himſelf; and ſo to be 
ſure (as far as he can) the Play is damn'd. 

\ At might he never fails to Appear in the 
With-drawing room, where he picks out ſ,me that 
have as little to do there as himſelf, who muſtring 
up all their puny Forces damn. as poſſetively, as if 
like Muggleton it were their gift, when indeed 
they have as little right to Wit, as a Fourney man 
T aylor can have to. Prophecy. 


Wit, 


The Epilte Dalteataryr oo © 
Wit, which was the miſtreſs Former Hobs, us 
b.cime the Seandal of ours ; Eitber the Old Satyr 6 
to let us Hnderfland what be bas known Danmns © 
and decryes all Poetry, but the old ;\ or elſe the 
young affetted Fool that is impudent beyond Cor-. 
rection, and ignorant above inſtrution, will be 
Cenſuring the preſent ; tho he misplace his wit as 
be generally does his Courage, and ever makes uſe 
of it on the wrong occaf#on. 

How great a Haz5ard then does your Lord- 
ſip run in ſo ſtedfaitly protecting a poor Exild 
thing that has ſo many Enemies! Bnt that your 
Wit is more Eminent than all their Folly or Ig- 
norance, and your: Goodneſs greater than any Ma- 
lice or If}. Nature can be. 1 amſure (and I muſt 
own it with gratitude) I have tafted of it much 
above my Merit , or. what even V anity might 
prompt me to expect; T bough in doing this, I ſhall 
at beſt but appear an humble debtor, who acknow- 
ledges honesily what be owes, though to keep up 
bis Credit he muſt be forcd to borrow more ; For 
ty Genius alwayes led me to ſeek an intereſt in 
your Lordſhip ; and I never ſee you, but I. am. 
fird with an. Ambition of being in your Favour : 

for 


The Epiftk'Dedicatory. 

for all'T have rece#vd, the higheſt return" T an 
able to make, is my acknowledgment, "in which 
T can hardly diſtinguiſh whether my 'T hank ful. 
neſs or my Pride be the greater, when I ſubſcribe 
my ſelf 


Your Lordſhips 


Moſt Obliged and moſt 
Devoted Servant, 


Tro. Orwar. 


© 3D a. IE an LEI. EE 


Allants our Author met me here to day, © 


And beg d that 7'd ſay ſomething for his 


15 
SS 


Play. 


Taking your meaſures from ſome Neighbour fool, 


Zou Waggs that Fudge by Roat, and damn by Rule, C 


Who has Impudence a Coxcombs wſefal Toa; ':. .., 


That always are ſevere you know not why, wt 
And would be thought great Criticks by the By : 
With very mach ill Nature, and no Hit, 

Juſt as you are, we humbly beg you'd Sit, 6 
And with your Silly ſelves divert the Pitt. 

Tou Men of Sence, who heretofore allow'd, 


Our Author's Follies ; make him once more proud 
But for the Touths, that newP are come from France, 
Who's Heads want Sence, though heels abound with dance : 


Our Authour to their Fudgment won't ſubmit, _ 
Bit fwears that they who ſo infeſt the Pit, 

With their own Follies, ne re 6an Fudge of Hit. 
Tis thence he Chiefly favour would Tmplore, 
And Fair Ones pray oblige him on my Score. 
Confine his Foes, the Fops within their Rules, 
For Zadies you know how to manage Fools. 


6 | 


' {tothe Bo 


ELEEEELTELEEEY 
PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. Underbill. 


Ty 


ps A349 
S, 


\"?® 


( 


Perſons 


Tagus AA. ne. 7 7 lb —— Mr. Betterton, 
Antiochus, King of Comagene —— ——>—— —— Mr. Smith. 
Paulinus, The re 5 conge ——— Mr. Medbourn, 
Arſaces, -efnt ——— Mp: Croſby. 
Rutilins;- A Fvſhe 4 2 —5Mr, Gillow. 


Berenice, Queen of Palibine-- - — Mrs. Zee. 
Phenice, Her Conkdent-- ————Mrs. parry. 


The SCENE ROME. 
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Perſons Repreſented in the Farce. By 


Thrifty Mr. Sandford, 
Twoold Merchants,— 3 if 

Gripe. | QMr. Noakes, 

Off avian, cM | | | Mr. Morris, 

C Their Sons Rn 

Leander, | Mr. Perctvall, 

Scapin, A Cheat— mn —— Mr, nth. Leigh, 

I --5-V AT. CMr: Richards, 

"oO Scapins lnftruments- — | 

S ly 2 | e Mr s we 

Lucia, Thrifty's Daughter,-. —— ——— Mrs; Barry. 

Clara, Gripe's Daughter, —————— ---Mrs, Gibbs, 


The SCENE DOVER, 


RW 


"=. ts Fes TN 


TITUS 
 BERENICE. 


nd 
ACT. I SCENE I. 
A Palace. 


Enter Artiochus and Arlaces. 
Amtiochus.. 


Hou my Arſaces art a _—_ here, 
This is th' Apartment of the Charming Fair, 
Thar Beren:ce, whom Titus fo adores, 

The Univerſe is his, and he is hers : 
Here from the Court himſelf he of't conceals. 
And'in her Ears his' charming ſtory tells, 

Whilſt 1 a Vaſſal for admittance weir, 
And am ar beſt but thought importunarte. 

Arſac. You want admittance ! who with generous care 
Have follow'd all her Fortunes every-where, 
Whoſe Fame thro rt the Worldo loudly rings, 
One of the of our Eaſtern-Kings. 

As once you feem'd the Monarch gf her Breaſt, 


Nor can ide ſhe doth in Titus take, 
Already ſo ſevere a diſtance make. | 
Antio. Yes ! ſtill that wretch Aptiochus I a 
But Love ! oh how I tremble at - the name; 
And my diſtrated Soul at that doth ſtarr, 
Which once was all ow 4s of my heart, 


Since Berenice has all my kopes deſtroid, 
And an Eternal filence on me laid. | | 

Arſac. That you xeſent her-pride, I ſee with Joy, 

'Tis that which does her gratitude defftroy 5 
But Friendſhip wrorlg'd ſhould into hatred turn, 
And you methinks might learn her Art to ſcorn. 

Anti. Arſaces, how falſe Meaſures doſt thou take, 

Remove the Poles, and bid the Sx go back: 
Invert all Natures-Orders, Fates Decreeg, 
Then bid me hate the Charming Berenice. | 

Arſac. Well, love her (till, but let her know your pain, 
Reſolve it you ſhall ſee, and ſpeak again; 

Urge to her face your» rightful Claim afbud; 
And court her haughtfly,” as ſhe is proud. 
Antio. Arſaces, No, ſhe's gentle as a Dove, 
Her Eyes are Tyrants; bat her Sonl's all Love, 
And owes ſo little for the Vowes ['ve-made, 
That if ſhe pity me, F'm more than paid. [ Emer Rutilus 
But ſee the man T- ſent, cat laft returns 5 
Oh how my heart with ExpeGation burns. 
Rutilins, have yau Berenice (cen? 

Rut. | have. | . 

Antio. Oh (peak? what fays the Charming Queen * 

Ant. | preſt with difficulty, through the Croud, | 
A throng of Courts Attendahts round her ſtood. 

The time now paſt*of his fervere retreat, 

Titzs laments no more his Fathers fate: 

Love takes up all his thoughts, and all his cares, 
Whilſt he to meet theſe mighty-Joys prepares: 
Which may 1n Beremices arms be Fond, py | 
For ſhe this day will be lumer Empreſs crown'd. 

Anti. What do f hear? Confuſion on thy tongue Þ 
To tell me this, why 'was thy ſpeech {o long ? | 
Why didſt not Ruine with Nekby d.affond? > 
Thou mightſt have ſpoke and kill'd me ww a word. | 
But may I not one Moment with her. ſpeak, _. 

And my poor heart diſcloſe before it break ? | 

Rut. You ſhall 3 for when'T told, her what you __ 


She ſweetly ſmil'd, and her Fair hea! inclig'd ; 
Tit#s ne'r from her had a Took.,m Fe Find. _ Ei! 
hon 1, | [Enter 


f 


TITUS aid BERENTCE: 
[Enter Berenice' and Phnicia, 
She's here. +5 


Berenice, At laſt from the rude Joy I'm freed, 
Of thoſe new Friends whom my new fortunes breed. 
The tedious form of” their refpe& 1 fhans 
To find out him whoſe words and ' heart aft 'one. 
Antiochus, for T'll no flattery uſe 
Since your neglect I juſtly may accuſe, 
How great your Cares for Bererice have been, 
Ev'n all the Eaſt, and Rome it ſelf have feen, 
In my worſt fate I did 'your friendſhip find, 
But now I grow more Great, you grow leſs kind. 
Antio. Now durſt I hope, I would forget my ſmart, 
So well ſhe underſtands to ſooth my heart. Ss 
But, Madam, its a truth by Rumour ſpread, 
That Titxs ſhall this night poſſeſs your bed. , 
Ber. Sir, All my Conflits 11 to You'reveal, 
Though half the. Fears T've had, T- cannot tell 3 
$o much did Tits for his Father mourn, | 
I almoſt doubted Love would ner return; 
He had not for me that Afﬀiduous heat 
As when whole days fixt on my Eyes, he fate. 
Grief in his Eyes, Cares on his Brows did dwell; 
Oſt came and lookt, ſaid nothing but farewell. 
Ant. But now his Kindneſs he. renews again, 
Ber. Oh! he will doubly . recompence his pain 
For that, if any Faith may be allow'd; - © 
Two thouſand Oaths, two thouſand times renew'd; - 
Or any Juſtice-in the Powers Divine, 
dntiochns, He'll be for ever mine, 
Antio. How ſhe inſults and triumphs in my iltl, 
Sh'as with long praftice learnt” to ſmilſei atid kill. 
Oh Berenice, Eternafty Fatewel. pop Gees 


Ber. Farewel | good Heay'n! whe Talnge do' [ hears; f 1 
ear. Mo : 


Stay ! I conjure you Sir--- by all's that 

Antiochns, What is it I havedone? _ 

Why don't you, ſpeak? OGG 
Antio. Madamn.I tuft be gotit: ** eras 
Ber. How Crudlly-you uſe me T 1” ithplore 

Ant, I muſt never ſee you more. B 2 


— 


TITUS-and' BERENICE:: 
Bey. For Heav'ns ſake tell, you wound me with delay. 
Ant. At leaſt remember 1 your Laws obey. 

Why ſhould I bere wretched and hopeleſs ſtay > 

If the remembrance be'nt” Extinguiſhe quite, | 

Of that bleſt place where firſt, you ſaw the light 3 

'T was there, ob. there began my .Endleſs ſmart, 

When thoſe dear Eyes prevail'd upon my heart, 

Then Berenice too, my Vowes approv'd, 

Till happy Titzs. came and was belov'd. 

He did with Triumph and with Terror come, 

And in his hands bore the Revenge of Rome. 

Jndea trembled, but 'twas I alone 

Firſt felt his weight, and found' my ſelf undone. 

Ber. Hah! - | | 
. Atio; You too, then t'encreaſe the pains. I bore, 

Commandet me to ſpeak; of Love no more. 

So on your hand I ſwore at laſt: t'obey 3 

And. for that taſte of Bliſs gave all away. | 

| Ber. Why do you ſtudy ways Yafflict my mind, 

Yeu believe Sir, I am not unkind. 

Alas I'my fenfible how well y have” ferv'd, 

And have been kinder much . than I deſerv'd. 

Antio. Why inthis Empire ſhould 1 longer ſtay,. 

My Pafliva and its weakneſs..to betray. 

Others, though T retire, will bring their Joys, 

To Crown that. Happineſs which mine deltroys. 

. Ber: You triumph thus, becauſe your pow's you know, 

Or if you did not,. you'd, not uſe me (o. 

Though Crown'd Rowes Empreſs, I the Throne aſcend; : 


What pleaſure in my Greatneſs can T find, 
When Þ ſhall want my beſt and trueſt Friend. 

Ant. | reach your purpoſe, you. would have me there, 
That you might ſee the worſt of my deſpair.. . _— 
I know.1t;: the Ambition ef your Soul 3 py 
Tis true, I've been a fond obedient Fcol, 

Yer came this time but to new freight my heart, 
And with more Love poſleſt than ever part. | 
Ber: Though it could never enter in-my mind, 


Since Ceſar's Fortuges: muſt- with mine. be join'd.. 


/ 


A 
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That any Mortal durſt: ſo hardy prove,  _ 

T'invade his. Right, and ta!k to me of Love. 

] bear th' uvopl Narrative of yuurs, 

And Friendſhip, what my Honour ſhuns, enduxes.. 

Nay morez Your parting, F wittr troubte hear, 

For you next him are to my Soul moſt dear. 
Antio. In Juſtice to my Memory and-Fame,. 

I fly form Titzz, that unlucky Name. 

A name which ev'ry Moment you repeat, 

Whilſt my poor heart lies bleeding. at your- feet. 

Farewel: Oh be not at my Raving; griev'd, 


When of my death the news. ſhail be receiy'd; 
Remember why TI did, and what | liv'd-—------ 
[ Ex. Aatioch-- 
Phen. I grieve for him, a Love fo true as this, 
Deſerv'd , methinks, more fortunate ſucceſs. 
Are you not troubled. Madam---- 
Bey. Yes, I feel 
S2mething within me difficult to-quet.. 
Phen, You ſhould Have ſtaid him. 
Ber. Who, I ſtay him? no, 
From my Remembrance rather let him go,- 
His: Fancy does with wild Diftra&ion rove,- 
Which thy raw ignorance, interprets Love.- 
Phen. Titns his thoughts, yet to unfold, denies.- 
And Rome beholds you but with jealous eyes-. 
Its rigorous Laws, create my fears for you 3 
Romans -no Forrain Marriages allow 
To Kingly Power (till enemies th*ave been,- 
Nor will, I fear, admit of you a Queen. 
Ber. Phenicia, no, my time of fear is paſt, 
Me Titzs lovegs and: that includes the. reſt. 
The ſplendor of this,night thou haſt-beheld., . 
Are not thy Eyes-with. his bright Grandeur falld > . 
Theſe Eagles faſces, marching all in' ſtate.:. 
And crowds of Kings that with their Tributes wait» 
Triumphs below, and Bleſſings from-Aboye 
Seem all at ſtrife to grace this Man.of Love. 
Away Phenicia, ſer's go meet hint ſtrait,, 
E can no longer for his coming wait. 


' My. Eager wilhes driveane wildly on 3 
Nor will be temper'd till my Joy's begun. 
| [Exennt. 


SCENE IL 


Enter Titus Paulinus, Attendants. 


TilWls. Oth* Syrian King, did you my Meſlage bear? 
And does he know that T expe him here ? 
Panl. Sir, in the Queens appartment, He alone 
Was ſcen, but &r I there arriv*d, was gone. 
Tit. 'Tis well Pailinus for theſe ten days paft. 
I have to Berenice a (tranger been: 
But you can tell me all---- what does the Queen? 

Paul. She does, what ſpeaks, how much ſhe values you 3 
When you mourr'd for your Father, ſhe mourn'd too. 

So Juſt a Sorrow in her face was ſhown , 
It ſeem'd as if thee Loſs had been her pwn. 

Tit: Oh lovely fair one, little doſt thou know | aſide. 
How hard a Trial thou muſt undergo. | 
Heav'n! oh my heart ! 

Paul. What is't: your Grief ſhonld raiſe 
For her whom almoſt all the Faſt obeys. 

Tit. Command Paxlinus that theſe retreat, © Pau). moves bis 
Rome. of my purpoſes uncertain yet , ord and all the 
Expects to know the fortune of the Queen "ef exts. 
Their Murmurings I have heard, and Troubles ſeen. 

The bulineſs of our Love, is the Diſcourſe, 
And expectation of the Univerſe. * 

And by the face of my affairs, I find, 

"Tis time that I refolve/and fix my mind. . - 
Tell me Paulinus, juſtly, and be free, * © 
What ſays the World of Berenjice and me? * 

Paul. In every heart you Admirarion raiſe: 

All, Your high Vertues, and her Beauty praiſe. 

Tit. Alas! Thou anſive wide of thy difire, 
Paulinus, be my Friend, 'and come*yet' mgher 
How do they of my fighs and vows approve ? 
Or what expect they from ſo true a love? 
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Pawl. Love or not love, Sir, all is i» your power, | 

The Court will ſecond ſtill the Emperour. , 

Tit. Couurtiers Pe#lings (eldom are flncere * pol 

To pleaſe their Maſter. they have too much care. 

The Court did Nero's horrid Atts applaud, 

To all his luſts ſub{crib'd, and call'd him God. 

Th' Idolatrous Court ſhall never jugg for me, 

No, my Paxlinge, | rely on thee : ſ 
What then muſt Bererice expett ? declare, 

Will Rozze be gentle to her, or ſevere? 

My happineſs is plac'd in her alone. 

Now they have raiz'd me to the Tmperial Throne; 

Where on my-head continual cares muſt fall, 

Will they deny me' what oy [weeten all ? 

Paul. Her vertues they acknowledg and deſert 

Proclaim indeed ſhe has a Roman heart : 

But ſhe's a Queen, and that alone« withſtarſds 
All which her beauty and'her worth demands. . 

In Rome the Law has long unalter'd ſtood; * ; 
Never to mix it's race with ſtrangers blood. 
Tit. It 1s a ſign they are capricious grown, 
When they defpiſe all vertyes but their own. 
Paul. Julizs, who firſt ſubdued her to his Arms,. 
And quite had filenc'd Eaws with Wars alarms, 
Burning for Cleopatra's loves to Fame :- 
More juſt fled from her eyes, and hid his flame. | n 
Tit. But which way from my heart ſhall I remove, 
So long eſtablifht and deep rooted love ? 
Paul. The Conflit will be difficult T gueſt, 
But you your riling ſorrows muſt ſuppreſs; 

Tit. Who c:n a heart that's not his own controul? 
Her preſenee was the comfort of my Soul. | 
After a thouſand Oaths confirm'd'in tearsy 
By which I vow'd my ſelf for ever hers, ' _ 

I hop'd with all my Love and all her charms, 

Atlaſt to have her 1n my longing Arms.” 

But now can fuch rare perfe&ionscrown, 

And that my love's more great than overgrown, 
When in one hour a happy tgemay | 
Of all my five years vows the tribit&pay- 
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1 go Panlinws------ how my heart does riſe. 
Paul. Whether? | : 
Tit. To part for ever from her eyes, 

Thol requir'd th'aſfiſtance of thy zeal, 

To cruſh a paſſion that's ſo hard' to quell. - 

My heart had of it's doom reſolv'd before, 

Yer Berenice does (till diſpute the war. 

The conqueſt of ſo great a.flame muſt coſt 

'Conflifts, in which my ſoul-will oftibetoſt. 

Pawl. Y ou in your birth for Empire were defign'd, 

- And to that purpoſe Heav'n did-frame your mind3 

Fate in that day wifeprovidence did fhew, 

Fixing the deſtiny of Roxe in you. 

Tit. My youth rejoyc'd in love and glorious wars 

But my Remains of life muſt waſte in cares. 

MKome, my new ConduCt, now obſerves 'twould be 

Both ominous to her,mmd mean in me, 

If inmy Dawn of power te clear my. way 

To happineſs, I ſhould her Laws deſtroy : 

.No, I've refolv'd on't, Love and all ſhall goz 

Alas! it muſt, fince Rome will have it ſo. 

But howfhall I poor Berewice prepare? 

Paul. You muſt reſolve to go and viſit her, 

Sooth her ſad heart, and on h patience win, 

Then by degrees----- 

. ©" But how ſhall I begin? 

Oh my Pauline, I have oft defign'd A 

To'lpeak my thoughts, but ſtill they ſtay'd behind. 

IT hop'd as ſhe diſcern'd my troubl'd Breſt, 

She might a litile at the cauſe have gueſt; 

But nought ſuſpefting, as weeping lay, 

With her fairhand ſhe'd wipe the tears away; 

And in that mift never the loſs perceiv'd 

Of the ſad Heart ſhe had too much believ'd ; 

But now a firmer conſtancy I take, 

Either my heart ſhall vent its grief, or break. | l 

I thought to baye met Antiochas, and here . 

All I e're lov'd ſurrender's to his care. p 

To morrow he conduRts her to the Eaſt, p 

And now I goto figh, and look my laſt. | 


_ 


_ 


_ TITUS awd! BERENICE. 
Paxl. I ne're ——_ le(s from that Renown; 

Which all your Actions maſt with glory crown.' - 
Tit. How lovely s glory, :yet;bow:cruel too! 

How much more fair and charming were ſhe now... 

Ifthrougheternal dangers to be won | 

Sol mig t ſtill call Ferewicemy/Own, .- 

In Nero's Court where I was bred, my nice. a 

By that example to altillsinclind,; -;, +, i -/ 

The looſe wild | pram of pleaſures I gurly d, 

Till Berenice fir t meto be 

She taughtgme _ but, oh. curſed Rome / 

The good 1 oweher, muſt. her wrong become. . 

For ſo te Hor ertue,and Keopwaſe greats 


For all the Honourl did everj 4 
Her for whoſe ſake alone, I fame pſu d, 
I muſt og to pleaſe hae Maltirudey | 
_ tide be charg 1 
You Ro wes - ine.ehlarg'd. 1 : 
Even t' agrees her wide power. extends 3 | 
90 ma - ingdomes Beyrenite 
Tit. Weak Comforts, for-the Grjglomaſt © on oy dwell!,., 
_ fair Berenice, and. know too well 3 - —— 
0 gre eatneſs ſhe/ ſo little did. incline, 
Ho eart ask'd never any thing but. mine. 
Let's talk no more of her , Paxlings..- - 1; 
Paxl. Why ! 
Tit. The th of -her, but ſhakes my conſtangys "TT 
Yet in my heart i doubts atready.tiſes 4 vit bib 2 x08 
What will it do when Tbehold her e702 | Dior vane well 
Enter Agtilive- cy; N: 
Rutil. Sir, Berenice defires < xtearatigh 7%; . 41 + uY 
Tit. Palints Ob F uo bog rank 07 tn #91.) 
Paul. Can you already fear? : Som; { po! \ 
So ſoon are all your lures took FY | 
NowsSir,'s thetime---- , / ag X- A 
Enter Bexenice,. Phenicia Ly attendants. | 
Tit. I havenopower to lagk, 1 *e 
Ber. Sir, bent diſplealeds thay | rhas for. ereſume, me 
It isto pay my gratitude Lgame- 9bu1hRTgal yr as, 1J; 
Whilſt all.the Court. aſſembled,in.my VIEW, Ed 
Admire the Favour you on me beſtow 3 'Cc It 
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It were unjuſt, ſhould I remain alone, 

Silent, as though-T had a ſenſe of none. 

Your mourning 's done, and yolt from griefs ate free. 
Are now your own, and yet noe viſie me? 

Your preſent of new Diadems I wait. 

Oh! give me more content. , 'and” tefs-of fate. 

Give me a word, a figh, a look at leaſt, - 

In thoſe th' Ambition of my Sout is phae't. 

Was your diſcourſe of me when I arrty'd> 

Was I ſo happy may it- be believd?. 

Speak, tell me quicky'ts Berevice fo bleſty 

Or was I preſent to your thoughts ax leaſt? 

Tit. Doubt it not, Madam, by the Gods I frear't; 
T hat Berenice is always in my heare. 

Nor time, nor abſence, can you thence remove. 
My heart's all _yours, ans you alone I love. 

Ber. You vow your Love perpetual and fincere, 
But 'tis with a frengh coldnefs' that 'you ſwear. 
Why the juſt Gods to witneſs did you call ? 

I don't pretend to doubt your faith at all. 
In you I truſt, would only fromyou lives 
And what you fay I ever muſt beheve 

Tit. Madam ! 122 

Ber. Proceed : Alas, whence this 'ſurprize ! 
You ſeem confus'd to turn away your eyes. 
Nothing but trouble in your face I find 
Does ſtill a Fathers death afflict your mind ? 

Tit. Oh, did my Father good Yeſpaſen live ! 
How happy ſheuld I be? 

Ber. Ab, ceaſe to grieve! 

Yeur tears, have reverenc't his mem'ry now. 
Cares are to Roxee, and your own glory due: 
A-Father you lament, a feeble grief, | 
Whilſt for your abſence T1 find no relief. 
But in your preſence only take delight, 

I, who ſhall dye, if but 'debarr'd your __ 

Tit. Madam, what is it that your griefs declare? 
What time d' you chooſe ? For pitty's fake forbear. 
Your Bounties my Ingratitude prochim. | 
Ber. You can do nothing that deſerves that name 5 


No, 


May be Pm 


But----- 
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No Sir, you never can ungrateful prove. 
0 bet ; endo alh-ap Love. 

Tit. No Madam ! No, my heart (fince I muſt ſpeak) 
Was ne're more full of Love or half ſo'like to break. 


Ber, What? 


Tit. Alas! 


Ber. Proceed. 
Tit. The Empire Rome----- 


Ber, Well. 
Tit. Oh, the diſmal ſecret will not come---- 


Away Paxulinws, e're i'm quite. undone. 


My Speech forſakes me and my heart's all ſtone. 


| Ex. Tit. Paul. - 
Ber. So ſoon to leave me, and in trouble too? 


Titzs how have I this deſerv'd froni you? . 
What have I done, Phericia? tell me,'ſpeak. 
ing to, Jour memory. appears 


Phen. Does 
prota; 


That might 
tha'ts to me dear, 


Ber. By al 


Since the firſt hour I ſaw his face, till now, 


Too much of Love, is all the. guilt I know. 
Thus filence is too rude, and racks my breaſt, 


In the uncertainty I cannot reſt, 
He knows, Phenicia, all my moments paſt. 
Perhaps he 's jealous of the Syrian King 3 


Titzs, this Viſtory 1 ſhall not boaſt.. 
I wiſh the Gods wouldatry me to the moſt. 
With a more potent Rival ,- tempt my heart, 


One that would make me 
Then my dear Tits, I 
How much for thee I all mankind would ſcorn. 


Lers go, Phenicia, with one gentle. word 
He will be ſatisfied, and I reſtor'd : 


« My Injur'd truth by my-complyance find, 


« And if he has a heart he, muſt*be kind. 


Ends the firſt AB. 


eater than thou art. 
dſt thou ſoon diſcern, 


2 


Exeunt Omnes. 


Tis that*s the root whence all this change mult ſpring. 


SL. 
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ACT IE SCENE IL 


A—_— me 


Enter Titus, Antiochus and Arſaces. 


Tit. & Ntiochus | y'have-done your Friendſhip- wrong; 
Ar that y'have kept this Secret hid ſo long. 
What is't that your departure does incite, 
Which not unjuſtly, F may call a Fright? 
Tho or: the Imperial Throne I'm plac'd, 
So highly. ſeem with Fortunes favour grac'd 3 
As if ſhe nothing further-had to-grant :: | 
I more than ever, do your friendſhip- want. | 
Ant. Sir, your great kindneſs I fo well did know:;. 
I durſt-not-ſtay where I ſo much did owe. 
When firſt Judea heard your loud alarms, 
You made me your Companion in your arms: 
Nay, nearer. to- you did ' with friendſhip: joyns-- 
And lodg'd the ſecrets of your-Breſt'in mine. 
Yet all this ggodneſs but augments my fins. 
For I have falſe and moſt ungrateful- been. 
Tit. I can't forget that to your arms alone, 
I'owe the half of all I ever won: 
Witneſs thoſe precious Spoils you hither brought, | 
Won frum the Jews when on my fide-you-fought.. 
To- all thoſe Purchaſes T 'lay no claims: 
Your heart and friendſhip are my only aim: 
Ant. My Heart ! my Friendſhip !'Heav'n, how you miſtake ! 
On my deceipt how weak a gloſs you make! * 
When firſt -yoti thought-your- ſelf of me polleſt,; - 
You took a very” Serpent-to - your -breſt, 
Tit. 4ntiochns, 1 find where thou art ſtung, - 
Tell me th? officious Slave that-does me wrong; . 
Some bafe Detrator has my Honour . ſtain'd, 
And in. your eafie heart a Credit gain'd. 
Abug'd and. told yoy" Tings 15 unjuſt's; - -- 
But I. will kay the treacherous Fiend, I muſt. 


TTY Sand BERKEN | 

Tho-you unkindly from your fribnd would run, 

And own th* unjuſtice which you think I've done. . 
Ant. Oh Titzs, if I durſt but ſpeak my heart 3. 

But *tis a Secret hard from thence to part. 

Tis not from you, it is from Rome I fly; 

There's a Diſeaſe in't, .F muſt ſhun or- dye. 

Seek then no miore what's dangerous to know, 

When moſt your friend, I ſhall appear your foe. . 
Tit. I either to your heart a ftranger am, 

Or ſure Antiochus 1s. not the-fame : - 

What elſe ſhould make you not your mind declare. 

What is't that you dare ſay, I dare not hear? 

Ant. If then, . what e'r I utter, you dare hear, 

Receive the fatal Secret in your Ear. 

But arm your heart with Temper; well 'cis this : - 
Tit. Go on,, 5 
Anti. I love the charming Bererice:-- 

Tit. Hah! 
Ant. Yes, nor was I hateful to her Eyes, . 

Till you came on and' robb'd me of the prize. - 

When at your Armies head you did appear, 

You ſackt Jerſalem and conquer'd her. * 

Tit. A braver Rival I'd-not wiſh to find, 

Than him that dares be juſt and tell his mind. - 

So far's Reſentment from my heart remov'd 3 

That Beremnice is by my friend belov'd. 

That I, Antiochws, the thing exto), 

For ſhe was made to be aJor'd by all : : 

And happy he that ſhall poſſeſs” her 
Ant. True, . | 

But *tis fit none ſhould beſo bleſt bnt yous-- 

And Berenice for none could be deſign'd, 

But him that's the Delight of all Mankimd. 

'Tis for this cauſe to Syria I repair, 

For when you *re blett no envy ſhould be-near.-- 
Tit. O my Antiochns, when thon-ſhalt ſee, 

How ſmall's the happineſs in ſtore for me: 

Thou need(t not. fear thy Envy, let-me have' 

Thy pitty and thy aid, tis that I. crave 


- Wei 
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My. beſt arid. trueſt friend, You muſt be ſo, 
For theres-none fit for't in the World but you. 
Nane but a King, my Rival and my friend, 
Is fit to- ſpeak the torments of my mind. 
In my behalf you Berexice mult ſee. 
Antio. Is that an office, Tits, fit for me ? 
Isr not —_— her Cruelties I bear, 
But you mult too ſolicite my deſpair? 
'T ſwore for ever from her to depart 3 
Alas ! and dare not truſt again my heart. 
Your paſſion by another may .be ſhown, 
I have enough to do to rule my- own. 
Tit. He that ſo well his own misfortunes bears, 
Can beſt inſtru her -how to temper hers. 
Nay, my Antiochns, you muſt not ſtart. 
1know by mine, your news will ſhake her heart, C 
.Fax I muſt too, for ever from her part. 
Antio. You part? 
Tit. Yes! curſt neceſſity ! 'tis true, 
'She that both conquer*d me -and fetter'd you 
In whom alone I ſum'd up all Delight, 
Muſt be for ever baniſh'd from my fight. 
Antio. It cannot be. No-Slave that wears her Chains, 
Upon fo eafte terms his Freedom gains. 
Tit. Lord of the World my Empire wide does flow, 
I can make Kings, and. can depoſe *em too. 
The ſtubborwſt hearts muſt to my power bow down, 
And yet I am not "Maſter of my own. 
Rome that to Kings {o long a foe has been, - 
Will not admit my marriage. with the Queen. 
If Berenice to morrow be not gone, 
The Multitude will to her Palace run; 
And from their rude .outragious tougues, ſhe'll hear 
The news I dread to tell, and you to hear. | 
Antio. Now if my heart was to Revenge allid, --. 
How might I triumph--in her. falling Pride! 
To ſee her Cruelties to me repaid, _ 
And with 'em all - her 'zortur'd ſoul upbraid. 
But, Tits, 'm more Juſt, and rather -mov'd, '-' 
That ey'n, Sir, you dare wrong the thing I've loy'd. 
Tif+ 
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Tit: When I the wry gory" 27 did firſt aſſume, 
I firmly ſwore Cuphold the Rights of Romez 
Should I to follow Love, from Glory fly- 
Forſake my Throne, in every VaſlaPs eye, 
How mean and deſpicable muſt 'I prove ! 
An Emperor led: about the World by love !' 
No, Prince, the fatal *ſtory you muſt tell, * ' 
And bid from me, poor Berenice farewel.. 
But if the hopes of reigning in my heart 
May any eaſe to her ſad mind impart 3 . 
Swear, friend, by all that to my Soul is dear, 
Entire I will preſerve her ever there. 
Mourning at Court, and more exi'd than ſhe, 
My —_ but a long Baniſhment ſhall be, 
From all thoſe, Joys that watt on, Pomp and Power:-. 
To morrow ſhe her journey hence mult take, 
And ſo I all that &r I lov'd, forſake. 
Her to. your Care and Condudt I commend, 
For tho my Rival.' as-a King and Friend, 
The deareſt: Treaſure I dare with you traſt; - 
Antio.. Sit, do not tempt me, leſt I prove unjuſt : : 
Her charms that 'made me my own Fame forgo, 
Will be too apt to make me falſe to you. - 
Tit.. No more; I know thee, have thy Honour try*d, - 
Firm ſtill in Dangers found thee by my fide. . 
Thou knew'lt my Love, whilft thine was yet eonceal'd, . 
When all thy hopes by my ſucceſs were quell'd : 
Even at that time thou didft no Fallhood fhow, [ Exit, Titus. 
And wilt not wrong me on advantage-now... 
Antio. Noz Fle not ſee her, neither dare I go: 
 Toofoon from others her hard lot ſhe know. 
Doſt thou not think her Fate*s*enough ſevere, 
Unleſs that T th' unwelcome Meſſage bear ?-- 
I who'm her hate, enough have felt before, 
And need not ſeek new ways to purchaſe more. 
Arſa, See, ſhe approaches; now the Coward play, - 
And when you might have Conquer'd ran away. - 
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"244 TITUS and BERENTCE. 
| Enter Berenice and Phenicia. 


Antio. Oh Heaven! 
Ber. My Lord, 1 {ee you arc not gone, 
'Perhaps 'ris me alone that you would ſhun. 
Antio: You came not here Antiochas to find, 
"The vilit to another was deſign'd. 
Ceſar » and 'tis on him the blame mult light, 
Ifnow my preſence here offend your ſight. 
Th' are his Commands, are guilty of the fin: 
I: may be elſe 1 had at 0/tia been. 
Ber. His friends are always with his preſence Grac'd, 
'Tis I alone that cannot be fo bleſt. 
Antio. Too much his prejudice upon you gain'd: 
Twas for your ſake alone I was detain'd. 
Ber. For mine ? away, 
Antio. Tyrannick fair , 'tis true 
He kept me here only to talk of you. 
Ber, Of me, my Lord! forbear this courtly art, 
Y* are brave and ſhould. not mock an eaſie heart. 
Tn my diſtreſs, what pleaſure could you ſee? 
Alas ! or what could Tits ſay of me? 
Antio. Better a thouſand times than I can tell, 
'Sofirm a paſſion in his heart does dwell. 
"When you are nam'd, he's from himſelf transform'd, 
And every way betrays how much he's charm'd. 
Love in his face does like a Tyrant riſe, 
And Majelty *s no longer in his eyes. 
But there are things behind I dare not ſpeak - 
For at the news your tender heart would break. 
Bcr. How Sir ? ' 
Antio. Ere night the truth of what I've ſaid you'l know, 
And then,I doubt not, Juſtifie me. too. 
Farewell. | R 0 : 
Ber. Oh, Heaven what can this Language mean! 
You ſee before your eyes a wretched Queen. 
Sir, of my quiet, if you have ſuch care, 
Or if my ſelf your eyes held ever dear, 
Diſpel this miſt of trouble from my Soul. 
 Anutio. Madam, your ſelf exouſe, « 
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For your own fake it is that I refuſe. 

'Twill not -be long before the donbt's removy'd:; 

Ber. You toldme once Antioch, you lov'd 5 
But ſure'twas only that you might betray; 

Or elſe you more would fear to diſobey. 

Antio. 1 diſobey you, ask my life and try, 
How gloriouſly I for 'your ſake can dye. 

It would by 'far, be the more welcome fate. 
Then now to ſpeak, and ever -gain your hate. 

Ber. No Sir, you never ſhall my hatred*find, 
Tis my deſire, and you muſt be (o kind. 

Will you? -»- 

Antio. Heaven this conſtraint is worſe than death, 
You drive, and will not give 'me time to breath. 
Oh, Madam ! put me too no further pain. 

Ber. Muſt I then ever beg, and beg in vain? 
Hence forward Prince, either 'the truth relate, 
Forbear or be aſlur'd for ever of my hate. 

Antio. My heart was always yours, and is ſo ſtill: 
For ever muſt depend upon your Will. 

I wiſh another way, your power you'd try'd: 
But you 're refolv'd, and muſt be fatisfr'd 3 

Yet flatter not your ſelf, I ſhall declare, 

Thoſe horrors which perhaps you dare- not hear. 
You cannot but believe I know, your heart, 

Look then to feel me ſtrike its tender'lt part. 
Titus has told me. | 

Ber. What? fear no Surprize. | 

Antio. That he muſt part for ever from your eyes. 

Ber, We part |can things another nature take? 

Or Tit#s ever Berenice forlake? 

Antio. Perhaps 'tis ftrange that I ſhou'd tell youſo, 

But you ſhall find I'll do him Juftice too, 

What ever in a heart both kind and great 

Love with deſpair moſt dreadful could create. 

I ſaw in his he weep's,' laments, and more, 

Then ever dos fair Berenice adore. | 

But what avails it, that ſuch-love:he'ſhows 
A Queen ſuſpeted to Romes Empite grows. 
And Titws cannot with her Laws diſpence, 


For therfeore *tis you mult be NI 


« * 
- 
* 
« 
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Ber. 
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Ber. What do I hear, alas Phenicza! 
Antio. Nay, to-morroiy is your.laſt and utmoſt day, 

In bearing this the Courage well you'l prove 

Of that great haughty Soul which ſcorn'd my love. 
Ber. Will Titws leave his Bererice forlorn ? 

He who ſo many Oaths, ſo oft hath ſworn ? | 

I'le not believe't, his love and faith's more ſtrong; 

I'm ſure he's guiltleſs and you do him wrong. 

This 1s a ſnare to diſunite us laid, 

Tit#s, thou lov'it mey doſt not wiſh me dead. 

No, ſtrait I'le ſee him, and ſecure all- fear, 

Let's go. 
Antio. Too well you may behold him here ; 
Ber, Too well you wiſh it to perſwade it, No 
in this your baſe degenerate Suul you ſhow. 

When you no other ſtratagem could find, 

T' abuſe my heart you would betray your friend. 

How e're he-prove, Know I your fight abhor, 

And from this minute never {ee me more. 

Antio.. Oh Berenice | remorſeleſs cruel fair | 

Born only for my torment and deſpair, 

Was it for this ſo faithfully T ſerv'd ? 

Is this the- recompence I haye- deſerv'd > 

I who for you did all Ambition wave, 

And left a Kingdom to become your Slave. 

Curſe on my Fate! 

Ber. If *re my heart you priz'd, 

You never had this cruelty devis'd, 

Never to work my Torment, been thus belds | 

And ſo Triumphantly the ſtory told. 


Away Phenicia no more Ile hear him ſpeak. | 

Ex. Ber. Phe: | 
Antio. Now, my Arſaces, would my heatt but break 

But yetI hope in part I've freedom won. l 

And what love would not, by her hate ſas: done. 

The pain T lately endur'd 'thoy haſt beheld, 

Fleft her all Enamour'd, Jealous, Wild. 

But now performing his Jgnoble:'part, 


Perhaps, Tle ever bangh. her my heart: - Z 
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che left me cruelly, and let her go3 

My Honour and Repoſe command. it toay 

For ever to my eyes a ſtranger be, 

Till I have learn't to ſcorn as well as ſhe. 

[ Exennt. 


ACT IIL SCENE TI. 


Enter Berenice #n diſorder. 


Ber. Of my wrong too well am ſatisfied 
I To foe the perjur'd Tit#s, twiceltry'd. 
Twice for admittance to him begg'd in vain: 
Nor is Phenicia yet return'd again. 
Phenicia has no anſwer to bring back. 
Inrgateful Ti##s will not hear her ſpeak : 
But hides himſelf and from my fury flyes-: ALP 
Nor will have ſenſe, thongh ZBerenice dies. [Exter Phznice, '- 
Phenice, Well, my Titzs haſt thou ſeen ? ) 
What will he come and make me live a_ 
Phe. Madam, the Emperor I alone did find 5 
And ſaw in his the trouble' 'of your mind; 
I ſaw the tears he would have hid'run down. 3p 
Ber. But was he not aſham'd they ſhould be ſhown 8 
Look't he not as he thought his Love diſgrace? 
And was not all the Emperor im his face? © © 
Phe. Doubt it not, Madam, he” will ſoon be-here, 
But wherefore will you this diforder wear > ' | 
Your riffd dreſs let me in order place , | ji 90 
And theſe diſhevel'd locks-that hide your face. . 
Ber. Forbear, Phenice, let-it-all alone< 
No, he ſhall ſee the triumph he bas wong. : | 
How vain thoſe fooliſh —_  — provey * 35 2 
A 2 
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Tt neither faith nor tears nor means can move ft 


Enter Antiochus, Arſaces. 


Oh,. my unruly ſorrows !” Oh, my fears ! 
Who's here ? 
Antio. Arſaces, Berenice 1n tears 
Ber. Antiochws | Phenice, let's away, 
To let him ſee my torments I'le not ſtay. [ Ex: 
Antio. Now whither's ajl.my reſolutions gone 2. 
Arſaces, who could ſect and-be his own ?* 
I ſaid I'd never ſee her face again : 
But come and find my boaſtings all were vain 
Seeing her ſufferings, all her ſcorn forget, 
And loſe at once my vengeance and. my hate. 
VVretched Antiochws 1 with how much care 
And labours, my own miſchiefs I prepare ! 
How poorly all my injuries have bora ! 
Hopeleſs, undone and: to my ſelf a ſcorn, 
Leave me alone unhappy as I am: 
I would not have a witneſs of my ſhame. . 


Enter - Titus Attended.” 


Tit. *T was cruel not: to fee her., 'Oh my heart! 
And now. 1 ga-to. ſee. her , but to part. 
Rntilias, fly and. ſooth the Queens deſpair, 
And for our meeting Berevice prepare. 
Antio. What have you dcnezSir ? - Berenice will dye - 
I ſaw her hence with hair diſhevel'd fly. 
"Tis only you her fury can ſurceaſe. 
When e're you're nam'd ſhe's inſtantly at peace. 
. Her eyes ſtill bent to your apartment were, 
And every moment ſeem'd to wiſh-you near... 
Tit. Antiochys, a(bſt me. what to do. 
I'm not prepar'd, for the fad Interview. . 
I have not yet conſulted well my heart, 
And doubt it is not ſtrong -enough to part. . 
Since firſt T took poſſeſhon, of the. Throne; 
What is it for.my honour have done? - 
My love and folly -only I've diſclos'd, . 
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And nothing but my weakneſſes expos'd, 

The golden days where are they to be found, 

So much expeCted, when' this head was Crown'd ? 

Whoſe tears have 1 dry'd up > or in what face 

Can I the fruits of any good at trace? 

Know I what years Heaven has for me decreed ?' 

And of theſe few, how few are to ſucceed? - 

And yet how many have T (ſpent in waſt! 

But now to honor Fle make greater haſt; 

Alas! 'tis but one blow and 'all-is paſt:: 


Enter Berenice, preſſing from Rut, and Piiul.. 


Ber. Let me. alone; yourcounlelsall are weak. 
See him I muſt, he's here, and I will ſpeak: 
Has Titzs then foxglook- me? is 'it-true'? 

Muſt -we too patt, does he command it too? 


Tit. Oh! ſtop-the deluge, which'ſo fiercely flows; : 


This is no time t' allay each others woes. 
Enough I feel my own afflictions ſmart, 
And need not thoſe dear tears to damp my* heart. 
But if we neither- can our griefs conimand, 

Yet with ſuch'honour let 'em be ſuſtain'd. 

As the whole World to hear it told ſhall ſmart'; - 
For deareſt Berenice we muſt part. 

And now I would nota difpute maintain,” 
Whether I lov'd, but whether I myſt Reign. 

Ber. Reign (Cruel,) then'and fatisfie your ' pride, 
And for your Cruelties be deifi'd;” | 
Tlene'r Some it farther, I but 'ſtay'd 
Till Tit#s who ſo - many vows bad made, 
Of ſuch a Love as nothing could impair. 
Should come himfelfand tell how falſe they were, -. 
Now I believ't, enough T'veheard you tell, 

And I am gone—- eternally farewell, 

Eternally---- Ah, Sir; confider now, 

How harſh that word is and how dreadful too-- 
Conſider, Oh the Miſeries they” bear; | 

That are for ever rob'd of alf that's, dear. 

From this ſad Moment never'more to meet; 


- 
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TO v5 "S | 1G 'D EH NTCE: 
F it for day to dawn, and day to ſet, - | 
In which I muſt-not find my hopes ſtill young, 
Nor yet once ſee my Tits all day: long? 
Heay'ns how I wildly rave---- to loſe my pains 
On him ungrateful that my tears diſdains ! 
Of all thoſe days of abſence I ſhall count, 
- With him, the number will to- nothing mquat. 
Tit. Doubt it not, Madam, there will be no need 
To count the days that ſhall your loſs ſaceed. 
I hope e're long that you will hear from fame, 
How very wretched and how juſt I am. 
My heart bleeds now. feel the drops run down 3 ' 
Nor can it be long dying when you re gone. 
Ber. Ah why, Sir, muſt we part if this be true ? 
My claims to Marriage I'le no more renew. 
Will Rome accept Trothng but my death? 
Or why d' ye envy me the air you breath? 
Tit. Madam, 'you -are too '/powerful every way, 
Shall I withſtand it ? no, for ever ſtay, 
Then I from bliſs muſt always be debarr'd, 
And on my heart for ever keep a guard. 
'With fears through all my courſe of Glory move, 
Leſt e're aware I loſe my ſelf and Love. 
Ev'n now my heart is from my boſom ſtray'd, 
And all its — on a ſudden laid. 
Bent thus to you by all Loves ſofteſt pow'rs, 
And only this remembers that-/tis yours. 
Ber. O Titus, whilſt this charming tale you tell, 
D'ye ſee the Romans ready to' rebel ? 
Tit. How they will look onthe affront who knows, 
If once they murmur and then fall to-blows: 
Muſt I in Battel juſtifie cy Cauſe; | 
Or if they ſhould ſubanet and'ſet their 'Laws3 
How muſt I be exposd another days - 
And for their Patience too, how. largely pay ! 
With Grievances and wild Demands ſtill curſt, 
Shall I dare plead the Laws that break *em-firſt ? 
Ber. How much you are an Emperor aow'I find, / 
'Tis plain in your unſteady anxious mind. - 4 
You weigh your Peoples-Rights 40-your own fears, 


— 


TITUS and BERENITCE. 31 
But never value Berenices tears ? 
Tit. Not value*em ? Why are you fo unjuſt ? 
Now by the honour of my Father's duſt, 
By Heav'a and all rhe gods that govern there, 
If to me any thing be half ſo dear; 
May I be as a Slave, depogd and ſerve, * 
Or elſe forlorn in ſome wild Deſart ſtarve, C 
Till I'm as wretched as my ills deſerve. 
Ber.Laws you may change,why will you for their ſake. 
Into your breſt eternal ſorrows take ? 
Rome has her Priviledges, have not you 
; Your Int'reſts, your Rights as ſacred too? 
Say, ſpeak. 
Tit. Alas ! how do you rend my breſt! 
1 know indeed I never can hafe reſt ; 
And yet the Laws of Rowe I cannot change, 
Do, break my heart'and take your full Revenge. 
Ber. How weak a Guard does now your Honor keep! 
You are ari Emperor, and yet you weep ! 
Tit. I grant it, I am ſenile I do, 
I weep, alas! I figh and tremble too. 
For when to Empire firſt' I did attain, 
Rome made me (wear I would her Rights maintain. 
I did, and muſt perform what I then vow'd, 
Others before me to the Yoke have bow'd: . 
And *tis their Honor: yet in leaving you3 
All their Auſtereſt Laws I ſhall out-do. 
And an Example leave ſo brave and great, 
As none ſhall ever after imitate. 
Ber. To your Barbarity there's nothing hard, 
Go on, and Infamy be your reward. 
Long fince my fears your falſhood had diſplay'd; 
Nor would I at your Sute have longer ſtay'd. 
Would I the baſe Tadignities. had born 
Of a rude People, publick Hate and Scorn ? 
No, to this breach I would have ſpurr'd you on, 
And am pleas'd it is already dane- 
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No longer ſhall the fear of me preyail; 
Alas! you mult not think to hear nie rails 
Or Heav'n invoke, its vengeance to prepare z 
No, for if Heav'n vouchſafe to hear- my Pray'r, 
'T beg no memory may there remain, 
- Of either your Injuſtice, or my Pain. [Kneels. 
But the- ſad Berenice \ before The dies, 
Is ſure to have Revenge if you have eyes. 
Nor, Titus, need I go to find it far, 
'No further than that heart, I have it there :;[ Points. to his breſt. 
Within your ſelf ſhall riſe your dreadfulÞſt foe ; 
My palt Integritiess my Torments now 3 
'VVhich you, ungrateful perjur*d Man, have bred, 
My blood which in your Palace I ſhall ſhed. 
Sufficient terrors to your Soul {ball give, 
And *cis to them that my Revenge Fll leave. 
[Exit furiouſly 
Paul. Thus, Sir, atleaft the Conqueſt you have won, 
'The Queen you ſees contented to be gone. 
Tit. Curſe on thy Roman Rudeneſs, that canſt ſee 
Such tears, unmov*d, and mock fuch Miſery ! 
.Oh! I am loſt, and *cis 1n vain to ſtrive, 
If Berenzice dies, I cannot live. 
Fly and prevent that Fate to which ſhes gone. 
Bid her but live, tell her the World's her own. _ [Exit Rut. 
Paxl. Sir, if I might adviſe, you ſhould not ſend, 
Rather command her womento attend 5 
They better can; her Melancholy chear 3 
The worlſt is paſt, and now *cis mean to fear. 
1 ſaw your melting Pity when ſhe wept, 
And my rough heart but very hardly ſcap'd. 4 
Yet look a little farther and you'l find | 
That ſpite -of all your fortune yet is kind. 1 
What triumphs the whole VVorld prepares, ugg ef, «7.440 
And then hereafter think how great you'll be. { 
Tit. VVho for Barbarity would be. ador'd! 
I hate my ſelf, Nero ſo much abhor'd, 
That bloody Tyrant, whom T bluſh to tiame 3 
VVas never half fo cruel as 7 an. 
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Nos I'll purſue the Queen, ſhe loves me ſtill, 7 
VVill pardon me when at her feet I kneel: c 
Let's go, and let prond Rome ſay what it will. 
- Paul. How Sir? © 
Tit. By Heay'a T know not what I ſay :. 
Excels of Sorrow drives my mind aſtray. 
Paul. O follow where your full Renown does lead, 
Your laſt adieus Report-abroad has ſpread. _ 
Rome that-did mourn, does now new triumphs frame, 
The Temples fume with Offerings to your" name : 
The people wild in the applauſe y'have won 
With Laurel Wreaths to crown, your Statues run. 
Tit. By that their Salvage natures they betray, 
For ſo wild beaſts roar o'r their murger'd prey. 
VVho would have ſenſe the ſiyeets of power to prize ! 
Since, moſt in danger when we higheſt riſe : 
For who by Greatneſs e'r did happy 'grow ? 
None but the heavy Slave is truly fo. - 
VVho travels all his life 4 one dull road, 
And drudging on in quiet, loves his load. 
Seeking no farther than the needs of Life, 
Knows what's his own, and ſo exempt from ric 
And cheriſhes his homely careful wife. 
Lives by the Clod, and thinks of nothing higher 3 _ 
Has all, becauſe he cannot much defire. 
Had I been born {© low, I had been bleſt 
Of what I love, without controul poſleft. 
Never had Honour or Ambition known, 
Nor ever to be Great, had been undone. 


Paul. The Tribunes, Sir, and Senate with their ſtate, 
I'th' name of all the Empire for you wait, 
They»r follow'd too by an impatient throng, 
VVho ſeenj to murmur, you delay ſo long. 
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Tit. Toyle me no more, diſperſe that clamorous Rout : 


Tell'em they ſhall no more have'cauſe to doubt 3 
The Q1eens departure they'll to morrow ſee, 
And me as wretched as they'd have me- be. - 


Take this Paulinws : bear it to the Queen, [ Writes on a Tablet, 


For ſhould we meet, I muſt relapſe again; 

I h've bid her” here eternally adieu, 

Stay while ſhe reads it, and her troubles view, | c 
And bring me faithful word, as thou art true. 

" Hold! oh my Heart! yet go, it it muſt be done, 

For what's neceſſity, we cannot ſhun, 

Would I had never known what 'tis to live, 

Or a new Being to my ſelf could give. 

Some monſtrous and unheard of Shape now find, - 

As Salvage, and as Barbarous as my mind, 

-Antiochus |! , 


Enter Antiochus, Attendants, Arlſaces. 
, 


Ant. My laſt Adieu to- pay, 
I come, and dare in Rowe no longer (ſtay. 
My griefs, and my affliftions, grow” ſo high 3 
If not by abſence flacken'd, I muſt dye: | 

Tit. What reaſon have the nappy to repine ? 
Now Berenice for ever will be thine. 
VVith all her charms receive her to thy breſt, 
And be of all I ever lov'd, poſfleſt. 

Ant. It is beneath- youz Sir, to mock my pain: 
I ever kneel to Berenice again [ | 
. No, ſhould I ſtay to ſee you when you part, 
Tho I am (ure- the ſight would break my heart , 
Yet ſhe, as (till my prayers have been deny'd; 
Tho I but beg'd- one bleſſing ere I dy'd, | 


Even then with ſcorn would: throw me from her fide. * 


Tit: Oh Heaven !ſhe's entring, fromher Charms lets fly,. 
FE know my weakneſs 3 if I ſtay, I dye.. 


Meet, 


TITVUS. and 'BERENTCE. 
Meet , and prevent her—— 


[ Ex. Titus. 


. Enter Berenice; &6c. 


Fn _ 


Ber. How he haſts away! 
Ingrateful ! Deareſt Perjur'd Titay, ſtay. + [knees 
Aﬀidtions catch himy' great as thoſe I bear. 
My Lord, at laſt I have receiv'd my Doom : 
Tis ſeal'd 3 but ere part from you and Rome, 
I ask, and I your pardon would receive: 
Can you the wrongs which 1-have done, forgive? 
Ant. T never any Injuries did find; - | 
No, Berenice has always- been too kind. 
With one ſoft word, how ſuddenly I'm loſt, 
And have no fenſe of my diſgraces paſt ! 
But muſt I then for ever loſe you lo 
I am no Romar, nor was ere. your foe. 
No, rather here continue, and be Great, 
Whilſt I live ever hopeleſs at your feet. 
Ber. Should I ſtay here and my wrongs tamely bear 
From him that ſhuns, and flies me every where 8 
I have a nobler mind, and you ſhall ſee 
I can diſdain and ſcorn as much as he! 
For tho 'tis true, I never can be yours + | 
Both Rome and him my heart this hour abjures. 
Ant. To baniſhhim your heart, whilſt you prepare, 
VVhat will you do with all the Love that's there ? 
There's no one Mortal 'can deſerye it all, 
And ſure a little to,my ſhare might fall. _ 
Ber. Oh of that killing Subjett, talk no more, . 
I would have lovy'd you, if I could, before. _ 
Love for another ſtruck me with his Dart, 
And 'tis not in my power to force my heart. 
Ant. Whenfirſt my Paſſion was diſdain'd for him, 
ou kept me yet alrye with your eſteem. . 
But _ at * his breach of F we fee, 
And bear it nobly/tov; how can it be _- c 
T' your ſelf fo. Juſt, and yet ſo hard to me®* 
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Ber. Whatcruel ſtorms, and fierce aſſaults you make, © - 
To batter down a heart you cannot take | | 
Till you have broke it. Will you not give o'r? 
No, rather let me go, and hear no more. 
Antio. O ſtay, ſince of the Vifory you are ſecure, 
Pitty the pains and: anguiſh I endure 3 [ Kneels 
Jn wounds which you and none but you can. cure.” .: 
Look back, whilſt at your feet: my (elf I caſt, 
And think 'the ſigh that's coming 1s my laſt. 
My heart it's ſad eternal farewell takes : . 
Be but ſo kind tay ſee. me wher it breaks. 
Ber.” Riſe, riſe my Lord... The Emperor's return'd.. 
Condudt me hence, let me not more be ſcorn'd.. 


Enter Titus. 


- Tit. How am I loſt F reſolve on what I will, 
Spite of my (elf I wander this way till. 
Why would you Bererice my prefence ſhun # 
Ber. No |! Tle hear nothing, I've refoly'd on flight, 
And will be gone. Why come you in my fight 2 
Why come you thus t'exaſperate my deſpair ? 
Are you yet not. content 2 I know you are. 
Tit. If ever yet my heart was dear to yours; 
By all gpr plighted vows, thoſe ſofteſt hours. 
In whictt for ever to be true I ſwore, 
| beg-that you'd afford me yet - one more. *' 
Ber. I till to morrow had your leave to ſtay 5 
But my reſolyes are to. be gone to day. 
And 1 depart. | << walk 
Tit. No journey muft you take. 
Would you poor Tites in his griefs forſake 2 
No !'Stay---- . > -Fay 
Ber, I (tay ! Ungrateful as you are. 
For what? a Peoples ' rude afffonts to bear. 
That with the ſound of my. misfortune rend 
The Clouds, and ſhouts to Heaven in. Vollys fend > * 
Does not their cruel. joy yet reach Four cars, © 
Whilſt IT alone- Torment my felf in tears 2 ©; 
By what offence or, grime ate they. thus moyd2' 
AJas ! what have I done, but too much Lov'd > 
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Tit. D'you mind the voice of ats outragious throng ? 
[ ever thought your-coriſtaney more ſtrong. 71'S 
Never believ;d. your: heare:{o weak could be, 
Whoſe 'powerful charms had captivated me. 
Ber. All that I ſee diftrattion does create, 
Theſe rich- Apartments and' this Pompous State. 
Theſe Places where I fpene my I hours, 
eAnd plighted all my Vows, falſe Man,-to yours. 
All; as moſt vile Impoſtors I deteſt, " 
How ſtrangely, Titzs, might we have been bleſt ! 
Tit. This art to torture ſouls where did you learn? 
Or was it in yavur nature with you born ? 
Oh Berenice | how yeu deſtroy me! 
 Atendanits, bring your Chair nearer. 
Ber. No, 
Return and. to your famous Senate go z 
That for your cruelties applaud” you ſo. 
Have you not honout to your full» delight ? 
Have you not promis'd to forget me quite 2 
What more inexpjation can you do? 
Have you not ever {worn to hate me too ? 
Tit. Can you do any thing to make me hate ? 
Or can I ever Berenice forget ? | 
This hard ſuſpition was' unjuſtly urg'd, 
'Gainſt a poor heart too: much before ſarcharg'd. 
Oh Madam !know me "better, and recall 
The wrong, ſince: firſt Þ at your foet did: fall. 
Count all the ſingle and minutes paſt, 
Where in my vows and' my-'defires I-preſt. 
And at this time. your greateſt"Conqueſt knoyw, 
For you were never fo beloy'd as now. 
Nor ever----- | y 
Ber. Still your Love you'd have me- own, 
Yet you your ſelf command me'ts be gohe. 
Is my deſpair ſo: charming to your' view? 
D' you think the tears ſhed are all too few ? 
Of ſuch a heart, a vai feturyy you make, 
No never calk thoſe-dear-Tes's' backs” 0" 
But ſuffer me jnchis belief:ro- reſt 5) 
That ſecretly, long fiage'exil'd your! breaſt, 
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. T only from a faithleſs wretch departs - 

And one that never lays the loſs to heart. 

If you had Lov'd me , this had nere been ſent, 
Here you have commanded me to. baniſhment. [Opens the Tublers 
What wondrous Love you bear me this doth ſhow. 
Read,yread, ungrateful, read and let me go.[ Gives him the T1bel4s 

Tit. You ſhall not go, I have not given conſent, | 

Nor will I ever to your baniſhment. 

Your crael reſolution I deſcry, 

To be reveng'd of me you (eek to dye. 

And then of all I love, except the pain, 

- Nought None the ſad remembrance will remain. 

Antiochus | be thou a witneſs: here * CBer, ſinks ; 
Of all my miſery and my deſpair. 3 a ful —_— 

Antio. Deſpair's a Theam I only underſtand 
You , if you will, your wiſhes may command. 

Such Beauty ready for poſleſſion ſee, 
And leave that ugly hag Deſpair, to me. 

Antio. Behold thoſe eyes how dull and dark they grow! 
Madam , when at your feet I fall thus lows [Kneels. 
Vouchſafe my ſad afflitions to believe, | 
Alas! 'tis all the eaſe I'm like to have. 

. When firſt the dreadful minute I beheld 5 
That by my duty and the Laws compel, 

I found it forc'd that you muſt hence depart. 
Though nothing e're can baniſh- you my heart. 
'Twas then my ſoul had firſt a ſenſe of fears, 
Foreſeeing your reproaches and your tears. 

I then expected, Madam, all the weight 

Of woes that can on worſt misfortunes light. 
But whatſoever fears oppreſt -my heart, 

I find I but foreſaw the lefler- part 

I thought my vertue not ſo apt to bow 3 

And am aſham'd 'ris- thus intangled now. | 

Ber. Let me alone ind vex-my foul no:more., 

You of your vertue . ta]k't enough before. 

Urge it not ſtill to. aggravate my ſhame. | 

V Vhen Crown'd with conquelt fronithewarsyou rame, 

. I know you brought me hut to; filtgbur ſtares + nt 
For elſe the triumph had not. been eomplete. 1 
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Tit. Since you have then refoly'd: It ſhall be fo. | 
And judg by this if y'are beloy'd or no. 
No longer Torments on my' ſoul ſhall prey, 
Since I to freedom ſee ſo brave a way 3 
A way by more than one great Roman ſhown, 
Who, whentheir Miſery's had preſt 'em down) 
Propt from within , ſhook off with life; the weight, 5. offers to 
And thus fell nobly grapling with their fate. Ueablinpif 
Ber. Oh ſtay | to wrong me more what way dy'e take? 
Would Titzs die for Berenices- lake? 
I ſee the blow you cruelly prepare X 
To wound that breaſt where I, you ſay, have ſhare. 
To hurt what's mine would be unjuſtly done, 
No, rather ſtrike this heart, that's all your own. 
Tit. Beſt of thy ſex ! and deareft, now I ſee. 
How poor is Empire when compar'& to thee. 
Hence ye, perplexing Cares, that clog a brain,. 
Whilſt ſtruck with extaſie, I here fall down, ' [[Kneels 
Thus at your feet a happy proſtrate laid, 
I'm much more bleſt than - if the world 1. ſwaid.. 
Ber. Now the bleſt Berenice enough has ſeen : [Kneels 
I thought your Love had quite | extinguiſht been :. - 
But 'twas my error, for you (till are true. 
Your heart is troubled, and your tears I view. 
Ev'n my worſt ſufferings much o'repaid I ſee, _ 
Nor ſhall th' unhappy world be curlt for me, 
Nothing fince firſt 'twas yours, . my love would ſhake, _ 
So abſolute a Conqueſt did you make. 
But now I'le bring it to the utmoſt teſt, 
And with one fucal AQ crown all the reſt. 
Tit. Hah! tell me Berenice what will you do? 
Ber. Far from your fight and Rowe for ever go - 
L have reſolv'd on't, and it ſhall be (o. 
Tit. Antiochus 1 'm born to be undone; 
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Your inlarg'd Kingdom ſhall to hers be joyn'd. 
And now how much you are my faithful friend 5 
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In being {o to her, you'l beſt els. Falling on - 
Never torſake her in fad aifireſs, 3h veck, 
Wheree're ſhe goes, for ever with her be, 
And ſometimes in my abſence figh for me. 

Antio. Arſaces | on thy boſome let me lye, 
V'Vhilſt I but take one laſt dear looks and die. 

Bey. No live : and by a generous ſtrife out-da 
Us both, and of your felf be conqu*rour too. 
.Farewel. 
Let us all three a rare example prove : _ 
Ofa molt tender though.unhappy love. 
Thus, Sir, your Peace and Empire I reſtore. 
Farewell and reign, [le never ſee you more. { Ex. Ber. 

Antio. Oh Heaven!" 

Tit. She's gone and ali T-valu'd lgſt : 
Now Friend, let Rome, of her great Emp'ror boaſt. 
Since they themſelves firſt taught me cruelty, 
Ile try how much a Tyrant I can be. 
Henceforth all thoughts of pitty Vie diſown, 
And with my arms the Univerſe ore-run. 
Rob'd of my Love, through ruins purchaſe fame, 
And make the world's as wretched'as I am. 

| | Exennt Omnes. 
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Ag Firſt " Sina Froſt. 


Enter Oftawan Shift. 


Of. IS is unhappy News ; Idid not ex my Fa- 
ther in two Months, and yet you fay he wre- 
turn'd already 


$h. 'Tis but too true. 

OF. That he arriy'd this Morning ? 

$h, This very Morning. 

O#. And that =p be 50m reſolution to Marry me ? 

\ $h, Yes, Sir, To Marry MANLY por | 

' 04. Tamruin'd Fan un ohe ; prithee adviſe me. 

Sh. Adviſe) 

OF. Yes, le me. Thou art as {urly,as if thou really couldſt 
do me 10 good. Speak : Has Necelfity raught thee 00 Wit ? 
Haſt thou no Shift ?- 

Sh, Lord, Sir;:1 am at preſent? very bubie j in Contriving ſome 
Trick to ſave my ſelf, I am firſt p_—_ ad then natur'd. 

OX. How will my Father rage and ftorm,when he underſtands 
han =. 4 ot happen' in abſence? dread his anger and 


S$h, Reproaches! WouldT ebuld bequit of him ſoeafily, me- 
thinks I feel hig#aready on thy Shoulders, 

0, Diſanketiring is'the leaRFTcan ex 

Sh. Yowſhoilld havethought ofthis before, and not have fallen 
in Love withTknow notwhoin; one that yo you*met by chance in 
the Dovey-Caach, ſheis indi my wy La py 
what ſhe isbefides {0 - 


OF. Villain. ; - (v4 
Sh: Thave done, Sir, Ihave done. 


OF, 


: 


_—” Cheats of Scapin. 

Of. Thave no Friend that can appeale my Father's anger, and 

now I ſhall be betrayed to wpayapomgilery: 
$h, For my part, I know but'one Remedy 1n our misfortunes, 

Of. Prithee what is it ? 

$h. You Taft that R6gye and arch-Cheat Seapin. 

02 Hy hat of him ? ( 

ere1s not a” more ſubtle Fellow helihing; ſo cunning, 
hecan cheat Ohe newly Cheated , 'tis ſuch a Wheadling Rogye, 
Fit undertake in rwo hours he ſhall make your Father forgive you 
all, nay, allow you Money for your neceffary Dgbauches : I ſaw 
him in three days, make an old cautious Lawyer turn Chymiſt 
and Projector, 

OZ. Heis the fitteſt perſon in the World for my Buſineſs, the 
Impudent Yarlet can do any thing.with the peeviſh-old Man. 
Prithee golook him out, we'll ſer hima work immedately, 

5h. Seewhere he comes—Monſieur Scapin ! 


Enter Scapia. 2p 
Scap. Worthy Sir ! 
$h. T have been giving my Maſters bale ABI of thy moſt 
Noble Qualities: 1 tgld him, thaw, wery, as, Valiant as @ ridden 
Cuckold, Sincere as Whores, Honeſt as Pimps urwant. j'/ 

Scap. Alas Sir! Ibur.Cop PT.IOu;; Tis, you are'brave z you ſcorn 
the Gibbets, Aalters and Priſons which threaten you, and valiant- 

proceed:in Cheats and Robberies. 

1 Oh Scapin.1 Tam utterly ruin'd without thy aſſiſtance. 

Scap. Why ? What's the matter good Mr. Ofavien ? . | 

. .O&.. My Father is this day-azriv'd SfPIoer wh old: Mis Grpe, 
with a relolution to Marry me, | 7 

Scap. Very well. 

OC. Thou kgoweſt I am. already Married ; How wall my Fa- 
ther reſent my Diſobedience ? Iam for everloſt, unleſs thay: canit 
tivd ſome means rqreconcue.me to him; 4 

Scap.” Does your Father know of, your Marriage ?. 

Of, Fam afraid hes by. this tyneaequaigte Wi hit. 

Scap.. No matte, no matgery 5ll faall be well; Lampublick-ſpi- 
ried. ; I love t op le godees tee, young Gentlemen, and.thank. 


Heav. => ave ha 


: - 


OF. Sg: 5 Tas Shcga pe" BE FW Tamia re 
betlion without _- Money. 


Scap. 


<L 


yt 
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[ have Tricks andShifts:t6vto get that : Tcan cheat upon 
—_— ; but Cheating is'gpw' an i{l:Trade , yet Heav'n 
be thank'd, there were never more Cullies gad. Fools ; but the 


great Rooks and Cheats allow'd by publick' Faiths ruin fuch 


little Undertraders as I'am:-' - SoNLIULLM 

0X. Well, Ger thee ftraight abour'thy Buotdes ; Canſt bu 
make no ule of ry Rogue-here ? - - - 

Scep.” Yes,1 ſhall-want his aſſiſtance , the Knive FR Cuntiog, 
and may be uſefa}. 

$h. L Sir, Batlike other: wile Men, Ta fot ode Ayalivht * | 


Pray. leave me our of this Bus'nels ; my Fefts'will betray you z 
po (hallexeonte, I'll fit at home and adviſe. 9 : 
_ Iſtand not in need of Cen. but thy Foe ren 
and thou haſt- enough. of that.: Come, come, thou ſhalt-along , 
__ Man, ſtand out for a Beating 4 ? That's the worſt can 
a 
%. \ Well, well. * 
Enter Clara. 


0#, Here comes my deareſt Clare. .- © 

Cle, Ahme Ofavies! I heat (ad News:: They ay gourFather' 
isreturn'd, | 

Of. Alas! 'Tistrue, and Lam'the: moſt unfortunateperſon in 
the World ; but 'tis not my own miſery that I conſider, but yours: 
How can you bear thoſe wants towhich we myſt be both-reduc'd? 

Clar, Love ſhall teach me;/thatfcan-make a — to us, 
which is a ſign it is the*chuefeſt good: BurThavedthes' Cares ; 
wil you be ever conſtant Shall :nor mono Faber vEvEiepeno: 

ſtrain you to be falſe? 

Of. Never, my;deareſt, never. 

Clar. They that love much, may m_—_— omadodfs, 

Scap. Come; cotne 5 we-havenow nor time tothear you ſpea 
ine tender things to one another : Pray: do you JRIINES ou 
ter with your Father. © - . 

Cler. 1 tremble at the thoughts of it.” - - 

Sap. Pagyery reſolute at firſt: Tell bim you can live 
without troubling him ; threaten him to turn Souldier ;/or what 
will frighten himwan, a zyouſlt trix Doct, "Cor ;0il War: 
rant you, we _ himto ! THe 

Of. What wouldI give 'twere over ? 

"* F 2 Scap. 
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Scap. Let us practiſe a hittle what your ure to dv. "inipayy m2 
your Father, very grave and very angry 

OF. Well. 

Scap. Do you Jook very careleſly, like a ſmall Courtier upon his 
Country Acquaintance; a little more _ .--Very well:-Now1 

full of ay Fatherly Aut 
Octavian, Thou makeſt me weep to-{ee thee , but alas they are 
not tearsof joy,but tears of farrow, Did over ſo good aFather 
beget ſo lewd a Son? Nay,, but for that I think thy Mother Ver. 
tuous', 1 ſhould pronounce thou art not mine ; ; Nemgate-Bird, 
Rogue, Villain, whata Trick haſt thouplay'd me in any abſence? 
Marry'd? Yes: but to whom? Nay4hat thou'knoweft not. [| 
warrant you ſome Waiting-Woman. Coolrapredi io-a Civil Family, 
and reduc'd to one of the Play-Hauſes, reniov'd from thence by 
{ome Keeping Coxcomb, or- 

Ca. Hold 'Scaphr, Hold —— 

Scap. No offence Lady, I ſpeak but anothers.words.. 

Thou abominable Raſcal, thpu ſhall not have a groat, not a 
groat. Beſides, I will break all thy bones ten times over get thee 
out of my houſe——Why Sir, you reply not a word, but ftand as 
ogy as 2 Girlthar: Ss examin'd by a Bawdy Judge, about a 

ape 

The Look yonder cames ny Father. - . 

goof fa Loop! Saf, —_ you two gone, let me alone to manage 
| LEabOd. and Clara, 


* Thrifty. 
Th, Was Lok ever r ſudia raſhaQion?-” 
- Scap. Hobas been inform'd of cheBufneſsand is now (ſo follof 
it, that he vents it to himſelf, 
Zh. 1 would fain hear what they can ſay. for chemlalves. 
Scap. We avenot unprovided. [Mt a diftaxce. 
'' Zh, Wylthey beſoimpudentto deny che —_— 
. Scap. We neverintendit; 
7h. Or will they endeavourto excule i it FE 
Scap. That perhaps we may doe.. 
> Th, Bur all hall bein-vaio. | n 2 100 Nene 
== We'l try that. 3 YONALY 
74. know howrakiy that Rog my onal. LITE: 
Scap, Thar we —___—_— FER 


Zk.Andior that Tanendenalion Sy thraſh himto death, 
] will be three Years a Cudg 

7h, I wondred he had fo DE Oe 

7h, Oh Oh! Yonder a Raſcal | 7 5dr he 
tutor d my Son finely, _ . 

Scap.: bir, Tam overjoyed. at your fafe return. _ . 

Th. Good mnorrow Srepin/, indeed you'have fallowed. any In- 
ſtruttions. very exactly, my Son has behaved himſelf very:pru- 
dently in my abſence, has he not Raſcal, has he not ?.---:/ 27471 

S$p.1hope you are very well. - 

Th, LON well --- Thou ſayſt nota word Varlet, thou ſoy. Not 

2 wor 

Scap, Had you a good Voyage Mr. 7bvi 

Th. Lord Sir! A very good Voyage, ny give »Manalitle 
leave to vent his Choler.. 

Scap. Would you be in Choler Sir? 

7h. Ay, Sir, I would be in Choler. 

Scap. Pray with whom ? 

7h. With that confounded Rogue there. 

Scap. Upon: what reaſon ? 

Th. Upon what reaſon ? haſt thou not heard what T9 
pened in myabſcence. 

Scap, Thave heard a littleldle ſtory. in} 

7h. Alittle Idle ſtory. Quoth. a 1: why dan,map Sonrundene? 
ay Son's undone.. 

Come, come, things have not been well carried , but L 

would adviſe you to make no more of it; 
= Lam not of your opinion, I'le make the whole —_ ring 

| 
Scap. Lord Sir, I have ftormed about this buſineſs 2s. much 
as you can do for your Heart, but what are we both the ber- 
ter? I told him.indeed,Mr.O#4vien, you:do not do: we RI. 
ſo good a Father : I pfeached himthree or four times aflee 
all would not do, il at laſt,when I had well examined the B on 
I found'you had not ſo much wrong done you as you Imagine. | + 

Th, How not wrong done me toliave my Son-marricd without 
my conſent to a Beggar ! 

Scap. Alas he was ordained toat..: ! 

7h, That's fine indeed, - weſhall ſteal, cheat ,murd, and obe ; 
hang'd, then ſay we were ordained to its. S. 


Scap, A. 
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| Scap. Truly I did not think you ſo ſubtile a Phylo/opher,I me 
hewntuth e in this ale. AB-""-xp175 
Th, Why tid he ige himſelf? | Aol 
Scap. Very true indeed, very. true ;: but 'fie' updn you n6y; 
would you have himas wile as your elf, young men will have 
their follies, witneſs my charge Zeander ; who has gon and thrown 
away himſelfara ftranger rate then. your Son.” [would fain know 
;£y0u'were:hor once young your (elf, yes I warrant you, and had 
your frailties. ; | | 
Th. Yesbut they never coſt me any thing ; a man may be as 
frail and as wicked as hepleaſe, if it coft kim nothing, 
Scap. Alas he was in Lov with the young wench, that if he 
had not had her, he muſt havecertainly Hang'd himſelf, 
© FÞ.:Muſt !: why he had already done it, But that I came very 
ſeaſonab!y and cut the rope. 
7h. Didſt thoucut the rope, Dog ? 'Ile Murther thee for that 
thou ſhouldeſt have let him hang. | 
Scap. Befides, her Kindred ſurprized him with her, and forc't 
. Then ſhould he have preſently gone, roteſted agai 
the Violence at a Notaries. : Y <p 
Scap. O Lord Sir, he ſcorn'd that. | : 
7h, Then mightI eafily have difaniulled theMartige. 
»Seap:iDitanul rhe marriage. :. 
Th. Yes. 
© Sap, 'You ſhall not break the marriage. 
Th. Shall notI break it ? | 
7 Sap, No. © | | LAv3 
Th. What fhall not Iclaim the priviledge of a Father, and have 
the Satisfaction for the viotehce'done tomy Son? * 
$c4pi 'Tis 7 thing he will never conſent to. 
7h. Hewallnot conſent to! | 
' Stop; 'No. Would you have him contels hewas heor'd into a- 
wy ching, that is 'to declare himſelf a Coward : Oh fie Sir, one 
that has Honbur of being your Son, -can never do ſuch a thing. 
7b. Piſh, ra k not to: me of Honour, he ſhall do it or be:dyl-in- 
herited. 
Scap. Who ſhill diſ-1nherit him? bt 
7h. That will 1 Sit beat AT 
Scap, You diſ-zaherit him ! very good. 


» - © _.” ® _ 
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7h. How very good ? 
Scap. You ſhallnor diſcinherit him. 
7h. Shall not I diſ-inherit him? © 
Scap. No. - 
Th. No! 
Scap. No.” - 
7h. Sir, you are very merry , I(hall not diſinherit my Son ? 
Scap. Nol tell you. ; 
7h, Pray who ſhall hinder me? | 
Scap. Alas Sir, your own ſelf Sir ; your owa (elf. 
Zh, I my ielt? Ps | v2 nN 
Scap. Yes vir, for you can. never have the Heart todo it. 
7h. Youſhall fad IcanSir. | | 
Sap. Come you deceive your ſelf, Fatherly affetion muſt ſhow 
tlelf, it muſt, it muſt ; donortI know you were ever tender hear- 


CNY wa etacd be OE Trobe 

Th. Y are miſtaken Sir, Y'are miſtaken :— Piſh,why do I fpend 
my time in tittle tattle with this Idle fellow.?— Hang-dog gofind 
out my rake-hell —,_, | [to Shife, 
whil't I go to my Brother Gripe and Inform him of my misfor. 
tune. MF THe 197” "ol 

Scap. Ta the mean timeif I can do you any ſervice. — 

7h, Oh! Ithank you Sir, I thank you. — [Exit Thrift. 

Shift. Imuſt confeſs thou art a brave Fellow,and our affairs be. 
gin to be in a better poſture —but the money, the money— we 
are abomigable poar, ;and-my Maſter has lean Vigilant dunns that 
torment him more than an aſd. does x poor Gallant, when 
ſhe ſolicits-2 roman ar" for her diſcarded _ , 

Scap.. Your mone my next.care—— let me {ce, I want a 
fellows to— Canſt ne Coram a rogring Bally of Al/atia? 
— Stalk— ook lager: yery, well. Follow-me,T have ways to dil- 
guiſe thy voice and countenance.” 09 ET 

$h, Pray take a little care and lay your plot fo that I may not 
a&the KT, wayes,- I would not be beaten like a Bully. 
* Sap, Welſhare the danger, wel. ſhare the danger. jor 

«okay eunt. 


þ 6 


ſ, 


At 
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ACT EH SCENET 


Enter 7hrifty%\nd Gripe. 


Gr. Qlr, what you tell meconcerning your Son, hath ſtrange 
SZ fruſtrared our Defigns. | | \ th 

Thr. Sir, trouble not your ſelf about my Son, I have undertz. 
ken to remove all Obſtacles, which isthe buſineſs I am ſovigo. 
rouſly in purſuit of. 

Gr. Ia troth, Sir, Il tell you what I fay to you, The Education 
of Children after the g-ning of e'm, onght to be the neareſt Con- 
cern of a Father: And had you tutored' your Son with that Care 
and Duty incumbent on you, he never could fo ſlightly have for. 
WE RL TT 
- Thr, Sir, to-retura you a Seatence for your Sentence.Thoſe that 
ars fo quick to ure.and condemn the Condu&t of others, 
_— firſt to take Care that all be well at home. 

« #, Why Mr. 7hrift3,have you heard any thing concerning my 

n? 

Thr. It may be I haye, and it may be worſe than of my own. 

Gr. What 1s't Ipray ? My Son? | 

Thr. Ev'n your own Scapin told itme,. and you may hear it 

from him or ſome body elſe; For my part, I am your Friend, and 

would not willingly be the Meſſenger of ill news to one that1 

thiak ſo tome: Your Servant': I muſt haſten” to my Councelto 

adviſe what's to be done in this Caſe.God-bu'y RES To a9, 
v7 Ne , =  £E8! 7 wrify. 

Gr, Worſe than his Son! For my Tcannot imapine how, 
For a' Son to marry impudeatly; without the Conſent of his Fa- 
ther, is as great ail Offence as can be imaginid I take it ; But 


yonder he-comes. _ - 4 BOYS 70K 
| Enter Leander. 


Zeand, Oh my Dear Father. how Tout am T to ſex yon ſafely 
a Welcome as the Bleſſing whi 


' 


ich k am now craving will 


Gr. Not fo faſt Friend'a mine, ſoft and fair goes far Sir. You are 
my Son, as 1 take it. 

Leand, What d'ee mean Sir? 

Gr. Stand ſtill, and let me look yee ia the Face. 


' Leank, 
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Zeand, How muſtI ſtand Sir ? 

Gr. Lqpk upon mewith both Eyes: 

Zeand, Well Sir I do. 

Gr. What's the meaning of this Report ? 

Leand, Report, Sir ? 

Gr, Yes Report Sir, I ſpeak Engliſh as I take it, What is that 
you have done in my abſence ? 

Zeand, What is't Sir which you would have had me done ? 

Gr, I do not ask you what I would have had you done ; but 
what you have done. oY 

Zeand, WholSir? Why TI have done nothing art all, not I Sir. 

Gr, Nothing at all! {Zzand.) No Sir, 

Gr. You have noImpudence to ſpeak on. 

Zeand, Sir, Thave the Confidence that becomes a Man,andmy 
Innocence, | 

Gr. Very. well, But Scapin, d'ye mayk me young man,Scepim has 
told me ſome tales of your Behaviour ? 

Leand. Scapin | 

Gr. Oh haveI caught you? That name makes ye bluſh do's it? 
'Tis well you have ſome Grace left. | 

Zeand, Has he faid any thing concerning me ? 

Gr. That ſhall be examined anon. In the mean while get = 
home d'ye hear. And ftay till my return , But look to't, if thou 
haſt dong any thing to |» hank me, never think to come within 
my Doors, or ſee my Face more ; but expe to be as miſerable as 
thy folly and poverty can make thee. [Exit. Gr. 

and, Very fine: I am in a hopeful Condition, This Raſcal , 
has betrayed.any marriage and undone me : Now there is no way 
left but to turn Outlaw, and live by rapine : and to ſet my hand 
in, the firſt thing ſhall be to Cut the throat of that perfidious 
Pick-thank Dog that has ruined me. 


Enter Oct. «nd Scapin. 


O#. Dear Scapin, how infinitely am I obliged to thee for thy 
Care! © | 
 _ Yender he comes: I'm overjoyed to ſee you good Mr, 
g/ , ; 
Scap. Sir your moſt humble Servant, You honour me too far. 
Zeend. You a& an ill fools part, But I ſhall teach you. 


Scap. Sir. 
7 G OF. 
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O#, Hold Zeander. 

Leand, No, Ofavian, Ile make him confeſs the Trgachery he 
has committed; yes Varlet Dog, I know the trick pou have playd 
me : you thought perhaps no body would have told me. Burt 1'lc 
make you confels it, or Ile run my Sword in your Guts. 

Scap. Oh Sir, Sir, would you have the heart to do ſucha thing? 
havel done you any Injury Sir ? 

Zeand. Yes Raſcal that you have, and I'le make you own it too, 
or Fle {wing it out of your already tan'd thick hide, [ Beats him] 

Scap. The Devil's in't, Lord Sir, what d'yee mean? Nay good 
Mr. Zeander , pray Mr. Leander ; Squire Zeander — As TI hope to 
be ſaved — 

OA, Prithee be quiet : for ſhame enough: — [ /nterpoſeth } 

Sap. Well Sir, Fconfels indeed that —— | 

Zeand, What ! ſpeak Rogue. . 

Scap. About two Months agoe you may remember, a Maid Ser- 
vant dyed inthe houſe. — 

ZLeand, What of all that ? | 

Stap. Nay Sir, if I eonfeſs you muſt not be angry. 

ZLeand. Well go on. 

Scap, *Twas (aid ſhe dyed for love of me Sir ; But let that paſs, 

Leand, Death, you trifling Buffoon ; 

Sap, About a week after her death, Idreft my ſelf up like her 
Ghoſt, and went into Madam Zxcia your Miſtreſſes 7 any 
whereſhe lay halfin halt out of bed, wnhher woman by her,read- 
ing an ungodly Play-book, 

Leand, And was it your Impudencedid that ? 

Scap. They both beleive it.was a Ghoſt to thighour; But it 
was,my ſelf playd the Goblin to fright her from the Scurvy Cu- 
ſtome of lying awake at thoſe unſcaſonable. hours, hearing filthy 
Plays when ſhe had never ſaid her Prayers. 

Zeand, I-thall remember you for all in time, and place ; But 
come to the point, and te}] me what thou haſt ſaid tro my Father. 

'Scap. To you Father:1havenotfo much as ſeen bim fince his re- 
turn, and if you'd ask him he'll tell you ſo himſelf, , 

8 Hon Yeshe has told me himlelf,and told me all thou haſt ſaid 
to him! 
. Scap. With your good leave Sir, then He ly'd, I beg your par- 
don I mean he was miſtaken. ! CEnter 5] 
&/z.. Oh Sir, Ibriog you the moſt unhappy news, 


LZeand. 
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Zrand, Whats the matter ? 

Sly. Your Miſtreſs Sir, is yonder arrefted in an Action of 200/. 
They ſay 'tis a debt ſhe left unpaid at Zondon , in the haſt ofther 
eſcape hither to Dovey, and if you do not raile money within this 
two hours todiſcharge her, Shee'l be hurried to priſon. 

Leand. Within this two hours ? 

Sly. Yes Sir, within this two hours. 

Zeand, Ah my poor Scapin, I want thy aſſiſtance. 

' [Scapin walks about Sarlily} 

Scap. Ah my poor Scapin! Now I'm your poor Scapin now 
you've need of me. 

Zeand. No more; I pardon thee all that thou haſt done, and 
worſe if thou art guilty of it. 

S$cap. No no, never pardon me, run your Sword inmy Guts , 
you'l do better to Murder me. 

Zeand. For Heaven's ſake; think no more upon that, but ſtudy 
now to aſſiſt me. 

Of. You muſt do ſomething for him. 

Scap. Yes to have my bones broken for my pains. 

Zeand, Would you leave me Scapts in this ſevere extremity ! 

Scap. To put ſuch an aftfdnt upon me as you did , 

Zeand. 1 wrong'd thee I confeſs, 

Scap. To ule me like a Scoundrel, a Villain, a Raſcal, to threa- 
ten to run your Sword in my Guts. 

Zzand, cry thy Mercy withall my Heart, and ifthou wilt have 
me throw my ſelf at thy Feet, Ple doo't. 

OZ. Faith Scapin you muſt, you cannot but yield, 

Scap. Well then ; Butd'yee mark me Sir, another time better 
words and gentler blows. 

Zeand. Will you promiſe to mind my buſineſs? 

Scap. ASI ſee convenient, Care ſhall be taken, 

Zeand, But the time you know 1s ſhort, | 

Scap. PraySjr, don't be ſo troubleſome : How much money is't 
you want ?,* 

Zeand. Two hundred pounds.—(Scap.) And you ?—(O07.) Ag 
much, 

Scap. No more to be ſaid. It ſhall be done, For 
youthe Contrivance is laid already , and for you 
Father though: he be covetousto the laſt degree, To Leander. 


Yet thanks be to Heaven hee's but a (ſhallow per- 


G 2 ſon, 
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ſon, his partsare not extraordinary, do not take it Sir, foryoy 
haveno reſemblance ofhim, But that y'*are very like him , Begon 


I (eg Of#eviens Father coming, Tle begin with him. 
[LExennt OF, and Zeand, 


[Enter Thrifty] 


Here he comes muibling and chewing the Cud to prove him. 
ſclfa clean Beaſt. > 

Thr. Oh audacious Boy, to commit fo inlolent a Crime, and 
plunge himſelf into ſuch a miſchief! 

Scap. Sir, your humble Servant. 

Thr. How do you Scapin ? 

Scap. What, you are ruminating = 19m Sons raſh Action. 

7 hr. Havel not reaſonto be troubled ? 

Scap. The lifeof man. is full of troubles, that's the truth on't ; 
But your Philoſopher is alwaies prepared Lremember an Excellent 
Proverb of the Ancients, very fit for your Cale. , 

Thr. What's that ? 

Scap. Pray mind it, 'twill do ye a World of good. 

Thr. Whatis'tI ask you ? 

Seap. Why , When the Maſter of @ Family ſhall be abſent any 
conſiderable time from his home or Manſion, he ought rationally, 
gravely, wiſely, and Philoſophically, to revolve within his mind 
all the concurrent Circumſtances, that may during the Interval 
conſpire to the ConjunRion of-thoſe misfortunes, and trouble- 
ſome accidents, that may intervene upon the ſaid abſence, andthe 
interruption of his Oeconomical inſpe&ion, into the remilsnels, 
negligences, frailties, and huge and perillous Errours, which his 
Subſtitutes, Servants, or Truſtees, may be capable of, or liable 
and obnoxious unto , which may arite from the imperfection 
and corruptneſsof ingenerated Natures, or the taint and conta- 
gion of corrupted Education , whereby the Fountain-head of 
Man's Dilpoſiuan becomes muddy, and all the Screams of his Man- 
ners and Converſation run conſequently defiled, an impure: 
Theſe things premiſed, and fore-conſidered, arm the ſaid pru- 
dent Philoſophical Pater Familias, to find his Houle laid waſte, 
his Wifemurdered, his Daughters deflowred, his Song hang: 

Cum multis alin que nun perſcribere lougum eſt , 
and to thank Heaven 'tis no worle.too : D'ye mark, Sir? 

Thr, S'death.! Is all this a Proverb ? F 
| Cap. 
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$ap. Ay, and the beſt Proverb, andthe wiſeft inthe World: 

Good Sir, get it by heart : T'will do ye the greateſt good imagi- 

nable ; and don't trouble your ſelf; 1k repeat it to you, till you 


have gotten it by heart. 
Thr. No, flank you, Sir, Pll have none on't. 


Scap. Pray do, youll like it better next timeY hear it once 
more, I ſay W hea the Maſter of a- F 

Thr. Hold, hold, I have better thoughts of my own , I'm 
going to my Lawyer, Ill null the Marriage. 

Scap. Going to Law ! Are ye mad to venture yeur ſelf among 
Lawyers? Do you not ſee every day how the Spunges ſuck poor 
Clyents, and with a company of fooliſh, non-ſenſical terms, and 
knaviſh tricks,undo the Nation : No, you ſhall take another way. 

Thr, You have reaſon, it there were any other way. 

Scap. Come, I have found one. The-truth 1s, I havea great 
compaſſion for your grief, Icannot whenl ſee tender Fathers at- 
flicted for their Sons miſcarriages, but have bowels for 'em, I 
have much ado to _ weeping for you. 

Thr. Truly my Cale is fad, very fad. 

Scap. SOitis ; tears will burſt out, I have a great reſpedt for 
your perſon. [ Counterfeits weeping. 

Thr. Thank you with all my heart , introth we ſhould have a 
fellow-feeling, 

Scep. Ay, fo we ſhould; I aſſure you there is not a perſon in 
the World whom I reſpe& more than the Noble Mr. 7hrifty. 

Thr. Thou art honeſt Scapin. Ha' done,” ha' done. 

Scap. Sir, Your moſt humble Servant. 

Thr, But what is your way ? : 

Scap. Why, In brief Thave been with the Brother of her whom 
your wicked Son has Married. .. 

Thr, Whatis he ? 
| Sap. A moſt outragious roaring Fellow, with a down-hang- 
ing Look, contraged Brow , with a {well'd red Face enflam'd 
with Brandy , one that frowns, puffs, and looks big at all Man- 
kind, roars out Oaths, and bellows out Curſes enough in a Day, 
to ſervea Garriſon a Week, bred up in blood and rapine, uſed to 
ſaughter from his youth upwards, one that makes no more con- 
ſcience of killing a Man, than cracking of a Lowſe ; he has killed 
lixteen, four for taking the Wall of him, five for looking too big 
upon him , two he ſhot piſſing againſt the Wall : In ſhort, he 1s 
the moſt dreadful of all the Race of Bullies. . Thr. 
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Thr, feav'n ! How doltrembleat the Deſcription ? But what'; 
this to my Bulinels ? 

Scap. Why, He (as moſt Bullies are) is in want, and I hays 
brought him, by threatning him with all the Courlesof Law, all 
the afſtiſtance of your Friends, and your great Purſe, (in which] 
ventur'd my hfe ten times, for ſo often he | 2s and run at me) yet, 
1 fay, at laftT have made him hearken to a Compoſition, and tg 
null the Marriage fora ſum of Money. 

Thr. Thanks, dear Scapin ; bur what ſum ? 

Scap. Faith, He was damnably unreaſonable at firſt, and gad 
I told him ſo very roundly. | 

Thr. A'Pox on him, what did heask ? 

Scap. Ask? Hang him, why he ask'd 500 /. 

Thr. Ounsand Heart, 500/. Five hundred Devils take him,.. 
and fry and trigaſſee the Dog ; does he take me for a mad-Man? 

Scap: Why, ſoIfaid ; and after much argumeat 7 broughthim 
to this: Dammee, ſays he, 7am going to the Army, and /muſt 
have Two good Horles for my fol for tear one ſhould die ; and 
thoſe will coſt at leaſt Threeſcore Guinea's. 

Zhr. Hang him Rogue ! Why ſhould he have two Horſes? But 
Zcare not if /give Threeſcore Guinea's to be rid of this Aﬀair, 

Scap. Then, ſays he, my Piſtols, Saddle, Hoſe, Cloth, andall 
will coſt Twenty more. 

Thr. Why, That's Fourſcore. 

Scap. Well reckoned ; faith, this Arithmatick is a fine Art, 
Then 7muſt have One for my Boy, will coſt Twenty more, 

Thr. Oh the Devil! Confounded Dog ! Let him go and be 
damn, Ill give him nothing. 

Scap. Sir. | 

Thr. Not a Sous, daman'd Raſcal, let him turn Foot-Souldier 
and be hang d. 

Scap. He has a Man beſides ; Would you have him go a Foot? 

Thr. Ay, and his Maſter too, Fil have: nothing todo with him. 

Scap. Well, Youarerelvlv'd to{pend twice as much at Dottor: 
Commons, you are, you will ſtand out for ſuch a Sum as this ; do. 


Thr. Hah ! Oh damn'd unconſcionable Raſcal ! well if i :mult 


be lo. Let him have the other twenty. 
Scap, Twenty ! why it comes to-torty. ; 
Thr, No Tle have nothing to dv in it.Oh a Coyetcous Rogue: 
I wonderhhe is not aſhamed to be ſo Covetous. 


Scap. 
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Scap.. Why this is nothing to the Charge at Do&tors Commons, 
and though her Brother has no Money, ſhe has an Uncle able to 
defend her. 

Thr. Oh Eternal Rogue! well I muſt do'c,the Divels in him 1 
think ! 

Scap. Then faies he, I muſt carry into Framxce money to buy a 
Mule to carry ——— 

Zhr, Let him to the Devil with his Mule, I'le appeal to. the. 
udges. 

7.4 Nay good Sir, think a little. 

Thr, No, T'le do nothing, 

Scap. Sir, Sir, but one little Mule? 

Thr. No not ſo much as an Als ! 

Scap. Conſider. 

Thr, 1 will not eonſider, Ile go to Law. 

Scap. Iam ſure if you go to Law you do not conſider the Ap- 
peales, Degrees of Juriſdiction, the intricate proceedings, the Kna- 
veries, the Craving of ſo many Ravenous Animals that will prey; 
upon you, Villanous Harpies ! Promoters, Trpſtavegzand the like; 
None of which but will puff away the cleareſt right in the World 
for a Bribe ; on the other fide the Proctor ſhall. ſide wigh your Ad- 
verlary, And ſell your cauſe for ready Mongy; Your Adyocate ſhall 
be gained the ſame way, And ſhall not be tQund when your cauſe 
Is to be heard: Law is a torment of all torments. ; 

Thr, That's true : Why what does the damn'd Rogue — rec- 
kon for his Mule ? 

Scap. Why for Horſes, Furniture, Mule, and to pay ſome Scores 
that are due to his Landlady, he .dgmands and will have two hun- 


dred pounds. | 
7h, Come, come, let's go to Law. c Thr. walks up and down 
Scap. Do but reflet upon— | in 4 great heat. 


Th, legoto Law ? 

Scap. Donot plunge. your ſelf. 

Thr. ToLaw Vle tell you? | $85. 

Scap, Why, there's for Procuration, Preſentation, Council, Pro- 
dutions, Proors, Attendance, 'and ſcribling vaſt Volumes of 
lnterrogatories, Depoſitions,and Articles,Conlultations and Plead: 
ings ofDoRors, tor the Regiſter, Subſtitute, Judgments, ugnmgs— 
Expedition Fees,beſides the vaſtPreſents tothera and their Wives. 
Hang't, the Fellow is out of Employment, give bim the. money , 


give humic I fay.. , Thr. 
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Thr, What, two hundred pounds ! 
Scap. Ay, ay, why you'l gain 150 7. by it, I have ſumm'd it yy; 
1fay give it him, I, faith do, Py 
Thr. What 200 /. 
Scap. Ay,bzſides you ne're think how they'l rail at you in plead. 
_ all your Fornications,Baſtardings,and Commurings intheir 
ourts, 
Thy, Idefie 'em, let 'emtell of my whoring,*tis the faſhion. 
Scap. Peace,Here's the Brother. | 
Zhr. Oh Heaven! what ſhall I do. £ter Shift diſeuiſed 
| 2? likes Buly 
Sh, Damme,where is this confounded Dog, this Father of 074. 
vian? Null the Marriage : By all the Honour of my Anceſtors Ie 
chinethe Villain, | 
Zhr. Oh, Oh! [ Hides himiſelf behind Scapin] 
Scap. He cares not Sir, He'l not give the 200 /, 
. Sh. By Heaven, he ſhall be Worms-meat within theſe two 
ours. 
Scap. Sir, he has Courage, he fears you not. 
7h. Youlye, Ihave not Courage, I do fear him mongally. 
$h. He ! he ! Ounds he ! would all his Family were 1a him, 14 
cut off Root and Branch : Diſhonour my Siſter ! This in his Guts: 
What Fellow's that ? Hah ! 
Scap. Not he, Sir. 
$h. Nor none of his Friends ? 
7h. No, Sir : Hang him, I am his mortal Enemy. 
$h. Art thou the Enemy of that Raſcal. 
Zh, Oh!ay, hang him -—— Oh damn'd Bully ! ( ſpat, 
$h. Give me thy hand, old Boy, the-next Sun ſhall not ſee the 
impudent Raſcal alive. : 
Scap. He'll muſter up all his Relations againſt you. 
7h. Do not provoke him, Scapiy. 
$h. Would they were all here: HaYhah!* 5 He forms every wy 
hah! HereIhad one through the Lungs ; 3 with his Sword. 
therd another into the Heart ; Hx ! there another wto the Guts: 
Ah Rogues ! therel was with ybu. Hah — hah ! 
$:ap. Hold Sir, we are none of your Enemies. 
$h. No, but 1 will find the Villainsont whilemy Blood is up , I 
willdeftroy the whole Family. Ha, ha, _— hah! (Zx.Shifr. 


7h, Here Scafis, Thave two hundred Guinea's about me, take 
: Em, 
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em, No more to be {aid, Let me never ſee his face again, take e'm 
I ſay, This is the Devil. 

Scap. Will you notgive e'm hjm your ſelf? 

Th. No, no! I will never {ee him more. I ſhall not recover this 
theſe three Months. See the buſineſs done, I truſt in thee, Honeſt 
S:4pin: T muſt repoſe ſomewhere ; Iam mightily out of Order — 
A plague on all Bullies Lay. CExit Thrifty. 

Scap. So ther's one diſpatcht, I muſt now find out Gripe ; He's 
here, how Heaven brings e'm into my Nets one after another / 


£ater Gripe. 


Sap. Oh Heaven ! QUnlookt for misfortune, poor Mr. Gripe, 
what wilt thou do [walks about diſtraitealy 

Grip. What's that he ſays of me ? 

Scap. Is there no body can tell me News of Mr. Gripe ? 

Grip. Who's there Scapip ! 

Scap. How I runup and down, to find him to go purpoſe ! Oh ! 
Sir, is there no way to hear of Mr, Gripe ? 

Grip. Art thou blind,I have been juſt under thy Noſe this hour, 

Scap. Sir, 

Grip, What's the matter ? 

Scap. Oh! Sir your Son 

Grip, Hahgmy Son—— 

Scap. Is fallen into the ſtrangeſt misfortune in the World. 

Grip. What iS'ta— ; 

Scap. I met hima while ago, diſordered for ſomething you had 
ſaid to him, wherein you very idly made ule of my Name. And 
ſeeking to divert his Melancholy,we went to walk upon the Pier , 
amongſt other. things he took particular Notice of a New Caper 
in her full Trim, the Captain invited us aboard, and gave us the 
handſomeſt CollationIever met with. "2j 

Grip, Well, and where's the diſaſter ofall this ? 

Scap. While we wereeating he put to Sea, and when we were 
at a good diſtance from the Shoar, He diſcover'd himſelf to be an 
Engliſh Renegade that was entertain'd in the Dwech Service, And 


ſent me offin his Long-Boat to tell you, That if you do not forth- 
with ſend him two hundred pounds, he'l carry away your Son 
oongg z; Nay, for ought I know he may carry him a Slave to 
Algier, © 

Gr. How in the Devils name ? 000 l 


$1 cap. 
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Sea, Yes Sir, ant more then that, he has.allowed'me but an 
hours time ; you muſt adviſe quickly what courſe to take to fave 
an only Son. 
Gr., What a Devil had he to do a Shipboard? —Run quick. 
iy Scapiz, and tell the Villain Tie fend my Lord Chief Juſtices. 
Warrant after him, | 
Sca. Oh law ! his Warrant in the open Sea,d'ye think Pyrates 
are Fooles.? | | 
Gr. T'th Devils name what buſineſs had he a Shipboard? 
Sca. Thereis an unlucky Fate that often hurries Men to miſ. 
chief, Sir. 
Gr, Scapin thou muſt now a& the part of a faxhful Servant, 
Sca. Ashow, Sir ? % 
Gr. Thou muſt go.tid the Pyrate ſend me my Son and ſtay 
as a pledge in his.room, till I can raife the Money. 
Sea. Alas Sir, think you the Captain has fo little wit as to 
acceptdf ſuch a poor Rafcally fellow as I am, inftead of your Son? 
Gr, What a Devil did he do a Shipboard ? 
Sea, Dye remember, Sir, that yoa have but two hours time. 
Gy. Thou fay'ſt he demands, 
Sca; 2000, 
Gr. 200 [. Has the fellow no Conſcience ? 
Sca. O law !-the Conſcience of a Pyrate, why very few lawful 
Captains have any. 
Gr. Has he no reaſon neither ? Do's be kitbw what the Sum 
of 200 [; is. © lon | 
See. Yes Sir, Tarpawlins are 2-ſort of People that'underftand 
Money , thotigh they have no great acquaintance with Sence, 
But for Heav'ns ſake difpatch. 
Gr, Here take the key of my Comprting Houle, 
Sea. So. "7 | | 
. Gr., And open it. 
Scap. Very good.” _ FE xehy 
Gr. In the left hand Windbw lyes the Key of my Garret, pp 
take all the Cloaths that are in 'the grear Cheſt, and (ell 'em to t 
Brokers, to redeem my Sqn. © | | 
Scap. Sir, Y* are mad; Inhitve ger Fifty Shillings for'all that's 
there, and you know how Fam ſtreightned forrtime. © * 


. 
® + 


Gr. But what x Devil did he doa Ship-board ? 


Scap. Let Ship-board alone, and confider, Sir, your So But 
; eavil 
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Heav'n is my witneſs, ' I ha"done:for him as much as was poſſible, 
and if he be not redeemed, he mdy thank his Bather's kin | 
' Gr, Wellz: Sir, by toe I caaraiſethe Money! Was it not 
nineſcore Pounds you ſpoke of ? ? nuvi 2 
. Srap, No, 2007. | 

Gr. What, 2000. Dutch, ha? nil 

Scap, Noy Sir, I mean Zagtiſh Money,. zool. ſterling. +: - 

Gr. I'th Devil's Name, -what buſinels had he a Ship-poard ? 
Confounded Ship-board. p 

Scap. This Ship-board ſticks in his Stomach. 

Gr, Hold —_— I remember I received the very Sum juſt now 
in Gold, but did not think Iſhould have parted-wirhit ſo:ſoon. 

He preſents Scapin his Purſe, but will not let it go, and ip his $xan- 

ſportments,pulls his Arm to and frowhilſt Scapin reaches tit... 

Scap. Ay, Sir. 

Gr. But tell the Captain, he isa Son of a Whore. 

Scap, Yes, Sir. X 

Gr. ADogbolt. 

Scap. Iſhall, Sir. 

Gr. A Thief, a Robber, and that he forces me to pay him 
2001, contrary toall Law or o_ 

Scep. Nay, let mealoge with him, 

Gr. ThatTI will never forgive him, dead oralive. 


Scap. Very good. E ; : | 
Gr. And that if ever Ilight on him, Plf murder him privately, 


Scap. t,Sir. [He pats np his Purſe and is going away. 

Gr. Not make haſt, and 89 redeem my Son. 

Scap. Ay, but dye hear, Sir ? Where s the Money ? 

Gr. Did{not giveitthee? 7 

Scep. Indeed, Sir, you made me believe you would, but you 
forgot, and pur it up in your Pocket again. 

Gr. Ha-— my griefs and fears for my Soamake me doIknow 
not what. | 

Seap. Ay, Sir, I ſee it does indeed. 

Gr. What a Devil did he do Ship-board ?—Damn'd Pyrate, 
damn'd Renegade, alt the Devils in Hellpurſue thee, _ 

Scap. How eafily a Mifer ſwallows a Load, and how difficultly 
he di $2 Grain ? But I'll aotleavehim fo, he's ike to pay 1n 
other Coyn, for tellingTales of at” his Son, DO 
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| Enter Oct. and Leander. 

Sap. Well,Sir, I have ſucceeded in your Buſineſs, 
there's o0/. which Ihave ſqueez'd out of yourFather: 

OF. Triumphant Scepin. 

Scap. But for you Ican do nothing - [7oLeander. 

Zea, Then may Igohang my felt, Friends both adieu. 

Scap. D'ye hear, d'ye hear, the Devil has no ſuch neceſſity 
for you yet, that you need ridePoſt, With much adol've got 
your Buſineſs done too. 

Lea. Ist poſſible ? 

Scap.. But on condition that you permit me to revenge my (elf 
on your Father, for the Trick he has ſerved me. 

Zea, With all my heart, at thy own ducretion, good honeſt 
Scapin. 

Scap. Hold your hand, there's 200 /. 

Zea, My thanks are too many to pay now ; Farewel dear Sonof 
Mercury, and be proſperous. . 

Scap. Gramercy Pupil : Hence we gather, 

Give Son the Money, hang up Father. 


The End of the Second At, 


fo Octavian, 


AR Third. Scene Firlt. 


Znter Lucia and Clara. 


Lucia. WAS ever ſuch a Trick play'd, for us to run away 

from our Governefles, where our careful Fathers 
had placed us, to follow a couple of young Gentlemen, only be- 
cauſe they ſaid they loy'd us, think 'twas a very nobleEnterprize? 
I amafraid the good fortune we ſhall get by it, will very hardly 
recompence-the reputation we have lott by it. 

Clar. Our greateſt ſatisfa&ion is, that they are Men of faſhion. 
andcredit, and for my part Ilong ago reſoly'd not1io Marry any 
other, nor ſuch a one neither, till I had a perte& confkrmation 
of = Love, and'twas an aſſurance of -Of7aviar's that brought me 
hither. . | | | 

Zacis, | muſt confeſs, I had nolels a ſence-of the Faith and Ho- 
gour cf Leander. 

ar. 
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Clar.,But ſee it.not wonderful,that. & Circumſtances of our 
Fortune ſhould be fo near ally'd, and*qur felves ſo much Stran- 
gers. Beſides, if I miſtake not, .I ſee ſoiniething in, Zeander, fo 
muchreſembling a Brother of mine, of the ſame Name, that did 
not the time ſince Iſaw him make me fearful, Iſhould be often apt 
to call him fo. : 

Zacia, I have a Brother too, whoſe Name's Ofavian, bred in 
Ttaly, and juſt as my Father took his Voyage, return'd home ; not 
knowing where. to find me, I believe is the reaſon Thave not ſeen 
him yet : But if Tdeceive not my ſelf, there is ſomething in your 
Oftzvian, - that extreamly refreſhes my memory of him... 

Clar. I wiſh we might be ſo happy, as we are inclind to hope; 
but there's a ſtrange: blind ſide, in our Natures, which always 
makes us apt to believe what we moſt earneſtly deſire. 

Zxcia.. The worſt at laſt, is but to be forſaken by our Fathers 
and for my part, I had rather loſe an old Father than a young 
Lover, when I may with reputation keep him, and ſecure my ſe 
againſt the Impoſition of fatherly Authority. | 

Clar., How inſufferable it is to be ſacrificed to the Arms'of a nau- 
ſeous Blockhead, that has no other ſenſe,than ta eat. and drink 
when 'tis. provided for him, riſe in the morning,. and go to Bed at 
night, and with much ado be perſwaded-to keep himſelf clean. 

Lxcia. A thing of meer Fleſh and Blood, and that of. the worſt 
ſort too, with a ſquinting meager hang-Dog Countenance, that 
looksas if he always wanted Phyſick for the Worms. _ 

Clar, Yet ſuch their filly Parents are generally moſt indulgent 
to, like Apes, never ſo well pleas 'd,. as when tare fondling with 
their ugly Iſſue. ; 

Zxcis, Twenty to one, but to ſome ſuch charming Creatures, 
our careful Fathers had deſign'd us. | 

Clay. Parents think they do their Daughters the greateſt kind- 
neſs in the World, when they get them Fools for their Husbands, 
_ yetare very apt.to take it ill, if they-make the right uſe of 

em. 


Zaxcia. T'de no more be bound to-ſpend my days in Marriage tot © 
Fool, becauſe I mighit rule him, than F would always ride an Als, 
becauſe the Creature was gentle. | | 
$Clar, See, here's Scapix, asfull of Deſigns and Affairs, as aCal- 
low Stateſman at a Treaty of Peace. 

ap, Ladies!: 


Clari. 


© Clix, ON Monſizhr Scipid7 WHAPs flis reaſon you have been 

ſucha Ktahger df lags? en GS 
Scap. Why, faith” Ladies, Baſinefs, Buſine(s; Was taken op my 

"time, and ul Love an active life, love my Bufinels extreamly, 


- Zatia. Mcethinks tho, this ſhould be adifficalr place fora Man of 
your Excellencies to find imploymentin? _.. Anau | 
 Scap. Why, faith Madam, I'm never, ſhy to my Friends : My 
Buſineſs is, in ſhort, like that of all' other Men of Bufineſs, dili 
gently contriving how to play the Knave and Cheat, toger an ho- 
neſt Livelyhood. 

Clay. Certainly, Men of Wit and Parts need never be driven 
'to' indire&t Courles ? | | foe 
' - Scap. Oh Madam ! Wit and Honeſty , like Oyl-and Vinegar, 
with much ado mingled together, give a Reliſh to a good Fortune, 
and paſs well enough for Sauce, but are very thin Fare of them. 
'felves. No, give me your” Knave, your thorow-pac't Knave, 
hang his Wit, ſo h& be but Rogue enough. os nb 

Zucia. You'r grown very much our of humour with Wit, $«. 
Fiz , Thope, yours has done you no prejudice of late ? . 
Sap. No, Madam, Your Men of Wir are good for nothing,dull, 
lazy, reſtive Snails , tis. your undertaking, impudent, puſhing 
Fool, that cortimands his Fortune. *.., 

Cler. You ate very. plain and open in this Proceeding, what- 
ever you are in others. | | 

Scap. Dame Fortune , like moſt others of the Female Sex, 
(I ſpeak all this with rao to. your Ladiſhip ) is generally 
moſt 1ndulgent 'to 'the "nimble melted Block-Heads , Men of 
Wit are aot for hef turn,even too thoughtful when rhey. ſhould be 
Ative; why who beleives any man of wit to have ſo much as 
Courage. No Ladies, if y'ave = Friends that hope to raiſe them- 
ſelves, adviſe them ro be as much fools as they can, and they'l near 


want Patrons : And for honeſty, if your Ladiſips think fit to 
retire a little further , you ſhall ſee me perform upon a Gentleman 
that's coming this way. I 156 
Clara. Prithee Zxciaglet us Retreat a little and take this m__ 
w_ of ſome divertiſement : which hath been very ſcarce her 
tnacrto. | 


Fit! 
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 Pmex Shift with a Sack, 


Scap. Oh Shift! wt Lagots 715t ] nid 
Shift. Speak not too loud, my Maſters comung, . 
S:ap. Iam-glad ont, 1 ſhalt zeach him ca bexray the ſecrets of 


his Friend, if any mag-puts & trick upon he. without returp, may 
Toole this Noſe with the Pot, withoue the [pleaſure of getting, 
it; . we- a 

$h. I wonder at thy Valaur, thou art continually venturing 
that _ thine :- to the Indignity. of bruiles and indecent Ba- 
ſtinadoes. (1 

- roo in Adventures makes thern pleaſant whegac- 
compli | 

$h, But your Adventures how Comical ſever in the beginning, 
are ſure to be Tragical in the end. | 

Scap. Tis no matter, I hate your puſillantmous Spirit ; Revenge 
and Leachery are never ſo pleaſant as when you venture hard for 


them, begone : here comes my Man. 


Emer Giipe. | bi 
Oh Sir, Sir, ſhift for your ſelf, quickly Sir, quickly Sir, for Hea- 
vens ſake. | . 

Gr. What's the. matter Man? 1/// , LE 

 FScap; Heaven! is this a 1mne' to ask queſtions? + will you be 
rata inſtantly? 1 am afraid you'l be killed within theſe twa 
inutes. 

Gr. Mercy on me ! killed for what? 

Scap. They are every where ooking.out for you. 

Gr, Who ? Who?! (+ 1; ed. 

Sap. The Brother of 'her w hom your Son. has marry'd, hee's 
A Captain of a Privatere, who has all forts of Rogues, £agiyb, 
Scotch, Felſb, Iriſh, French, under his command ; and all ying 
n wait now, or feerching for you to kill you, becaule:you would: 
Null the Marriage ; they run up aid down, cryipg where 15-the 
Rogue Gripe, where is the Dog,where is the Slave Grrpe;they waggh 
tor you ſo narrowly that there's no getting home to your, Houle. 

Gr. Oh Scapin ! what ſhall I do? what will becomeof me? 

Scap. Nay Heaven knows, but if you come within their reach 
they't De—wit you, they'| rear you ip pieces: heark. 

Gr. Oh Lord / 


Sap, Hum 'tis none of them? pm 
"4 
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Gr. Canſt thou find no'way- for my Eſcape, dear Scapin ? 
Scap. Ithink I have found one. 
Gr. Good Scapin, ſhow thy ſelf aman now. 
Scap.” T ſhall venture being moſt immoderately beaten. 
Gr. Dear Scapin, do.zI will Reward thee bounteouſly : Ile giye 
thee this Suit when T have worn. it 8 or 9 Months longer, 
Scap. Liſten ! whoare theſe? 
Gr. God forgive me, Lord have Mercy upon us. - 
Scap. No, there's no body; look, it you'l ſave your life go into 
this Sack preſently. 
Gy. Oh! whoſe there ? 
Scap. No body : get into the Sack and ftir not, what ever hap- 
pens, Tle carry youas a Bundle of Goods through all your Ene. 


miesto the Majors houle, or the Caſtle? , 1 
Gr. An Admirable Invention, Oh ! Lord quick. $0 into the 
- Sack, 
Scap. Yes, *tis an Excellent Invention, if you knew all, keepin 4 
your Head, Oh here's a Rogue coming to look for you, F 


Scapin counterfeits « Welſhman, 
Do you hear, 7 pray you, where s Leander's Fathers, look you. 
tn his own Yoice. | P 
How ſhould I know , what would you have with him---[/ie cloſe, 
Have with him , look you ! her has no creat pus neſs, but her woud 
have ſatisf4(tions and reparations, look you, for Credits and Honours þy 
St. Tavy he ſhall zot put the Injuries and Afronts upon my Captains, 
look you now, Sir, r 
In his own Foyre. 4 
He Afront the Captain, he meddles with no Man. fa 
Zou lye Sir, look you,and hur will give you beatings aud chaſtiſements, 
for your Contraditions when hur Hells ploods up, look you, and hur wil th 
Cudgel your Packs and your Nottles for it, take you that pray you now. 


Flis own Yoyce, + Beat the Sack. Fe 
- Hold; Hold, will you Murder me; I know not wherg he is, 
not1.” : | | 


Hur will teach ſawty Facks how they profook Hur Welſe ploods and 
har Chollers : and for the old Rogue hur will have his Guts and his plood 
look you Sir, or har will never wear Zetk pon St. Taffyes day more,Jook 
Tr, +4 4 74 8, 


Hi 


Cheats of Sca'pin; 
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Oh 1 He has mand me, a dann'd Welch . 

Gr. You ? The Blows fell upon my Shoulders: Oh! Oh! 

Scap. "Twas only the end of the Stick fell on you, the main ſub- 
tantial part of the Cudgel lighted on me. py 

Gr. Why did you not ſtand further off ? 

Scap. Peace—Here's another Rogue, 


In 4 Lancaſhire DialeF, 


Scap. 2 aw Feller, with Sack theere, done yaw knav whear th avd 

Raſcart Graip is ? 
ot I ; but here isno Raſcal. 

Yaw Leen, yaw Dogue, yav knawn weel eenuh whear he is, ax yaw- 
2 Poly rag he is a foo Raſcatt as any is inaw the Tawn ; 75 tell « 

at oy Y , 

Not1, Sir, I krow neither, Sir, not I, - 

By th Mefs, an ay tack thee in hont, ay's raddle th'bones on thee, 
4y's keeble thee to ſome tune. | 

Me, Sir ? I'don't underſtand ye. | 

Why, Th awrt his Mon, thew Hobble, 71! faite th' Naſe o'thee. 

Hold, hold, Sir, What would you have with him ? 

Hhy, 7mun knock him dewne with my Kibbo, the firſt bawt to the 
grevnt, and then 7 nun beat him aw fo pep by th Meſs, and after Ay 
mus cut off the Zugs and Naes on en, Ay wot, hell be a pratty 
ſnatley Fellee, bawt Lugs and Naes, | 

Why, truly Sir, I know not where he is, but he went down 

t Lane. 


This Zone , ſan ye ? ys find him byr Tady , an he be above 
grawnt, % | | 
So, he's gone, a damn'd Zaxcaſbire Raſcal. 

Gr. Oh good Scepin ! goon quickly, 

Hold, here'sanother. [Gr. pops in his Head, 


1s an [iriſh 7ove. | I 
Doft thou hear S ack-may ?7 pridee fare is de dam Dog Gripe ? 
I His 
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Flu onn Yaice. 


Why, What's that to you ? What knowl. _ 

Fat's dat to me Joy ? By my ſoul Foy, Twill luy a great Blow upon 
thy Pate, and de Devil take me, but 7 will make thee know fare he ic in. 
deed, or I'l beat upox till thou doft know, by my ſalvation indeed. | 

Scap. Til not be beaten. 0 | 

Now the Devil take me, 7 ſwear by him that made me, if thou deft 
—_ fare # Gripe, but 7 will beat thy Father"'s Child very much 
indeed, | | | 

What would you have'medo? Icann't tell where he is. But 
what would you have with him?. . | 

' Fat would 7 have wid hinz ? By my fol, if 7 do ſee him, 7 will 
make Murther pon him, for my Captain's ſake. | 

| Fo do, Hell Not be mure its kts aan dd 

" tf Zo lay my Eyes upon him, tet my Sword into his Bow- 
els, 4s Devil take A inked, Fu haſt oy 4. Sack? Foy, by ny 
ſalvation 7 will look intoit,, meg? 

| But you ſhall not.. What have you to do with it? - 

By my ſoul Foy, 7 will put my Rapiey into it. | 

Gr. Oh! Oh! RD” yon} rick ogg 

Scap. Fatt it does grunt, by my ſalvation” ; de Devil take me, 7nil 
feet indeed. | --3--4pi | obs Eo 

You ſhall not ſee my Sack', Twill defend it with my life. 

Den 7 mill make beat my thy Body ; take that, Foy, and that, and 

that pon my ſoul,and fo 7 ao take my leave Foy, [Beats him in theSack, 

'. APlagne on him, he's gone, he has almoſt kfl'd me. 

p Gr. Oh ! Ican hold no longer , theBlows all feM on my Shoul: 
ers. | 

. Scap. You cann't tell me ; they fell on mine; Oh my Shoul- 

ers / | | | 

Gr. Yours? Oh my Shoulders / 

Scap. Peace, thare 2 coming, 


In 4 Loarfe Sea-man's Force: 


Where is the Dog ? F ll lay him on fore and aft, ſwinge him with 4 


Cat o nine tails, {Keel-hale, and then hang him at the Mam ZTard, 


FO 


: heres por 
| 2 ; eg Wilks ys? »114 i pF 3: _ ' ag 


- 26 REA. Begin,” D 


Hf dere be no more Men in England, Zvill kille him, 7 vill pe my 
Repire in his Body, and vill give him two rec puſbe in de guree. 


Here Scapin Aits 4 Number of &'m together. 


He mun zo this wa 0'th' right hand, no toth' left hand ——- 
lye clole— Geared, ev ry where by my ſelvation,7 will kill the 
dam Dog and we do catch en, we'll tear 'en in pieces, an Mp heer 
he went thick way no, ſtreight forward, Hold; here is his fan, 

where's your Maſter -Dam me, where ? in Hell ? fpeak—— 
page no ſo furiouſly —— «xd you don't tell us where he is,we'llmur. 
der thee 


Do what you will, Gentlemen, I know not. - 
Lay him on thick, thwack him ſoundly. | 
Hold, hold, do what you will, A Tifacres betray iny / Maſter: þ- 
Knock en down, beat'en zowndly, to'en, at'en, at en, at.” 
[4s he is going to ftrike,Gripe peeps out and Scapin takes'to his heels. 
Gr, of Ds. Traitor, Villain ! Is this your Plat ? Would you 
have murder'd me,Rogue*Unheard of Timpudence. { Zncer Thrifty. 
Oh Brother 7hrifty" \ Fou come to ſee mt ſoadets with ; 
- Villain Scaps 1+ be as, asI am ſenſible now, cheated me. IT yh 
this beatin brin s all into my memory. , 
Th, The 3 ne Varlet has gud me of the fameSum dns 
Gr. Nor was hecontent tote _ _ /burkath abus'dme 
at that barbarous rate, that Tama 0908 it ; ; but he ſhall pay 


forit ſeverely. © 
7h. But this is not all, Brother, one Misfartune. is the fore- 


runner of another : Juſt now I received Letters from Zowaon, that 
both our Daughters have run away» from their Governeſles, with 
rwo wild debaucht young Fellows, tharrkogefelt: 13 wore _ 


Ever Lucia. and Clara. 
| "LS 
Luc. Was ever (0 malicicus pts en—Hal &—-Sure: 
H if I miftake not, that we w DEN) 
C!a. Andthe other <ohormnad aadeat: 2ni1 


Luc, Blels us! pe dyy wendtknowot 16? 11:9 
I 2 Cla, 


_— 


| $a "I 
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 Cla, What will they fay to find us here ? 
Zxc. My deareſt Farher, Welcometo Zxg/avd, : 
Zh. My Daughter Zuxce ? 
£xc, The lame; Sir. 
Gr. My Clara here too? . |. | 
Cla, Yes, Sir, and happy to ſee your ſafe Arrival, 
Zh, What ſtrange deſtioy hasdireRed this happineſs to us? 
Enter Octavian. 
Gr. Hey day ! 
7h. Oh Son ! 7 havea Wife for you. 
Os Good Father , All your Propeſitioas are vain ; I muſt 
needs be free, and tell yau, Iam | 
Zh, Look you'now , 4s. not this very fine ? Now 7 have a.mind 
tqbe merry, and be friends with you, you'l not let menow, will 
you? Ztell you, Mr. Gripe's Daughter here 
OF. Ile never marry Mr. Gripe's daughter, Sir, as long as [ 
Live ; No,yonder's the that I 'muſt Love, and can never Entertain 
the thoughts of any other. 6; 
Cla. Yes Oifavian, | have at laſt met with my Father, and all 
our tears and troubles are at an end. 
. Thr, Law ye now, you would be wiſer than the Father that 
begot yau;” would you ? did not Labways lay you ſhould marry 
Mr. Gripes'daughter But you do not know your Siſter Zace ? 
- O#. Unlook'd for blefling;why ſhe's my friend Zeander's Wife! 
Zhr. How Leander's Wile. 
Gr. What my Son, Zeander ?. 
_ Gr. Todeed : well-Brother. #brifty,. tis true, the Boy was al- 


ways a good natur'd Boy. Well now am I fo overjoyed, that / 


could laugh: till I fhdok amy ſhoulders, but that 7 dare nor they 
2re ſo fore... But look here he comes. 
7 ” 3-0 w_ tiath nOfOOORPR; LL a 
zs, Sir, | 00mg, dl fe my marTiage: 1s dilcove- 

red , nor would : Mee ; Have longer ed 77 , this 15 my 
Wife, and 7 muſt awa het, 

Gr. Brother Zhrifty did you. eyer ſee the like, did you ever 
feethe hke ? He?- 715: - M136! oy ; 7 

Zhr. Own her quote why; kiſs her,kif her,Man,oddsbodd+ 
kins, when Ewas: a:yeung: fellow and was firſt married , did 
nothing elſe for three months. O-my conſcience I got my Boy 


— es - kf 
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044, there; the. firſt night before the. Curtaines were quite 
drawn / - 

Gr. Well, tis his Fathers nowne Child , Juſt ſo Brother was it 
with me upon my Wedding day, I could not look upon my dear 
without bluſhing » but when we were 2 ha mercy upon 
us—- butT le ſay no more; 

Leap. Is them my Father Reconcil'd to me. 

Gr. Reconcil'd ta thee, why 7 love thee at my beart man, at 
my heart, why 'cis my r Thrifty's daughter, Mrs, Lace, 
whom / always defignd for thy Wite, and that's thy Siſter Clz- 
14 married to Mr. O#«. there. : | 

Lean. Oitavianare wethen Brothers? there is nothing: that 7 
could have rather wiſht after the Compleating of my happineſs 
with my charming Lacis. 

Zhr. Come Sir, hang up.your complements in -the Hall at 
home, the old and -our of faſlioa : Sh5+ go to the Inn-and 
beſpeak a Supper may coſt more Money than Z have ready'topay” 
fort, for 7 am reſolved to run in debt to night. 

Sh, 7 ſhall obey your commands Sir. z 

Thr, Then d'you hear, ſeod out and muſter up all the Eidlers, 

Blind of not Blind, Drunk or- Sober) in the Town, let not fo 
(much-as the Roaſter of Tunes, with his crack'd Cymbal .in @; 
Caſe; eſcape ye. | . 

Gr, Well what would I give now for the fellow that ſings the 
Song at my Lord Mayors Feaſt, I my ſelf would make an Epitha- 
lamium by way of Sonnet, and he ſhould ſet a Tune. to it,, twas 
the pretty'ſt he had laſt time, 

Emer Sly. 
+ Sy: Oh Gentlemen here is the ſtrangeſt accident fallen. out. . 


Zhr. What's the matter. 
wy by'3: 


Sly. Poor Scapin, | h 
Gr, Ha ! Rogue let him be hang'd, I'le hang him 
Sy. Oh Sir, that; trouble you may ſpare, for 


place where they were building , a great fone tell- upon! his) 
head and broke his Scull fo, you may tee his Braines.. 
Thy, Where is he? 
Sly; Yonder he comes... 


Emer : 


62 Chiigts' of Scipin: » 


- Enter Scapin' bitween two,*his Head wrap'd up in Zinnen 4 * 

if be had beemw wounded _ 

-« Seap, Oh re ! Oh' me !'Genitlemen you fee 'me; you ſee' me 
ina {ad Condition, cut off like a Flower in the prime of my 
yeats : Bur yet I could not dye without the pardon gf thoſe that 
I have wrong'd, yes Gentlemen 7 beſeech, you to orgive me all 
the injuries that I have done; but mofe Ehpecially; beg of you 
Mir. 7ifty;-and my good Maſter Mr. Gripe.,” 

. Zhr, For my part, I pardon thee freel o, and dye in peace, 

Steep. But?*ris you Sir, Lhave moſt ofknded, by the inhumane 
Baſtinadoes which 

Gr. Ptithee ſpeak no more of it, 1 forgive: thee too. 

- Scap. Twas a moſt wicked Inſolence in'me, that I ſhould with 
Vile Crab-tree Cudgel 

= Piſh,no more,l ſay I am Satisfied. 

Scap. ' And now ſo near my death *cis an unſpeakable grief that 
Thauld dare tolift my hand againft—— 
Fe Hold thy Peace, or dye quickly, 1 tell thee I have forgot 

Scap. Alas! how good a man you are ! But Sir, d'you pardon 
me freely and from the bottom of your Heart, thole mercylels 
drubs that — 

Gr. Prithee ſpeak no'more of it. 1 forgive thee freely,here's my 
hand -upon't. . [Pullsoff his Cp. 

Sczp.-Oh! Sir, how much your Goodneſs Revives me! 

Gr, Hows that! Friend take Notice I'pardon thee, but 'tis up- 
on Condition that you are ſure to dye! 

Scap. Oh me! I begin to faint apain. 

*17hr;1Come, ke Brother, never let ' Revenge imploy your 
thoughts now, torgive him, forgive him without any Condl- 
tion. 

Gr. A dewee on't Brother, as I/hope to be fay'd he beat me 
baſely and (curvily, never ſtir he. did ; Burfinoe you will have: it 
ſ&[Idoforgive him.” -- - 

Thr. Now'thett let's to ſupper, and in our mirth _—_ and for- 
get all troubles, 

T., .Ay,and let them carry me to the Lower End of _ able. 

erein my Chair of State, Tle ſit at eale, 

And cat and drink, that I may dye in Peace. A Dance. 


The Eud. 


—_—  —— 


Epilogue. 


Spoken by Mrs. Mary Lee, 


whea ſhe. was out of Humour. 


Ow little do you gueſs what 7"mrto ſay? 
H Zm not to ask you how like res, Play ; 


For you muſt know, I've other bus'ne ſs now : 

It is to tell ye, Sparks, how we like you. 
How happy were we when in bumble guiſe, 
Tou came with honeſt Hearts andharmlefi Eyes : * 
Sate without Noiſe and Tumult inthe Pit : | 
Oh what a pretions Fewel then was Hit ! 
Tho now tis grown. ſo common, let me aye, 
Gentlemen os ro keep it company. 
Tndulgent Nature has too bounteous been, 
Your too much Plenty is become your Sin, 
Time was ye were as meek as now y are proud, 
Did not in curſt Cabals of Criticks croud, + © 
Nor thought it witty to be very loud , 
But came t0 ſee the —_ would ſhun : 
Tho now ſo fondly Antick here y are grown. 
T"invert the Stages purpoſe, and its Rules: 
Make us Spet#ators, whilſt you play the Fools, 
Equally. witty as ſome valiant are; 
The ſad defeits of both are expos'd here, 
For here you {Cenſure, whodi{dain towrite, 
As ſome make Quarrels here, that ſcorn to fight. 

The rugged Souldier that from War returns, 
And ſtill with* heat of former Attion burns, 
Let him but hither come to ſee a Play, 
Proceeds an Zrrant. Conrrier in 4 dsy.. - 


Shall 


Epilogue. 
Shall ſteal from th' Pit, and fly upto the Box, 
T7 cy impertinent wet Zawlry Manx :* 
Tille're aware the Bluft Fer falls its love q © 
And Hero grows as harmleſs as « Dove. 

With us the kind remembrance yet remains, 
HFhen we were entertain'd i Sceves; 
Though now glas we muſt your tbſence mourn, 
Hhilſt nought but Quality will ſerve your turn. 
Damn'd Quality ! that uſes poaching Arts, 
And (as 'tis ſaid) comes mask dtoprey on hearts, 
The proper uſe of Vizors ance was made, 
Hhenonly worn by ſuch. as own'd the 7 rade : 
T hough now all mingle wich 'em ſo together, 
T hat you can hardly know the one from t other. 
But 'tis no matter, on, purſue Game, 
Till wearied you return at laft andtame ; 
Xnow then twill be our turn to be ſevere, C 


| Formhen y ave left your Stings behind you there : 
Zou lazy Drones, ye ſhan't have harhoar here. 


ems 
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The Coxrtiers Calling : Shewing the Art of Living at Comt, accordingto | 
the Maximes of Policy and Morality. © By a Perfon of | Honour. 12. 
Price 1 ſh, 6d. a8 6 

The Art of making Love, Or, Rules for the Condu@ of Ladies and Gal- 
lants in their Amours. 4125. Pxice 1 5. - SUTRA HASTE IT ; 

Don Carlos Prince of Spain. A, Tragedy, Atcdatthe Dukes Theatre. Writ- 
ten by Tho, Otway, Prite 1 5, + 5" 4 
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piſtle Dedicatory 


a_Patron $9 with him, 
ES, witer: as ihe 


to vina:cate the Royal Canſe, that goodi'und fit | Hi to gs Crows, 
may neuter be, lo for want of Py SIS , May He, beve, comraze and 
condutt, fit to op e's Ba andigerri q bj at home ; 
and that all theſe "may be fo more $4 may He nev g the 


Spring-time of his years, when thoſe growing Vertves owrhn with care to 
be cheriſh'd, 1n-order to their, ripening; may h1-nover mmget with vition; 
Natures, or the towgnes 0 of faiths, (pl dnrfpidferte =e7 my; ens : 
To.conclud: ; may He A, &s and of. Fortune ( with br; Ho- 
nowr ) ſhall he os able to Fs And may your Grace, who aye ſo good 
a Miſtreſs, andſo ms a Parrond never mect with a _— gy Ser 


vint, than, | 
Madam, rs F b 
Tow Graces omtirely 
as Dpvoted Creature, . 
| Aer ctr ts 
je as Dena 
Ditke of 'Yenice, +  * Mr. D:Wiliams.. 
Priuli, Fatherto Bebwidera, a” Mr, Bowman. | 
Senatour, a iy 
Antonio, A fine Speakers a" » Mr. x | | 
the Senate, me ory 
affeir, : _ + +408 Divide: © To] Bs , 0 us & 
lie Yr; 24 1 + "Mir. Swich,"s ELIE. _ ar | 
"7-5-0008 Met owe 
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A th m_— ; 2 ws — Mr. Pots > bs : 
Fog _ = <5:3 ww, V | i 988 us bor my 
08, 24; i HOES LE no ow 4 
'N evelligo,. | "> confpir {tp *B un 6 oF ny ob Qs _ 
Durang, Fu $i.eh tt ue aaunyl i vt Spied on ' ane 
era, k 2a w— ot adobe + whe ipds. 
Bramveil, os 0 19.08" WF.29) hits ab. 110d 
Ternon,, |. vowewins. ta +4 
Brabt, —_— , _— — =P <Ibpt yo | 
"Bebvidera; © © + ©7008 8 Mey (ts 39t v; 431.9 wht 
Aquinas, ; ” (44 0 Mir Wer" &T +267 %4 LEG » 
e022 24 wn ER IRETY ” - 2&5 mz 
TwaWameis ecendante en Babad ak. ON, © 4 2» ak os 
Two Women;: Servants to:Agvil/ine, nc. wr. 212 were 263 
The Council of Ten, 1423" \ = <7 2 TT, 


Officer. Eat ' Guards, % 4%. Wha Friar; AY + vw wb, wo Tk 
Executioner and Rable, : 


P,.R-O-L,O.G UE. 


N theſe diſftrafted times, when each man dreads 
1% bloudy [[ratagems of buſic heads. z R FR FES, " 
when we have fear d three years we know pot what, | 
Till witneſſes begin to die oHh rot, 
what made our Poet medadle with a Plot ?- 
was't that he fanſy 4; for the wery ſake 
And name of Plot, his tr fling iy might take ? 4 
For there's not in't one Inch-beard Evidence,” hg tet” 
But *tis, he ſays, to reaſon plain and ſenſe, c Hg 
And that he thinks a plauſible defence. . 
were Truth by Senſe and Reaſon to be try @, 

Sure all our Swearer: might be laid aſide : 

No, of ſmch Tools our Author has no need; 

To make his Plot, or may his Play ſmereed; 

He, of black Bills, has no prodigious Tales, © | 
Or Spaniſh Pilgrims caſt a-ſhore in Wales ; 
Here's not one murther'd Magiſtrate at leaſt, 
Kept rank like Ver'ſon for a City feaſt, a A 
Grown four days ſtiff, the better to-prepare” y 8.3 
And fit his plyant lumbs to ride'in Chae, & IR. , "41% 
Tet here's an Army rais d; thnugh under ground, ts 
But no man ſeen, nor one Commiſſion fonnd 3 

Here if a Trajtour too, that's verypld,” 

Turbulent, ſubtle, miſchitvons andibold, :- . : 
Bloudy, revengeful, and to crown.1 partgr. s 
Loves fumbling with 4 wench, with aW'his heart x 

Till after having many changer paſy\dj * ASD 
In ſpight of Age ( thanks Heaven) js hang's at laſt : - 
Next is a Senatonr that keeps a whore, © © 

In Venice none 4 higher fie bore z 

To lewdneſs every night the Litcher ran, . 
Shew me, all London, («ch another man, c 
Match him at Mother Creſwolds if you can, 

O Poland, Poland ! had it been thy bot, 

T' have heard in time of this Venttian Plot, 
Thos ſurely choſen haaſt one K pelo thence, 
And 0n0þr'A them as thou haſt Deland ſince. 
TW4-” : EPI. 
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HE Text is done, and now for Application, 
nh —— 


#-- as ae 
4 > . ir 5 


- 


. oor when that's ended paſs 
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Jatkurh fuer batfe told ſe 
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And thengh biz 6 l 
Ex voy +! cooper... ns I 
And ſerwes a canſe too good to let him fear : 
He fears no , au incens' d Drabb, 
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Have now ſet forward and their comr(e began ; 


And while that Prince's ace, 
Ast e bad bis - 
Darſt their baſe fears but look him in the face, 


9d w{c his Perſon as they've ui'd bis Faxes 

44 ored ye pncanems; read - : 
[7 cat Martyr's, whoſe rit t 

That hes rebellions hate ba retain, byſeed ach ok 

And in his Son would menerther Hins ag ain : F 

With indignation then, let each brauc heart, 

Rouſe and nnite to take bis injard part 1 243 

Till Royal Love and Goodne's call him hone, "26h 

And Songs of Triumph meet bim as be come | 

Tull Heaven his Honour and our Peace reftore, 

And Villas never wrong his Vertue more. 
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ACT I. Scene L 


Enter Priuli and Jaifeie:.. 
Pris, moret- I'll hear no more and | . We 
N, * Not hear me1 by mp ling bu you hall 
my Lord!. I'm not 2 ap 


___ You me: Patience} where's the diftance throws- 


Seduc'd the weakneſs of my Age's Darlngs. -—Þ © 
My only Child, and ftole-her from my; boſome: - 
Oh Belvidere !* y_ 


| Tistom her, . 
Your name Extin&, nor no more Prieds beard of, . 
You may remembers. ſcarce-five years.are paſt, , nos: 


(3 


Since in your Brigandine you ſail'd to ſee 


The Adrs dby aurDukes? ey » a 4, 
ParFqurs «46-1 YouruRkilful Pitor®* "9 FH 


Dafſh't us upon a Rock ; when tg your Boat 


| I next, _ 
' As MeRtoowFr bhggonjrhe rd] ${Lh FBLJ 
2 choſe 'roff into oh o] % bf 2 


When inſtantly I plung'd into the Sea, 

And buffeting the Billows to her reſeue, 
Redeem'd her Life with half the loſs of mine, 
Like a rich Conqueſt irenehand I bore her, 

And with the other daſſit the ſawcy Waves, 

That throng'd and preſttorob-me of my prize: 

I brought her, gave hero your deſpairing Arms; 


Indeed you thankt me z but a nobler gratitude IT £7 


Roſe1tn her ſoul: for fromthat hour ſhe loy'd me, 
Till for her-Life ſhe paid mewith her ſelf. © I 
Pris, .You:ſtole her from me, like a Thief you ſtole her, 

At dead of night; that curſed hour you choſe - 
To rifle me of all my Heartheld dear. 
May all your Joys in her prove falſe like mine; =_——_ 
A ſteri! Fortune, and abarren Bed, | 
Attend you both ; Continualdiſcord make 
Your Days and Nights bitter and grievous: Still 
May the hard hand of avexatioug Need Wu, 
Oppreſs, and grind you ; till at laſt you-find 
The Curſe of Difobedience all your Portion. 
7aff. Halfof your Curſe" you have beſtow'd in vain, 
Heav'n has already crown'd our faithful Loves 
With a young Boy, ſweet as his mothers Beauty : 
May he live to prove more Gentle than his Grandfire, 
And happier than his Father ! | | | 
Pris. Rather live 5 | 
To bait thee for his bread, andQin-your ears” ', 
With hungry Cries : Whilſt his unhappy Mother 
Sits down and weeps in bitterneſs of want. 
7aff. You talk as if it would pleaſe you. 
Prig, Iwould by Heav'n, (5 
Once ſhe was dear indeed ; the:Drops that fell 
From my ſad heart, when ſhe forgot her Duty, » 14 
The fountain of my Lifewas not Yo precious; as of; 
Bur ſhe is gone, and ifIlam a man. L will forget her, 
Zaff. Would I were in my Grave. 
Prin. And ſhe too with thee ; * 
- For, living here, you're but my curs'd Remembrancers 
Lance was happy, - *-** 47 | 
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9,f. You uſe me thus, becauſe you know my ſoul 
Is fond of Belvidera : You perceive 
My Life feeds on her , therefore thus you treat me ; 
Oh ! could my Soul ever have known ſatiety : 
Werel that Thief, the doer of ſuch wrongs 
As you upbraid me with , what hinders me, 
But I might ſend her back to you with Contumely; 
And court my Fortune where ſhe wou'd be kinder ! 
Pris, You dare not do't,— 
aff. Indeed, my Lord, 1 dare not. 
My heart that awes me is too much my Maſter : 
Three years are paſt ſince firſt our Vows wereplighted, 
During which time , the World muſt bear me witneſs, 
I have treated Belvidera like your Daughter, 
The Daughter of a Senator of Yexice ; 
DiſtiaCtion, Place, Attendance and Obſervance, 
Due to her Birth, ſhe always has commanded ; 
Out of my little Fortune I have done this 
Becauſe ( though hopeleſs ere to win your Nature ) 
The World might fee, I lov'd her for her ſelf, 
Not as the Heireſs of the great Prinli. — 
7aff. Yes! all, and then adieu for ever. 
There's not a Wretch that lives on common Charity 
But's happier than me: for I have known 
The Luſcious Sweets of Plenty ; every night 
Have ſlept with ſoft content about my head, 
And never waked bur to a joyful morning, 
Yet now muſt fall like a full Ear of Corn, 
Whoſe bloſſom ſcap'd, yer's withered in the ripening, 
Pris, Home and be humble, ſtudy toretrench ; 
Diſcharge the lazy Vermin of thy Hall, 
Thoſe Pageants of thy Folly, 
Reduce the glittering Trappings of thy Wife 
To humble Weeds, fit for thy little ſtate ; 
Then to fome ſuburb Cotrage both retire ; 
Drudge, to feed loathſome- life : Ger Brats, and Starve _ 
Home, home, I fay. [ Exit Priuli, 
7f. Yes, if my heart would let me— 
This proud, this ſwelling heart : Home would go, 
But that my Dores are hateful to my eyes, 
FilPd and dammwd up with gaping Creditors , 
Watchful as Fowlers when their Game wilt ſpring; 
I have now not 5o Ducats in the World, 
Yer ſtill Lamin love, and pleas'd with Ruin, 
Oh Belvidera | oh ſhe's my Wife 
And we will bear our way ward Fate together , 
Bur ne'er know Comfort more. 
| B | Enter 


Pris, No more! 
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Entey Pierre, 
Pierr, My Friend good Morrow ! 
How fares the honeſt Partner of my Heart ? 
What , melancholy! not a word toſpareme ? 
aff. I'm thinking Prerre , how-that damn'd ſtarving Quality 
Call'd Honeſty , got footing in the World, 
Pierr. Why , pow rful-Villainy firſt ſer it up, 
For its own eaſe and ſafery : Honeſt men 
Are the ſoft eaſy Cuſhions 'on which Knaves 
Repoſe and fatten: Wereall mankind Villains, 
They'd ſtarve eachother; Lawyers wou'd want practice , 
Cut-Throats Rewards : Each man would kill his Brother 
Himſelf, none would be paidor hangd for Murder : 
Honeſty was a Cheat invented firſt 
To bind the Hands of bold deſerving Rogues, 
That Fools and Cowards might fit ſafe in Power, 
And lord it uncontroul'd above their Betters. - 
7aff. Then Honeſty is but a Notion. 
Pierr. Nothing elſe, _ 
Like wit, much talkt of, not to be defin'd : 
He that pretends to moſt too, has leaſt ſhare in't 3 
'Tis a ragged Virtue: Honeſty ! no more ont, 
aff. Sure thou art Honeſt ? 
Prerr. So indeed men think me ? 
But they're miſtaken Fefeir : I am a Rogue 
As well as they; 
A fine gay bold fac'd Villain, as thou ſeeſt me ; 
'Tis true, I pay my debts when they'r contracted ; 
I ſteal fom no man; would not cut a Throat 
To gain admiſſion to a great man's purſe , 
Or a Whores bed; 1'd not betray my Friend, 
To get his Place or Fortune: I ſcorn to flatter 
A Blown-up Fool above me, or Cruſh the Wretch beneath me; 
Yet, fafferr, forall this, I ama Villain! 7aff, A Villain —= 
Pierr, Yes a moſt notorious Villain : | 'T'Þ - 
To ſee the ſultring's of my fellow Creatures, 
And own my ſelf a Man: To ſee our Senators 
Cheat the deluded people with a ſhew 
Of Liberty , which yer they neer muſt taſte of; 
They fay, by themour hands are free from Fetters, 
Yet whom they pleaſe they tay in baſeſt bonds ; : 
Bring whom they pleaſe toInfamy and Sorrow ; o 
Drive us like Wracks down the rough Tide of Power, 
Whilſt no hold's left to fave us from DeſtruCtion ; 
All that bear this are Villains; and I one, 
Not to rouſe up at the great Call of Nature, p 
And check the Growth of theſe Domeſtick ſpoilers, "<* 
That makes us flayes and tells us 'tis our Charter, | 
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aff. Oh Aquilina ! Friend, to loſe ſuch Beauty, 

The deareſt Purchaſe of thy noble Labours 

She was thy Right by Conqueſt, as by Love. 

Pierr. Oh 7affeir ! I'd fo fixt my heart upon her, 

That whereſoe er 1 fram'd a Scheme of Life 

For time to come, ſhe was my only Joy 

With which I wiſht to ſweeten future Cares , 

I fancy'd pleaſures, none bur one that loves 

And dotes as | did can Imagine like 'em : 

When in the Extremity of all theſe Hopes, 

In the moſt Charming hour of ExpeCtation, 

Then when our Eager Wiſhes ſoar the higheſt, 

Ready to ſtoop and graſp the loyely Game, 

A Haggard Owl, a Worthleſs Kite of Prey, 

With his foul Wings ſayl'd in and ſpoyl'd my Quarry: 
7aff. I know the Wretch,and ſcorn him as thou hat'ſt him, 
Prerr, Curſe on the Common Good that's ſo protected, 

Where every ſlaye that heaps up wealth enough 

Todo much Wrong, becomes a Lord of Right : 

I, who believ'd no III could cer come near me, 

Found in the Embraces of my Aquilins 

A Wretched old bur itching Senator ; 

A wealthy Fool, that had bought out my Title, 

A Rogue, that uſes Beauty like a Lampskin, 

Barely to keep him warm: That filthy Cuckoo too 

Wasin my abſence crept into my Neff, 

And ſpoyling all my Brood of noble Pleaſure. 
7f. Didſt thou not chace him thence ? 

Pierr, I did, and drove 

The rank old bearded Hirco ſtinking home: 

The matter was complain'd of in the Senate, 

I ſummon'd to appear, and cenſur'd baſely, 

For violating ſomething they call priviledge —— 

This was the Recompence of my ſervice: 

Would 1'd been rather beaten by a Coward ! 

A Souldier's nanny bg me his Religion, 

When that's profan'd, all other Tyes are broken, 

Thar even diſſolves all former bonds of ſervice, 

And from that hour I think my ſelf as free 

Tobe the Foe as cer the Friend of Venice 

Nay, Dear Revenge, when e'er thou call'ſt Iam ready, 
7aff. I think no ſafety can be here for Virtue, 

And grieve my Friend as much as thou to live 

In ſuch a wretched State as this of Yenicez” 

Where all agree to ſpoil the Publick Good, 

And Villains fatten with the brave man's Labours: 
Pierr, W&have neither Safety, Unity, nor Peace, 

For the folindation's loſt of Common Good ; B 2 
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Juſtice is lame as well as blind amongſt us; 
The Laws ( corrupted to their ends that make 'em ) 
Serve but for Inſtruments of ſome new Tyranny, 
That every day ſtarts up to enſlave us deeper: 
Now could this glorious Cauſe but find out friends 
Todo it right! oh {fir then might'ſt thou 
Nor wear theſe ſeals of Woe upon thy Face, 
The proud Prixl: ſhould be raught humanity, 
And learn to value ſuch a Son as thou art 
I dare not ſpeak! But my heart bleeds this moment! 
7af. Curſt be the Cauſe,thoughl thy Friend be parton't : 
Let me partake the troubles of thy boſom, 
For I am usd to miſery, and perhaps 
May tind a way to ſweeten't to thy ſpirit. 
Perry. Too ſoon it will reach thy knowledge- ---Zaff. Then from thee 
Let it proceed. There's Virtue in thy Friendſhip 
Would make the ſaddeſt Tale of ſorrow pleaſing, 
Strengthen my Conſtancy, and welcome Ruin. 
Pierr. Then thou art ruin'd ! aff. That I long ſince knew 
Land ill Fortune have been long Acquaintance, 
Perry, I paſt this very moment by thy doors, 
And found them guarded by a Troop of Villains ; 
The Sons of publick Rapine were deſtroying : 
They told me, by the ſentence of the Law 
They had Commiſſion to ſeize all thy Fortune, 
Nay more, Prixl:'s cruel hand hath ſign'd it. 
Here ſtood a Rufhan with a horrid face 
Lording it Fer a pile of mafly Plate, 
Tumbled igto a heap for publick ſale : 
There was another making villainous jefts 
At thy undoing ; he had ta'en pofefſion 
Ofall thy antienr moſt domeſtick Ornaments, 
Rich hangings, inrermixt and wrought with gold ; 
The very Bed, which on thy Wedding- night 
Receiv'd thee to the Arms of Belvidera, 
The ſcene of all thy Joys, was violated 
By the courſe hands of filehy Dungeon Villains, 
And thrown amongſt the common Lumber, _ 
Zaff Now thanks Heav'in-—— Pierr. Thank Heav'n! for what? 
Zaff. That 1 am not worth a Duca. 
Pierr. Curſe tay dull Stars,and the worſe Fate of Venice, 
Where Brothers, Friends, ard Fathers, all are falſe 
Where there's no truſt, notruth ; where no lonocence- 
Stoop's under vile Oppreſſion ; and Vice lords it : 
Hadft thou but een, as I did, how at laſt 
1hy Beavufeous Bulvid-ra, like a Wreich 
1 hat's com d to Barifſhment, came weeping forth, 
Shintag through Tears, like April Sun's in ſhowers | That 
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That labour to o'ercome the Clond thar loads 'em, 
Whilſt two young Virgins, on whoſe Arms ſhe lean'd, 
Kindly lookt up, and at her Grief grew ſad, 
As if they catcht the ſorrows that fell from her : 
Even the lewd Rabble that were gather'd round 
Toſee the fight, ſtood mute when they beheld her ; 
Govern'd their roaring throats and grumbled pity : 
Icou'd have hugg'd the greazy Rogues: They pleas'd me, 
2aff. 1 thank thee for this ſtory from my ſoul, 
Since now 1 know the worſt that can befall me : 
Ah Pierre! I have a Heart, that could have born 
The rougheſt Wrong my Fortune conld have done me : 
But when | think what Belvidera feels, 
The bitternel(s her tender ſpirit rafts of, 
I own my (elf a Coward ; Bear my weakneſs, 
If throwing thus my Arms about thy Neck, 
I play the Boy, and blubber in thy boſome. 
Oh! Iſhall drown thee with my Sorrows! Pzerr, Burn! 
Firſt burn, and Level Yeniceto thy Ruin, 
What ſtarve like Beggars Brats in froſty weather, 
Under a Hedge, and whine our ſelves to Death ! 
Thou, or thy-Caufe, ſhall never want afſiſtance, 
Whilſt I have Blood or Fortune fit to ſerve thee ; 
Command my heart : Thou art every way its maſter. 
aff. No: there's a ſecret Pride in bravely dying. 
Pierr, Rats die in Holes and Corners, Dogs run mad ;- 
Man knows a braver Remedy: for forrow : 
Revenge! the Attribute of Gods, they ſtampr it - 
With their great Image on our Natures ; die ! 
Conſider well the Cauſe that calls upon thee : 
And if thou art baſe enough, dye then : Remember 
Thy Belvidera ſuffers : Belwidera ! 
Dye——— Damn firſt what be decently interr'd 
In a Church-yard, and mingle thy brave duſt 
With ſtinking Rogues that rot indirty winding-ſheets, - 
Surfeit-ſlain Fools, the common Dung o'th' Soyl. 
aff. Oh ! Pierr, Well ſaid, out with't, Swear a little 
aff. Swear! By Sea and Air! by Earth, by Heaven and Hell, 


I will revenge my Belviderd's Tears ! 
Heark thee my Friend Priuli———is——-a Senator ! 
Pierr, A Dag! 7aff. Agreed. Pierr. Shoot him. 
{4 With all my hearr. | 
No more : Where ſhall we meet at Night? 
Piery, Tiltell thee; On the Xyaltoevery Night at Tweive 
I take my Evenings walk of Meditation, 
There we two will meet, and talk of precious 
Miſchief faff. Farewel, Pizrr, AtTwelve. 
F4f. At any hour, my plagues 
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Will keep me waking. CEx, Plery, 
Tell me why, good Heav'n, 
Thou mad'ſt me what am, with all the Spirir, 
Aſpiring thoughts and Elegant defires 
Thar fill the happieſt Man ? Ah! rather why 
Did'ft thou not form me ſordid as my Fate, 
Baſe minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdens? 
Why have I ſence to know the Curſe that's on me ? 
Is this juſt dealing, Nature ? Belwidera! [ Enter Belyidera, 
Poor Belvid:ra! Belvid, Lead me, lead me my Virgins! 
To that kind Voice. My Lord, my Love, my Refuge! 
Happy my Eyes, when they behold thy Face: 
My heavy heart wi!l leave its doleful beating 
Ar {ight of thee, and bound with ſprightful joys. 
Oh ſmile, as when our Loves were in their Spring, 
And cheer my fainting Soul. 7aff. As when our Loves 
Were in their Spring? hasthen my Fortune chang'd ? 
Art thou not Belvidera, ſtill the ſame, 
Kind, good, and tender, as my Arms firſt found thee ? 
If thou art alter'd, where ſhall I have harbour ? 
Where caſe my loaded Heart? Oh! where complain? 
Zelv, Does this appear like Change, or Loye decaying ; 
When thus I throw my ſelf intothy boſom, 
With all the reſolution of a ſtrong Truth : 
Bear's n«t my hearty as'twou'd alarm thine 
Toa new Charge of bliſs ; I joy more in thee, 
Thandid thy Mother when fhe hugg'd thee firſt, 
And bleſs'd the Gods for all her Travel paſt. | 
aff. Can therein Woman be ſuch glorious Faith ? 
Sure all ill ſtories of thy Sex are falſe; 
Oh Woman! lovely Woman! Nature made thee 
To temper Man: We had been Brutes without you, 
Angels are Painted fair, to look like you; ; 
There's in you all that we believe of Heav'n, 
Amazing Brightneſs, Purity and Truth, 
Eternal Joy, and everlaſting Love. 
Belw. If Love be Treaſure, we'll be wondrous rich ; 
I have ſo much, my heart will ſurely break with't ; 
Vows cannot expreſs it, when I wou'd declare- 
How great s my Joy, Il am dumb with the big thought ; 
I ſwell, and figh, and labour with my longing, 
Oh lead me to ſome Deſart wide and wild, 
. Barren as our Misfortunes, where my Soul | , 
May have its vent? wherel may tell aloud 
To the high Heaven's, and every liſt'ning Planer, 
With what a boundleſs ſtock my boſom 's ſrai:- it ; 
Wheze I may throw my eager Arms about t!1- <, 
Give looſe to Love with kiſſes, kindling ] IE 
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And let off all the Fires that's in my Heart, 
aff. Oh Belvidera! double I am a Beggar, 
Undone by Fortune, and in debt to rhee ; 
Want! worldly Want! that hungry meagerFiend 
Is at my heels, and chaces me in view; 
Can'ſt thou bear Cold and Hunger ? Can theſe-Limbs, 
Fram'd for the tender Offices of Love, . 
Endure the bitter Gripes of fmarting Poverty ? 
When baniſht by our miſeries abroad, 
( As ſuddenly we ſhall be) roſeek out 
( In ſome far Climate where our Names are ſtrangers ) 
For charitable ſuccour ; wilt thou then, 
When in a Bed of ſtraw we ſhrink together, 
And the bleak winds ſhall whiſtle round our heads; 
Wilt thou then talk thus to me ? Wilt thou then 
Huſh my Cares thus, and ſhelter me with Love ? 
Bely. Oh I will love thee, even in Madneſs love thee, 
Tho' my diſtracted Senſes ſhuuld forſake me, 
Fd find ſome intervals, when my poor heart 
Should ſwage it ſelf and be let looſe to thine. 
Though the bare Earth be all our Reſting-place, 
Its Root's our food, ſome Clift our Habitation, 
I'll make this Arm a Pillow for thy Head ; 
As thou ſighing ly'ſt, and ſwell'd with ſorrow, 
Creep to thy Boſom, pour the balm of Love 
Into thy Soul, and kiſs thee to thy Ret ; 
Then praiſe our God, and watch thee 'till the Morning. 
7aff. Hear this you Heav'ns, and wonder how you made her! 
Reign, reign ye Monarchs that divide the World, 
Buſy Rebellion ne'er wilHet you know 
Tranquility and Happineſs like mine ; 
Like gawdy Ships, th' obſequious Billows fall 
And riſe agaify, to lift you in your Pride ; 
They wait but for a ſtorm and then devour you : 
I, in my private Bark, already wreck'd, 
Like a poor Merchant driven on unknown Land, 
That had by chance packt up his choiceſt Treaſure _ 
In one dear Casket, and fav'd only that : 
Since I muſt wander furtheron the ſhore, 
Thus hug my little, but my precious ſtore ; 


Reſolv'd toſcorn, and truſt my Fate no more. [| Exeant, 
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Enter Pierre and Aquiling, 


Aquil. B” -all thy Wrongs, thou art dearer to my Arms 
Than all the Wealth of Yenice : Prithee ſtay, 


ht 


And let us love to Night,” Pierr, No: 
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Pierr. No: There's Fool, 
There's Fool about thee : When a Woman ſells 
Her Fleſh to Fools, her Beauty's loſt tome ; 
They leave a Taint, aſully where th'ave paſt, 
There's ſuch a baneful Quality about 'em, 
Even fpoyls Complexions with their own Nauſeouſneſs, 
Thev infect all they touch ; I cannor think 
Of taſting any thing a Fool has pall'd. 
Aquil. Iloath and ſcorn that Fool thou mean'ſt, as much 
Or more than thou can't ; But the Beaſt has Gold 
That makes him neceſſary : Power too, 
Toqualite my CharaQter, and poiſe me 
Equal with peeviſh Virtue, that beholds 
My Liberty with Envy: In their Hearts 
Are looſe as Iam ; But an ugly-Power 
Sits in their Faces, and frights Pleaſures from 'em. 
Pierr, Much good may'r do you, Madam, with your Senator, 
Aquil. My Senator! why, can'ſt thou think that Wretch 
E'er fill'd thy Aquilina's Arms with Pleaſure ? 
Think'ſt thou, becauſe I ſomerimes give him leave 
To foyle himſelf at what he is unfit for ; 
Becauſe I force my ſelf roendure and ſuffer him, 
Think'ft thou I love him? No, by all the Joys 
Thouever gay'ſt me, his Preſence is my Pennance ; 
The worſt thing an old Man can be's a Loyer, 
A meer Memento Mori to poor Woman, 
I never lay by his decrepit ſide, 
But all that Night I ponder'd on my Grave. 
Pierr. Would he were well ſent thither, 
Aquil. That's my wiſh too: 
For then, my Pierre, I might have cauſe with pleaſure 
To play the Hypocrite: Oh! how I could weep 
Over the dying UVotard, and kiſs him too, 
In bopes to {mother him quite z then, when the time 
Was come to pay my Sorrows at his Funeral, 
For he has already made me Heir to Treaſures, 
Would make me out-act areal Widows whining : 
How could 1 frame my face to fit my mourning ! 
With wringing hands attend him to his Grave, 
Fall ſmwooning on his Hearſe: Take mad poſleffion, 
Even of the Diſmal Vault where he lay bury'd, 
There like the Epheſian Matron dwell, till Thou, 
My lovely Soldier, comeſt to my Deliverance ; 
Then throwing up my Veil, with open Arms 
And laughing Eyes, run to new dawning Joy. 
Pierr, No more! I have Friends tomeet me here to Night, 
And muſt be private. As yu prize my Friendſhip | 
Keepup your Coxcomb: im not pry norliſten, Nor 
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Nor fisk about the Houſe as I have ſeen him, 

Like a tame mumping Squirrel with a Bell on ; 

Currs will be abroad to bite him, if you do. 
Agquil. Whar Friends to meet ? may I not be of your Council ? 
Pierr. How a Woman ask Queſtions out of Bed? 

Go to your Senator, ask him whar paſſes 

Amongſt his Brethren, he'll hide nothing from you: 

But pump not me for Politicks. Nomore! 

Give order that whoever in my name 

Comes here, receive Admittance:. ſo good night. 
Aquil. Muſt we neer meet again! Embrace no more! 

Is Love ſo ſoon and utterly forgotten ! 
Pierr. As you hence-forward treat your Fool, Ill thiak on't. 
Aquil. Curſt be all Fools, and doubly carſt my ſelf, 

The worſt of Fools Idie if he forſakes me ; 

And now to keep him, Heav'n or Hell inſtruft me. [ Exexnt 


SCENE The Ryalte. 


Enter Jaffeir, 
. Tam here, and thus, the Shades of Night around me, 
I look as if all Hell were in my Heart, 
Andlin Hell. Nay, ſurely 'tis ſo with me ; 
For every ſtep | tread, methinks ſome Fiend 
Knocks at my Breaſt, and bids it not be quiet: 
I've heard how deſperate Wretches, like my (elf, .t 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of Night 
To meer the Foe of Mankind in his walk : 
S''--T am ſoCurſt, that, tho' of Heav'n forſaken, 
.-0 wiinifter of Darkneſs cares to Tempt me. 
Hell1 Hell! why fleepeft thou? 
Enter Pierre, 
Pierr. SureI have ſtay'd too long: 
The Clock has ſtruck, and Imay loſe my Proſelyte. 
Speak, who goes there? 
aff. A Dog, that comes to howl ! 
At yonder Moon: What's he that asks the Queſtion ? 
Pierr. AFriend to Dogs, for they are honeſt Creatures, 
And neer betray their Maſters ; never Fawn 
On any that they love not : Well mer, Friend: F7affeir! 
7aff. The ſame. Oh Pierre! Thou art come in ſeaſon, 
I was juſt going to Pray. Piery. Ah that's Mechanick, 
Prieſts make a Trade on't, and yet ſtarve by it too: 
No Praying, it ſpoils Buſineſs, and time's pregious ; 
Where's Belvidera? aff. For a Day or two 
I've lodg'd her privately, 'til | ſee farther 
What Forrune will do with me? Prithee, Friend, 
If thou would'ſt haye me fit to hear good Council, 
Speak not of Belvider@———— C Pierr, Spe 
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Pierr, Speak not of her. 7aff. Ohno! 

Pierr, Nor name her. May be I wiſh her well, 

Zaff. Who well ? Pierr. Thy Wife, thy lovely Belvideras 
I hope a man may wiſh his Friends Wife well, 

And no harm done ! 
aff. Y'are merry Pverre ! Pierr. Tam fo: 
Thou ſhalt ſmile too, and Belvidera ſmile ; 
We'll all rejoyce, here's ſomething to buy Pins, 
Marriage is Chargeable. 7aff. I buthalf wiſhe 
To ſee the Devil,/and he's here already. Well! 
What muſt this buy, Rebellion, Murder, Treaſon ? 
Tell me which/way I muſt be damn'd for this. 

Pierr, When laſt we parted we had no qualms like theſe, 
But entertain'd each others thoughts like Men, 
Whoſe Souls were well acquainted, Is the World 
Reform'd fince our laſt meeting ? What new miracles 
Have happen'd? Has Prizl#s heart relenred ? 

Can he be honeſt? Faff. Kind Heav'n! let heavy Curſes 
Gall his old Age ; Cramps, Aches, rack his Bones ; 
And bittereſt diſquier wring his Heart ; 
Oh ler him live 'rill Life become his burden ! 
Let him grown under*t Fong, linger an Age 
In the worſt Agonies and Pangs of Death, 
And find its eaſe, but late, Perry. Nay,could'ſt thou not 
As well, my Friend, have ſtretcht the Curſe to all 
The Senate round, as to one fingle Villain ? 
7aff. Bur Curſes ſtick not : Could I kill with Curſing, 
By Heav'n I know not thirty Heads in Venice 
Should not be blaſted ; Senators ſhould rot 
Like Dogs on Dunghils ; but their Wives and Daughters 
Dye of their own diſeaſes. Oh for a Curſe 
To kill with! Pierr, Daggers, Daggers, are much better! 

7 aff. Ha ! Pierr. Daggers. 

7aff. Bur where are they ? Pierr, Oh, a Thouſand 
May be diſpos'd in honeſt hands in Venvce. 

Zaff. Thou talk'ſt in Clouds. 

Pierr, But yet a Heart half wrong'd 
As thine has been, would find the meaning, 7afferr, 

74ff. Athouſand Daggers, all in honeft hands ; 

And have not [ a Friend will ſtick one here ? 

Picrr. Yes, if I thought thou wert not to be cheriſhr 

Toa nodler purpoſe, I'd be that Friend. 

But thou haſt better Frierds, Friends, whom thy Wrongs 

Have, dc thy Friends z Friend worthy to be call'd ſo; 

I'll truſt thee witha fecret: There are Spirits 

This hour at work, But as rhouart a Man, 

Whoml have picktand choſen from the World, 

Swear, that thou wilt be true to what utter, 
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And when I have told thee, that which only Gods ; 
And Men like Gods are privy to, then ſwear, 

No Chance or Change ſhall wreſt it from thy Boſom. 

Zaff. When thou would'ſt bind me, is there need cf Oaths? 
(Green-ſickne(s Girls loſe Maiden- heads with ſuch Counters ) 
For thou art ſo near my heart, that thou may '|t ſee 
Its bottom, ſound irs ſtrength, and firmneſs to thee; 

Is Coward, Fool, or Villain, in my face? 

If I ſeem none of theſe, I dare believe 

Thou would/ſt not uſe me in a little Cauſe, 
For I am fit for Honour's tougheſt task ; 

Nor ever yet found fooling was my Province ; 
And for a villainous inglorious enterprize, 

I know thy heart ſo well, I dare lay mine 
Before thee, ſet it to what Point thou wilt. 

Pierr, Nay, It's a Cauſe thou wilt be'fond of Pffeir. 

For it is founded on the nobleſt Baſis, 

Our Liberties, our natural Inheritance ; 

There's no Religion, no Hypocriſie in't ; 

We'll do the Buſineſs, and ner faſt and pray for't: 
Openly act a deed, the World ſhall gaze 

With wonder at, and envy when it is done, © 

7aff. For Liberty! Pierr, For Liberty my Friend! 

Thou ſhalt be freed from baſe Prixlis Tyranny; 
And thy ſequeſtred Fortunes heal'd again. 
I ſhall be freed from opprobrious Wrongs, 
That preſs me now, and bend my Spiri: downward: 
All Yenice free, and'every growing Merit 
Succeed to its juſt Right: Fools ſhall be pull'd 
From Wiſdom's Seat; thoſe baleful unclean Birds, 
Thoſe Lazy-Owls, who (perch'd near Fortunes Top) 
Sit only watchful with their heavy Wings 
To cuff down new fledg'd Virtues, that would riſe 
To nobler heights, and make the Grove harmonious. 
7 aff. What can I do? Pierr. Can'ft thou not kill a Senator ? 
aff. Were there one wiſe or honeſt, 1 could kill/him 
For herding with that neſt of Fools and Knaves; 
By all my Wrongs, thou talk'ſt as if revenge 
Were to be had, and the brave Story warms me. 

Pierr. Swear then ! 7«ff. 1 do, by all thoſe glittering Stars 

And yond great Ruling Planet of the Night ! 

By all good Powrs above, and ill below! 

By Love and Friendſhip, dearer than my Life! 
No Pow'r or Death ſhall make me falſe to thee. 

Pierr, Here we embrace, and I'll unlock my Hearr, 
A Councel's held hard by, where the deſtruction 


Of this great Empire's hatching : There I'1! lead thee 
C2 | But 


4 Venice Preſerv'd, or 


But be a Man, for thou art to mix with Men 
Fit to diſturb the Peace of all the World, | 
And rule it when it's wildeſt—— 7aff. 1 give thce thanks 
For this kind warning : Yes, I will be a Man, 
And charge thee, Pierre, when &er thou ſee'ſt my fears 
Betray me leſs, to rip this Heart of mine 
Our of my Breaſt, and ſhew ir for a Cowards. 
Come, let's begone, for from this hour I chaſe 
All lirtle choughtrs, all tender hymane Follies 
Our of my boſom : Vengeance fhall have room: 
Revenge! Pierr, And Liberty! 
7aff. Revenge | Reverge—— [Exeant, 
The Scene changes to Aquilina's Howſe, the Greek Cartezan. 
Enter Renault, 
Renau!t., Why was my choice Ambition, the firſt ground 
A Wretch can build on? it's indeed at diſtance 
A good Proſpect, tempting to the View, 
The Height delights us, and the Mountain Top 
Looks beautiful, becauſe it's nigh to Heav'n, 
But we neer think how ſandy's the Foundation, 
What Storm will batter, and what Tempeſt ſhake us! 
Who's there ? Enter Spinoſa. 
Spino. Renawlt, good morrow ! for by this time 
I think the Scale of Night has turn'd the ballance, 
And weighs up Morning : Has the Clock ſtruck Twelve ? 
Rena. Yes, Clocks will go as they are ſer: Burt Man, 
Irregular Man's neer conſtant, never certain : 
I've ſpent at leaſt three precious hours of darknefs 
In waiting dull atrengance ; *'tis the Curſe 
Of diligent Virtue to be mixt like mine, 
With giddy Tempers, Souls but half reſolv'd; 
Spin, Hell ſeize that Soul amongſt us, it can frighten. 
Rena, What's then the cauſe that I am here alone ? 
Why are we not together ? 
Enter El:ot. 
O Sir, welcome ! 
You are an Eng! ſpman : When Treaſon's hatching 
One might have thought you'd not have been behind- hand. 
In-what Whore's lap have you been lolling ? 
Give but an Engliſhman his Whore and caſe, 
Beef and a Sea- coal fire, he's yours for ever, 
Eliot. Frenckman, you are ſawcy. Rena. How ! 
Enter Bedamore the Embaſſador, Theodore, Brainveil, Durand, 
Brabe, Revellido, Mezzana, Ternon, Retrofi, Conſpirators. 
Bedam, Ar difference, fye. | 
Is this a time for quarrels? Thieves and Rogues 
Fall out and brawl: Should Men of your high calling, 
Men ſeparated by the Choice of Proyidence, From 
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From the groſs heap of Mankind, and ſet here 

In this great Aſſembly as in one great Jewel, 

T'adorn the braveſt purpoſe it cer ſmild on; 

Should you like Boys wrangle for trifles ? Ren. Boys! 


Beda. Renaxlt, thy Hand | Ken. 1 chought I'd given my Heart 


Long ſince to every Man that mingles here; 
But grieve to find it truſted with ſuch Tempers, 
That can't forgive my froward Age its weakneſs, 
Beda. Eliit, thou once had'ſt Vertue, I have ſeen 
Thy #ubborn Temper bend with godlike Goodneſs, 
Not half thus courted: "Tis thy Nations Glory, 
To hugg the Foe that offers brave Alliance. 
Once more embrace, my Friends --- we'll all embrace ---- - 
U:ited thus, we are the mighty Engin 
Muſt twiſt this rooted Empire from its Baſis ! 


Totters it not already ?* Elior, Would it were tumbling, 
Bed. Nay it ſhall down : This Night we Seal its ruine. 
Enter Pierre. 


Oh Pizrre! thou art welcome! 

Come to my breaſt, for by its hop*s-thou look'ſt 

Lovelily dreadful, and the Fate of Yenice 

Seems on thy Sword already. Oh my Mars ! 

The Poets that firſt feign'd a God of War 

Sure prophecy d of thee. Pierr. Friends! was not Brutus, 
(I mean that Bratws, who in open Senate 

Stabb'd the firſt Ceſar that uſurp'd the World) 

A Gallant Man ? Rena. Yes, and Catgine too ; 
Tho ſtory wrong his Fame: for he conſpir'd 

To prop the reeling Glory of his Country: 


His Cauſe was good. Beds, And ours as much aboye it, 
As Renaxlt thou art Superior to Cethegae, 
Or Pierre to Caſſins, Pierr. Then to what we aim at 


When do we ftart? or muſt we talk for ever? 


Beda. No Pierre, the Deed's near Birth: Fate ſeems to have ſert- 


The Buſineſs up, and given it to our care, 
I hope there's not a heart nor hand amongſt us 

But is firm and ready, All. All! 

We ll die with Bedamore. Beda, Oh Men, 
Matchleſs, as will your Glory be hereafter, 

The Game is for a Matchleſs Prize, if won; 

If loſt, diſgraceful Ruine, Ren. Whar can loſe it? - 
The publick Stock's a Beggar ; one Venetian 

Truſts not another : Look into their Stores 

Of general ſafety z Empty Magazines, 

A tatter'd Fleer, a murmuring unpaid Army, - 

Bankrupt Nobility, a harraſt Commonalty, 
A FaCtious, giddy, and divided- Senate, - 

ls all che ſtrengrh of Yenice: Ler's deſtroy ir ; 
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Let's fill their Magazines with Arms to awe them, 

Man out their Fleer, and. make their Trade maintain it ; 

Let looſe the murmuring Army on their Maſters, 

To pay*themſelves with plunder ; Lop their Nobles 

To the baſe Roots, whence moſt of 'em firſt ſprung ; 

Enſlave the Rout , whom ſimarting will make humble, 

Turn out their droning Senate, and poſſeſs . 

That Seat of Empire which our Souls were fram'd for. 

Pierr, Ten thouſand men are Armed at your Nod, 
Commanded all by Leaders fir to guide 
A Battle for the freedom of the World; 

This wretched State has ſtarv'd them in its ſervice. 
And by your. bounty quicken'd, they 're reſoly'd 
To ſerve your Glory, and revenge their own ! 
Th have all their cifferent Quarters in this City, 
Watch for th' Alarm, and grumble 'tis ſo tardy. 

Beda. I doubt not Friend , but chy unweary'd diligence 
Has ftill-kept waking, and it ſhall have caſe; 

After this Night it is refolv'd we meet 
No more, *til! Yenice own us for her Lords, 

Picrr. How lovely the Adriatique Whore, 

Dreſt in her Flames , will ſhine! devouring Flames ! 

Such as ſhall burn her to the watery bottom 

And hifs in her Foundation. Beda, Now if any . 
Amongſt us that owns this glorious Cauſe, 
Have Friends or Intereſt, he'd with ro ſave, 

Let itbe told, the general Boom. is Seal'd ; 

But I'd forgo the Hopes of a Worlds Empire, 

Rather than wound the Bowels of my Friend. 

Pierr, 1 muſt confeſs you there have toucht my weakneſs, 
I have a Friend; hear it, ſuch a Friend! 

My heart was ne'er ſhut to him : Nay, Tl tell you, 
He knows the very Buſineſs of this Hour 

Bur he rejoyces in the. Cauſe, and loves ir, 

W' kave chang'd a Vow to live and die together, 

And He's at hand to ratify ithere, 

Ren. How ! all berrayd? , Pierr, No---I've dealt nobly with you ; 
I've brought my All into the publick Stock ; ; 
I had but one Friend, and him bl] ſhare amongſt you ! 
Reccive and Cheriſh him; Orif, when ſecn 
And ſearcht,. you find him worthleſs, as my Tongue 
Has lodg'd this Secretin his faithful Breaſt, 

To caf® your fezrsI wear a Dagger here 
Sha!' ripic 047 again, and give Fourcht. | 
it, rn ty Good | er conld boaſt of, 
r Jafteir with a Dagger. 
Bega, k3: ..2 cars the ſhow of Manly Vertue, 
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* I know you'll wonder all, that thas uncall'd, 
I dare approach this place of fatal Councels ; 
But 1 am amongſt you , and by Heay'n it glads me, 
To ſee ſo many Vertues thus united, 
To reſtore Juſtice and dethrown Oppreſlion. 
Command this Sword , if you would have it quiet, 
Into this Breſt ; bur if you think it worthy 
To cut the Throats of reverend Rogues in Robes, 
Send me into the curs'd afſembl'd Senate ; 
It ſhrinks not, tho I meet a Father there 
v'-1..1 vou behold this City Flaming ? Heres 
A +14 ſhall bear a lighted Torch at noon 
]. -ne Arſenal, and ſet irs Gates on fire. 
en. You talk this well , Sir. 
7f. Nay —— by Heav'nTifdo this. 
Come, cume, I read diſtruſt in all your faces, 
You fear me a V:''ain, and indeed it's odd 
To hear a ſtranger ralk thus at firſt meeting, 
Of matrers, that have been ſo wcll debared ; 
But I come ripe with Wrongs as you with Councels ; 
] hate this Senate, am a Foe to Y-:nicez 
A Friend to none, but Men reſolv'd like me, 
To puſh on Miſchief: Oh did you but know me, 
I need not talk thus! Beda. Pierre! 1 muſt embrace him, 
My heart beats to this Man as if it knew him. 
Rena, 1 never lov'd theſe huggers : 7eff. Still I ſee 
The cauſe delights me not. Your Friends ſurvey me, 
As I were dangerous but I come Arm'd 
Againſt all doubts, and to your truſt will give 
A Pledge, worth mhorethanall the World can pay for. 
My Belvidera | Ho! my Belviders ! 
Bed, What wonder next ? 7aff. Let me entrear you; + 
As I have henceforth hopes to call ye friends, 
Thar all but the Ambaſſador , this 
Grave Guide of Councels, with my friend that owns me, * 
Withdraw a while to ſpare a Womans blufhes, 
[| Ex. all but Bed. Rena, Jaff. Pierr. 
Beda, Pierre, whither will this Ceremony lead us? 
7aff. My Belviders | Belvidara' 
Belv. Who? | [ Enter Belyidera. 
Who calls fo lowd at this late peaceful hour? 
That Voice was wont to com in gentler whiſpers, 
And fill my Ears with the ſoft hreath of Love: 
Thou hourly Image of my Thonghts , where art thou ? 
7aff. Indeed 'tis late. B:l. Oh ! I have ſlept and dreamer, 
Aud dreamt again : Where haft thou been chou Loyterer ? 
Tho my Eyes closd, my Arms have ſtill been open'd; 
Strecht every way betwixt my broken ſlumbers , 
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To ſearch if thou wert come to crown my Reſt; 
There's no repoſe without thee: Oh the day, 
Too ſoon wil break, and wake us to our ſorrow ; 
Come, come to bed, and bid thy Cares good Night, 
7ajf. Oh Belvidera! we muſt change the Scene 
In which the paſt Delights of Life were taſted: | 
The Poor fleep little, we muſt learn to watch 
Our labours late, and early every Morning, 
Mid'ſt winter Froſts, then clad and fed with ſparing, 
Riſe ro our toils, and drudge away the day. 
Betv. Alas! where am I! whither is't you lead-me! 
Methinks I read diſtraftion in your face ! 
' Something leſs gentle than the Fate you tell me: 
You ſhake and tremble*too ! your blood rans cold! 
Heaven's guard my Love, and bleſs his heart with Patience. 
aff. Thar I have Patience, let our Fate bear witneſs, 
Who has ordain'd it fo, that thou and I 
( Thou the divineſt Good Man cer poſleſt, 
And I the wretched'ft of the Race of Man ) 
This very hour, without one tear, muſt part. 
Belo. Part! muſt iwe part? Oh! am l clien forſaken? 
Will my Love caſt me off? have my misfortunes 
CGffended him fo highly, that he'll leave me ? 
Why drag you from me? whither are you going ? 
My Dear! my Life! my Love! [- Oh Friends ! 
Belv. Speak to mc. * Take her from my heart, 
She'll gain ſuch hold elſe, I ſhall ne'er get looſe. 
'I charge thee take her, but with tender'ſt care, 
Relieve her Troubles and afſwage her ſorrows. | 
Ren. Riſe, Madam ! and Command amongſt your Servants-/ 
aff. To you, ©:'s, and your Honours, I bequeath her, 
And with ker this, when I prove unworthy —— [Gives 4 dagger, 
You krow the reſt: Then ftrike it ro her heart ; 
And tell her, he, who three whole happy years 
Lay in her Arms, and each kind Night repeated 
The paſſionate Vows of ſtill encreaſing Love, 
Sent that Reward for all her Truth and Sufferings. 
Belv. Nay, take my Life, ſince he has fold it cheaply ; 
Or ſend me to ſome diſtant Clime your ſlave, 
Bur let it be far off, leaſt my complainings 
Should reach his guilty Ears, and ſhake his -peace, 
7aff. No Belvidera, I've contriv'd thy honour, 
Truſt to my Faith, and be but Fortune kind 
To me, as I'll preſerve that faith unbroken, 
When next w2 meet, I'll lift thee to a height, 
Shall gather all the gazing World about thee, 
To wonqer what ſtrange Virtue plac'd thee there, 
Burt if we nc'er meet more —— | Belv. Oh 
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Belv, Oh thou unkind one, 
Never meet more! have 1 deſerv'd chis from you? - 
 Lookon me, tell me, rell me, ſpeak thou dear deceiver, 
Why am 1 ſepatated: from. chy Love? 
If I am falſe, accule ,me'z bur if crue, 
Don't, prithee don't in poverty forſake me. 
But pitty the ſad heart, that's rorn with parting. 
Yet me! yet recal me— — CEx. Ren, Bed. and Bely. 
aff. Oh my Eyes! 
Look not that way, but turn your ſelyes awhile 
Into my heart, and be wean'd all rogether. - 
My Friend, where art thou? Piery.' Here, my Honour's Brother 
fff. Is: Belvidera gone? Pierr. Renanle has lead her 
Back to her own-Apartment* but, by Heavy'n ! | 
Thou muſt not'ſte' her more till our work's over. 
{eff No: | Piery. Not for your if. | 
{aff. Oh Pierre, wert thou but ſhe, + 
How I could pull thee down into my heart, 
Gaze on thee til my Eye-ftrings crackt with Love, 2 
Till all my finews with ics fire-exrended, of 
Fixt me u aghng, raging woe iſ, , 
Then ſwelling, x aw 
Come like a 


ming Fartts-0s to 

On thy ſoft » hovering, bill and <0 ol 

Confeſs the cauſe why laſt I Ned away z 
Own 'twas a faule, bur ſwear to give it o'er, | 
And never follow falſe Ambition more. Ex, Ambo 
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Enter Aquilina and ber Maid, 
4m him 1 am gone to bed.: Tell him 1 am not at home ; 
tell him Ive betrer y with me, or any thing ; 

tell him-in ſhort I will not ſee him, the eternal troubleſome vexatious | 
Fool: He's worſe Company than an ignorant Phyſiciah—— ['ll nor 
be difturb'd at theſe unſeaſonable hours.. ' 

Maid. BurMadam! He's here already, juſt enter'd the doors. 

Aquil. Turn him out agen, you unneceſlary, uſeleſs, giddy-brain'd 
AG! if he will not begone, ſerthe houſe a fire aydburn us both: 1 had 
rather meet a Toad in my dift-than that 'old hideous Animal in my 
Chamber to Night,” +. '': "+ |» © Exrer Antonio. 

Anto, Nacky, Nacky, Nacky ——— how doſt do Nacky? Hurry durry. - 
I am come litrle Nacky; paſteleven a Clock, a lare hour; time in all 
Conſcience togo to bed Nacky——Nachy didl ſay? A Nac L_ 


Me ho antes endins Aodion N, 
» Achy, Nacky, Neck, Queen Nacky----come let's t >> oj u 
CA ge 0 A ge ye Pab——Purr Tun % 


lama —_— 
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Agqzil. You are Fool, I am ſure, | 4 12 At 
Anto, May be [ſo too ſweetheart. Never the worſe Senatar for 
all thar. Corge Nacky, Nacky, let's have a Game at Rump, Nacky, 
Aquil. You would do welt $ r to: be croubleſome here no 
longer, but leave me to my ſelf, ſober and:go home , Sir, 
Anto. Home Madona + s | 
Agqzil, Ay home, Sir. Who am I? 
Ants." Madina, as 1 take it you- are my ——> you are———thon 
art my little Nicky Nacky-- - thats all! | 
Aquil. 1 find you are-reſolv'd- to be troubleſome, and ſo to make 
fhorr of the matter in few words, I hate you, deteſt you, loath 
you, I am weary of you, ſick of you - hang you,. you are an. 
Old, Silly, Inpertinent, Impotent, Sollicitous Coxcomb,. Crazy 
in your head, and lazyinyour Body, boyeco be medling with every: 
thing , and if you had not Money; | you are geod for-nathing, | 
Anto. Good for-nothing ! Hurry durry , Ill cry that preſently, 
Sixty one years Old, and good for nothing ;- that's brave, [ To. the 
M#4d.] Come come come-Miſtreſs fiddie-faddie, turn you out for” 
a ſeaſon; go turnout 1 ſay;, it:is our will and pleaſure to. be pri- 
vate ſome moments -—— out, out when 'you are Bid too —— { Pats 
her out and locks the door | Goad' for nothing you ſap. 
Aquil. Why what are you; good- for? | | 
Anto, In the firſt place Madam, 1.am Qld, and conſequently 
very wiſe, very wiſe , Madens, d'e mark that? inthe ſecond place 
take notice, if you pleaſe, that lam a Senator , and -when-I think fic 
can make Speeches Mddona. Hurry;durry, I cat make a: hin 
the Senate-houſe now ard then-——wou'd. make your hair ſtand an 
end, AMadona. — go» 
£quil. What care I for your Speeches in the Senate-houſe, if you 
wou'd be filent here, 1 ſhould thank::yor. | 
Ante, Why, t can make Speeches to thee too, my lovely Madona.z 
for Example my cruel fair one , X 
[ Takys out 4 Parſe of Gold,, and at every pauſe ſnakes it, 
Since ic is my Fate, that. you id with your Servant angry prove; 
tholare at Night [ hope 'cis-not .roo late: with this too gain re- 
ceptian for my; Love — there's for thee my-lictle: Alichy Nachy 
take it, here-take it ——— 1 fay take it, (or I'll throw it at your 
head -— - how now. . rebel +: 
Aqzil, Truly, : my Whitrious Senator , Fmuſt confeſs your Ho- 
nour 1s at preſent, moſt profoundly eloquent indeed... _ TTY 
Anto, Very well : Come, how let's fir down and-think upan't.a-lit- 
tte —— come lit Hay:+—- fiedown-by'me aliccle my Nicks, Nacky, 
'hah - £,Si19 dowp ]: Hurry durry —— good-for nothing ——— 
Aquil; No Sir, if you pleaſe I cat know my diſtance and ftand. 
Anto, Stand : How: Nacky, up and I down !. Nay then let me. 
cxcluum with, the Poet... i $3 ut $07. EB 40Y KR 8 
Slew me a Caſe more pitiful who-can, * {11 3 | 
A. (fanding Woman , and a falling Man, Hurty 


- _-— P: 


> 


not fit down-<—ſee this $2 Gods ——— 


— — 


Hurry durry— | 
You'won't.fit down? 7 dqutl, No Siroiid a0 19 an, 

Anto, Then look younow, ſuppaſ@emea Bull, .aBeſar-Bullcthe: Bull - 
of Bulls, or any Bull; Thus up Lger and'with my brows thus) bent=--- 
Ibroo, IſayT broo, I broo, | broo; ! Yowwad's fic down will you? —— - 
l bro ——— [Bellows like 4 Bull; and drives her abows. | 


Aquil. Well, Sir, 1 muſt endure this. Now your | Sh2-fres down. 
honour has.been a Bull, pray what Beaſt will your Worſhip pleale'ro 
be next? 

Anto. Now Tl] be © Senator agen, and thy Lover little Nicks Nacky ! 
[He fits by her.] Ah toad, toad, toad, toad! ſpit in my Face a little, 
Nacky——ſpit in my Face pritheexſpitin my Face, never ſo little : ſpir 
but a little bit ſpir, ſpit, ſpit, ſpit, when-you'are bid I ſay ; do, pri- 
thee ſpit—— now, now, now; ſpit : "what; you won't ſpit, will you ? 
Then I'll bea Dog; - H&quil. ADog my'Lord ?' 

Anto. Aya Dog ——and Fl give thee this t'orher purſe to let me be 
a Dog and touſe me like a Dog a lirtle, Hurry durry---I will--- 
here 'ris, TT { Giver the Purſe, 

Aquil. Well, with all my liare. -.Burlet me beſcech your Dogſhip 
to play your tricks over as faſt as you' can, that 'you'may come to 
ſtinking the ſooner, and be turn'd out of doors as _ deſerve. 

Anto. Ay, 3y——no matter for that—— [Hr gets wnder the Table, 
that ſhan't move me Now, bough waugh pang bough waugh--- 


; [ Barks like 4 Deg. 

Aquil. Hold, hold, hold Sir, I beſtech you: what is't you do 3; 
Curs bite, they muſt be kicker, Sir, Do'you ſee, kickt thus. 

Anto, Ay withall my heart: db kick, kick on, now lam under the 
Table, kick agen—— kick harder---harder yer; bough waugh waugh, 
waugh, bough—— odd, I'll have'a ſnapat thy ſhins ——bough waugh 
waugh, waugh, bough—— 'odd ſhe kicks bravely; — 

Aquil. Nay, then I'll goanother way ta work wich you: and [| think 
here's an Inſtrument fir for the purpoſe. - [Fetches 4 Whip and Bel. 
What bite your Miſtreſs, firrah! out, out of doors; you Dog, to kennel 
and behang'd —— bite your Miſtreſs by the Legs, you rogue. 

| | [She Whips bm. 

Anto, Nay, prithee Nacky, now thou art too loving : Hurry durry, 
'odd I'll be a Dog na longer. > 

Agquil. Nay none of your fawning and grinning : But be gone, or 
here's the Diſcipline: What bite your Miſtreſs by the Legs you mun- 
gril? our of doors——hout hour, to kennel fitrah! go... 

- Amto; This is very barbaraus\uſage Necky, very: barbarous :) look 
you, L will not go——1 willgat ſtir from the door; that Lrefolve—— 
burry durry, wnat ſhur meout? +, 4, [lhe him oat, 

Aquil. Ay, and if you come-here any: more to night Ill have my 
Feor-men lug you, you Curr: . What bite, your; poor Miſtreſs Necky, 
Trl TO © Ein” Beer Maldot! 2:1, 

Maitl, 'Heav'ns Madam! What's the, macter ?: {He howls at the door 
49uil, Call inf Foot-mea hather preſently. 2:14 dikg a te" 
1 2 . 
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.. ) Enter #06 Fooromen,' 9 oo 
Maid. They ave here alrcady Madam, the Houſe is all alarmed with 
a ſtrange noiſe, that no body knows what. to.make af.: | ._, - 
Agquil. Go all of you and turn that troubleſome Beaſt in the next 
room our of my houte-——If I ever ſee-him within theſe walls again, 
without-my leave for his Admittance, you ſneaking Rogues —- [11 
have you poiſon'dall, poifon'd, like Rats: every Corner. 'bf the Houſe 
ſhall ſtink of one of you : Go, and learn hercaſter to know my plea- 
ſure, So now for my Prerre : | = 
Thus when Gedliks Lover was difpleas'd ; 
We Sacrifice our Fool and he's appeas'd. (Exeunt. 


SCENE The, Setond. 


- - Emer Belyidera. 
Belvid. Þ'M Sacrific'd | I am fold. betray'd to ſhame! 
lnevitable Ruin has inclos'd me | 
No ſooner was | tomy bed'repaird, 
To weigh, and (weeping) ponder my condition, 
But the old houry Wretch, ro whoſe- te Care 
My Peace and: Honour was intruſted, 'came 
(Like Tarquis) ghaſtly wich infernal Luſt. 
Oh thou Roman Zxcrece!- thou could'ſt find friends to vindicate thy 
I never had but one, and he'gproy'd falſe; [Wrong, 
He that ſhould guard my Virtue, has betray'dirt; 
Left me! undone met Oh tharl could hate: him! 
Where ſhall 1 go! Oh whither whither wander ?- 
Enter Jaſfeir. | 

7aff. Can Belvid:rs want a reſting: place 
When theſe poor-Arms are open to receive her ? 
Oh 'ris in vain to ſtruggle with Deſires 
Strong as my .Love to thee, for every moment 
I am from thy ſight;, the Heart within my Boſom 
Moans like a tender Infant in its Cradle _ 
Whoſe Nurſe had left it : Come, and with the Songs 
Of gentle-Love perſwade ir to its. peace, 

B:lvid. I fear the fhubborn Wanderer will not own me, 
;Tis grown a Rebel to be rul'd no longer, 
Scorns the Indulgent, Boſom that firſt lull'd it, 
And like a Diſobedient Child difdains. a 
The ſoft Authority of Belviders, 

af There wasa time——— Belv, Yes, yes, there was atime 
When Belviders's tears, her cries, and forrows, | 
Were not deſpis'd;z when if ſhe chanc'd to ſigh; 
Or took bur fad ;-—— there was indeed' a time - 
When 7ffeir would have ta'en her in his Arms, Re 

'd her declining Head upon his Breaft, * 5 

never left her 'rill-he found the Cauſe, 8 

Pur ler hey now. weep Seas, 
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Cry, *till ſhe rend the Earth ; ſigh 'rill ſhe burſt 
Her heart afunder; ſtill he bears ir all; | 
Deaf as the Wind, and as the Rocks -unſhaken. 
, Havel been deaf? am IcthatRock unmov'd ? 
Againſt whoſe root , Tears beat and _ ate ſent! 
In vain have I beheld thy Sorrows calmly! 
Witneſs againſt me Heav'ns,- have I done this? 
Then bear me in a Whirlwind back” agen, 
And let that angry dear ane ne'er forgive me ! 
Oh thou too raſhly cenſur'ft of my Love! 
Could'ſt thou but think how I have ſpenr-this nighr, 
Dark and alone; no pillow tomy Head, 
Reit in my Eyes , nor quiet in' myMearr, 
Thou would'ſt not Belv:ders, furethdu would'ft not 
Talk ro me thus , but like a pitying Angel 
Spreading thy wings come ſettle on: my. breaſt , 
And hatch warm comfort there er ſorrows freeze i fe, 
B:lv. Why, therrpodr Motuner, in what baleful Corner 
Haſt thou been talking with rhat' Witch the Night ? - 
Oa what cold ſtone haſt thou been-ſtreecht'along, 
Gathering the grumbling Winds about thy Head, 
To mir with theirs the Accents of thy 'Woes !. 
' Oh now I find the Cauſemy Love forſakes me ! 
I am no longer fit to bear a ſhare 
In his Concernments: - My weak female Virtue 
Muſt not be truſted ; "Tis too frail and tender. 
aff. Oh Porcia! Porcia! What” a Soul was thine ? 
Belv.. That Porcia was a Woman, and when Bratz - 
Big with the fate of Rome, ( Heav'n guard thy ſafery1) . 
Conceal'd from her the Labours of his Mind; 
She let him ſee, her Blood was great as'his, 
Flow'd from a Spring As ; anda Hearr + 
Fit topartake his Troubles, as his Love: | 
Fetch, ferch that Daggerback:, the dreadfuf dower 
Thou gav'ſt laſt night in withme ; ſtrike it 
Here to my heart ; and as the flows from it, 
Judge if it run not pure as Cats's Daug 
faff. Thou art too good, andiind unworthy, 
Unworthy ſo much Virtue : Teach me how - 
1 may deſerve ſuch matchleſs Love as thine, 
And ſee with whart attention Il obey thee. 
” Bely. Do not deſpiſe me : that's the All 1 ak, 


; chod Byes - 
Tree ww ws a rn, by *% 


- 
+ "0D 


3+ 42 


+4 Venice PFreſeru'd, or" 
7aff. What ſhall I do? 

Belv, Tell me ! be juſt, and-tall me 
Why dwells that buſy Cloud upon thy face ? 
Why am made a ſtranger ?. why- that ſight, 
And 1 not know rhe Cauſe?: Why when the World - 

Is wrapt in Reſt , why choofes then my Love 

To wander up and down 'in horrid darkneſs, 

Loathing his bed, and theſe defiring Arms ? 

Why are theſe Eyes Blood- hot, with tedious watching? 
Why ftarts he now ? and looks as if he wiſhe 

His Fate were finiſhe ? "Tell me, caſe my fear; 

Leaſt when we next time meet, I want the power 

To ſearch into the ſickneſs of thy Mind, - '* 

But talk as wildly then as thoutook'ft now. 

7aff. Oh Belvidera ! | 

Belv. Why was Llaſt night deliver'd toa Villain? 

7aff. Hah , a Villain ! 

Bely. Yes! to-a Villain! Why at ſfach an hour 
Meets that aſſembly all made up.of Wretches 
Thar look as Hell had drawn 'em inro Leagne? 

Why, 1 inthis hand, andin that a Dagger, 

Was I dcliver'4 with ſuch dreadful Ceremonies ? 

©« To you, Sirs, and to your Honour 1 bequeath ber , 5 

« And with her this: When cer I prove unworthy, 

« Tom know the reſt, theu ſtrike it to her Heart? 

Oh ! why's that ref conceald from me? muſt I 

Be made the hoſtage of a-helliſh Truſt? 

For ſuch I knowl am; thar's all my value! 

But by the Loye and Loyalcy 1 owe thee, 

I'll free thee from the Bondage of theſe Slaves ; 

Strait to the Senate, tell em all I know; 

All thar I think, all that my fears inform me" 
7aff. Is this the Roman Virtue.!: this the Blood 

That boaſt irs purity with Cato's' Daughter! 

Would ſhe have cer betray'd her Bratw? 1! ©. Bebo. No: 

For Brutus truſted her : Wer't/chou ſokind, 

What would not Belvid:r4 ſuffer for thee? ? -- f 
747. I ſhall undo my (elf,; andrell thee all. 
Belv. Look not upon me, as I ama" Woman, 

Bur as a Bone, thy Wife, thy Friend p-who long 

Has had admiſſion to thy hearr, . and there 

Srudy'd the Virtues of thy gallant Narure ; (3 4 & 

Thy Conſtancy , thy Courage and thysTruth, | 

Have been my daily lefſon ; 1 have.learnt them, KG jib 

Am bold as thou , can ſuffer opdefpile i» ESR pus 15 203404 

The worſt of Fares for thee\z/'and with thee ſhare rthem./! 7» » T0 

7 aff. Oh you diyineſt Powers! 4ddk down dad hearts 25 1! 
My Prayers. ! inſtrudt me to rewatd this Vietyel?, Yee 0 (7 


r 
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Yet think little ; e'er: thou ho Le further: * 
Think I havea Tale to tell, will ſhake /thy-Nacure, + 
Melt all this boaſted Conſtancy chow ralk i of 
Into vile tears and defpicable- ſorrows : 
Then if thon ſhould'ſt betray-me1- - » Belv. Shall 1 (wear? 2 
aff. No: . do not ſwear: I would norriolate 
Thy render Nature with ſo. rude'a Bond: 
But as thou hop ft ro ſee me live my-days,. 
And love thee long, lock this within/thy Breaſt z 
I've bound my (elf by allthe ſtricteſt Sacraments, 
Divine and humane Belg, Speak | 
{ff. To kill chy Father —— Belv. My Father ! 
aff. Nay the Throats' of the whole Senate 
Shall bleed my Belvidere : He amongſt us 
Thar ſpares his Father , Brother , or. his Friend, 
Is Damn'd : How rich and beguteous willehe face 
Of Ruin look, when theſe wide ſtreets run blood z. 
| and che glorious Partner's of my Fortune 
Shouting, and ſtriding oerthe proſtrate Dead 
Sciil co new waſte ; whilſt thou; faroff in Oy 
Smiling , ſhalt ſee the- wonders of aut: d 
And when vight; comes, »with-Praiſe.and Lowe receive me. 

Belw. Oh! Jaf. Have acate,andſhriak noteven in thought ! 
For if thou do'ſt - Belo. 1 know ir, thou wilt kill-me. 
Do, ſtrike thy Sword into this boſom : Lay me 
Dead onthe Earth, agd;then thou wilt be ſafe : 

Murder my Father! tho his:Cruel Nature. 

Has perſecuted me to my wndaidg.. 7 

Driven me to baſeſt wants z Cank behold him - 
With ſmiles of Vengeance, burcher'd n his' Age ? 
The ſacred Fountain of my life defiroyd? - 

And canſt thou ſhed the blood that gaye me being ? 
Nay, be a Traigor' too, and ſell thy Country 

Can thy great Heart deſcend ſa;vilely- low, 

Mix with hired Slaves, Brayors, and. Common ſtabbers, 
Noſe-ſlitters , Ally-lurking; Villaine4 jon 

With ſych a Crew, and take a Ruffian's Wages... 

To cut the Throats of Wretchez.as they, leep 7 

?aff. Thou wrong't me, Relvidera|, I'veengag'd 
With Men of Souls: fit to reform the ills 
Ofall Mankind: There's not.a Heart amongſt them 
Burt's as ſtout as Death , ye! as the Nature 
Of Man firſt made, &er Fraud and Vice-were ffhions. 

Belv. What's he,to whoſe curſt hands laſt, night. thou gay 'f me? 
Was that well done?- Oh! ch Sj ſtory . 
Would rowlſe thy Lyon Heart out of its Den 4 
And make it rage with-rexvifyivg ory: 
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7aff. Speak on [ charge thee ! Belv, Oh my Lovel if Cer 
Thy B&elvitera's Peace deſerv'd thy Care, 
Remove me from this place : Laſt night, laſt night! 
7aff. Diſtrat me not, bur give me all the Trutti. 
Bilv. No ſooner wer't thou gone, and I alone, 
Left in the powr of that old Son of Miſchief; 
No ſooner was I lain on my fad Bed, 
But that vile Wretch approacht me; looſe, unbutton'd, 
Ready for violation : Then my Hearr 
Throbb'd with its fears: O how I wept and figh'd, 
And ſhrunk and trembled; wiſh'd in vain for him 
That ſhou!d protet me. Thou alas! wert gone! 
7aff. Patience! ſweer Heav'n, 'till I make vengeance ſure. 
Belv. He drew the hideous Dagger forth thou gav'ſt him, 
And with upbraiding ſmiles he ſaid, behold it ; 
This us the pledge of a falſe Hmibands love * 
And in my Arms then preſt, ard wou'd have claſp'd me; 
But with my Cries 1 ſcat'd his Coward heart, 
'Till he withdrew, and mucter*d vows to Hell. 
Theſe are thy Friends! with theſe thy Life, thy Honour, 
Thy Love, all's ſtak't,' and all wi!l go to ruine, 
7aff. No more: I charge thee keep this ſecret cloſe; 
Clcar up thy ſorrows, look as if thy wrongs 
Were all forgot, and treat him like a Friend, 
As no complaint were made. No more, retire, 
Retire my Lite, and doubt not of my Honour ; 
I'll heal irs failings, and deſerve thy Love. 
Belv. Oh ſhould I part with thee, I fear thou wile 
In Anger leave me, and return no more: 
7aff, Return no more! I would not live without thee 
Another Night to purchaſe the Creation, 
Belv. When ſhalt we meet again? 
. Anon at Twelve! 
I'll ſteal my ſelf to thy expeRing Arms, ' 
Come like a Travell'd Doye and bring rheePeace. 
Belv. Indeed! 7aff. By all our loves! 
Belv. "Tis hard to part; 
But ſureno falſhood e'er leokt fo fairly. 
Farewell--- Remember Twelve. CEx,. Bclvid, 
7aff. Let Heav'n forget me | 
When I Remember not thy Truth, thy Love. 
How curſt is my Condition, toſs'd and juſtI'd, 
Fromevery Corner ; Fortune's Common Fool, 
The jeſt of Rogues, an Inſtrumental Af3 
For Villains tolay loads of Shame vpen, 
And drive about juſt for their ea® and ſcorn. 
Emer Pierre, 
» Pier, Jaffeir! 7aff. Who calls! 
Pierr, A Friend, that could haye wiſht 
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A Plot Diſcover d, 
T' have found thee otherwiſe imploy'd : what, kunt 
A Wife on the dull ſoil! fure a ftanch Husband 
Of all Hounds is the dulleſt 2 wilt thou never, 
Never be wean'd from Caudles and Confettions ? 
What feminine Tale haſt thou been liſtening to, 
Of unayr'd ſhirts ; Catharrs and Tooth- Ach got 
By thin-ſol'd ſhoves? Damnation! that a Fellow 
Choſen to be a Sharer in the Deſtruction 
Of a whole People , ſhould ſneak thus in Corners 
To caſe his fulſom Luſts, and Fool his Mind. 
. May not a Man then trifle out an hour 

With a kind Woman and not wrong his calling ? 

Pierr, Notin a Cauſe like ours. Zaff. Then Friend gur Cauſe 
Is in a damn'd condition: for I'll tell thee, 
That Canker-worm call'd Letchery has touch it, 
- ”Tis tainted vilely : would'ſt thou think it, Renaslt, 
( That mortify'd old wither'd Winter Rogue ) 
Loves ſimple Fornication like a Prieſt, 
I found him out for watering at my Wife: 
He viſited herlaſt night like a kind Guardian : 
Faith ſhe has ſome Temptations, that's the truth on'r. 

Pierr. He durſt not wrong his Truſt ! 

, T' was ſomething latetho 

To take the freedom of a Ladies Chamber. 

Pierr, Was ſhe inbed ? Zaff. Yes faithin Virgin ſheets 
White as her boſom , Pierre, diſht neatly up, 
Might tempt a weaker apperite to taſte. 
Oh how the old Fox ſtunk I warrant thee 
When the rank fit was on him, Pierr, Patience guide me ! 
He) us'd no violence ? 4 

'Z4f. No, no! out on't, violence! 
Play'd with her neck ; bruſht her with his Gray-beard, 
Strugghd and tow2*d , tickl'd her *rill ſhe ſqueak'd a lirtle 
May be, or fo —— but not a jot of violence 

Pierr. Damn him. 

faff. Ay, fofay I : but huſh, no more on't; 
All hitherto is well, and I believe 
My ſelf no Monſter yer: Tho no Man knows 
What Fate he's born to? ſure 'tis near the hour 
We all ſhould meet for our concluding Orders: 
Will the Ambaſſador be here in perſon ? 

Pierr. No: he has ſent Commiſſion to that Villain, Renaxls; 
To give” the Executing Charge; 
I'd have thee be a Man if poflible 


And keep thy z for abrave Revenge 
Neer comes too late. — 7af. Fearnor, lamcool as Patience : 


Had he compleated my diſhonour , rather 
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Then hazard the Succeſs our hopes are ripe for, 
I'd bear it all with mortifying Vertue, 
Pierr. He's yonder coming this way through the Hall; 
His thoughts ſcem full, af. Prithee retire, and leave me 
With him alone :. I'll put him to ſome tryal, 
See how his rotten part will bear the touching, 
Pierr. Be careful then, [ Ex Pierre; 
ff Nay.never doubt, but: truſt me. 
What, be a Devil! take a _Damaing Oath 
For ſhedding native blood ! can there be a ſin 
In merciful repentance? Oh this Villain, 
Enter Renault, 
Renault. Perverſe! and pceviſh! what a ſlave is Man ! 
To let his itching fleſh thus get the better of him ! 
Difpatch the Tool her Husband that we'eer well, 
Who's there? aff. A Man, 
Ken, My Friend, my near Ally! 
The hoſtage of your faith , my beauteous Charge, 1s very well. 
aff. Sir , are you ſure of that? | 
Stands ſhe in perfect health? beats her pulſe even ? 
Neither too hot nor cald ? Ken, What means that queſtion'>- 
. Oh Women have fantaſtick Conſtitutions, 
Inconftant as their Wiſhes, always wavering, 
And ne'er fixr; was it not boldly dane 
Even at firſt ſight to truſt the Thing I lov'd: 
( A tempting Treaſure too!) with Youth fierce. 
And vigorous as thine? but thou art honeft, 
Ken, Who dares accuſe me? + © 7af. Curſtbe him thatdoubts- 
Thy virtue, I have try'd it, and declare, 
Where I to chooſe a Guardian of my Honour 
F'd put it into thy keeping : for I know thee. Ren, Know me ! 
7aff. ly know thee; There's no falſhood in thee. 
Thou look'ſt juſt as thou art : Let us embrace. 
Now would thou cut my Throat or I cut thine ? 
Ren. Youdare not do't. } 7 aff. You.lye Sir, 
Ren. How! 7 aff. No more, , 
Tis a baſe voy and muſt reform, that's all, | 
Emer Spinoſa, Theodore, Eliot, Reyellido, Dura 
. Brainveil, and the reſt of the ConiRaters, d, 
Ren. Spinoſa, Thaidyy t Spin The ſame: 
Ken, Youafe welcome! Spmm. You a ing, Si 
_ Zen. 'Tis*a. cold Night indeed, bi. =: 5; trembling, Sir. 
ull of decay and natural infirmities ;. Shur, 
We ſhajl be warm, my.Friend, I hops tomorrow. Larne, 


Pierr. I wes not well done, thouthou'd'ſt-baye. troakt him 


And not have gall'd hin, 4+ - 24f. Damn himglet himchewao't;._ 
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That wait to Damn me: What a Devil's.mag, 
When he forgets his niture-—— hal my heart: 
Ren. My Friends, 'tis late : are we affembled all > 


Where's Theodwe? * Theo, At hand, 
Ren. Spinoſa. Spino. Here, 
Ren, Bramnveil. Brain. .| am ready. 
Ren. Durand and Brabe, Dar. Command ns 
We are both prepar'd ! : Ren. Meziana;” Reivellide, 
Ternon Retroſs ; Oh you are Men 1 find 
Fit to behold your Fate, and mect her Sammons, 


To morrow s rifing Sun mult fre you al, 
Deckt in your honours! are the Souldiers ready ? 

Omn. All, all. 

Ren. You, Dwarand, with ame thouſand muſt poſſeſs 
St. Marks ; You, Captain, k now your ch rge a ready 3 
Tis to ſecure the Ducal Palace :;you 
Brabe with a hundred more muſt gain the Secque. . 
With the like num JODELSS to the Procaralle, 

Be all this'done with the leaſt rumult poſſible, 
Till in each place you poſt fufficient guards : 
Then ſheath your Swords in'every breaft you meer. 

aff. Oh reverend Cruelty ; Damn'd bloody Villain ! 

Ren.. During this Execution ,'Darand ,” you 
Muſt in the mid'ſt keep your Battalia faſt, 

And Theodore be ſure to plant the Canon 
That may Command the ftreets ; whilſt Rewellide , 
Mczzana, Teoruon and Retroſs, Guard you. 
( This done! ) we'll givethe General Alarm, 
Apply Perards , and force the Ars'nal Gates j 
Then hre the City round in ſeveral places, » 
Or with our Canon ( if it darereſiſt ) 
Batter'ttoRuin. But aboveall I charge you 
Shed blood enough , ſpare neither Sex nor Ape, 
Name nor Condition ; if there hve a Senator * 
* After to morrow,, tho the dulleft Rogue 
That cer ſaid nothing, we have' loſt our ends; 
If poſſible, let's kill the very Name 
Of Senator, and bury it in blood. 
Mercileſs, horrid flave ! Ay, blood enough ! 
Shed blood enough , old Renaxld: how thou charm'ſt me ! 

Ken. But one thing more;z.and then farewell cill Fate 
Toin us again ,.or ſeparate us ever : 

Firſt, let's embrace, Heav'n knows who next ſhall thus | 
Wing, ye together: Bur lJer's all remember © 
We wearno common Cauſe upon our Swords, 


/ Let think thaton his ſingle Virtue 
2 anon 0s EY all the reſt; 


Eternal 


30 Fenice Preſerv'd , ur 
Ecernal Honour or perpetual Infamy. 
Let's remember , through what dreadful hazards 
Propitious Fortune hitherto has led us, 

How often on the brink of ſome diſcovery 
Have we ſtood totrering , and yet ſtill kept our ground 
So well, the buſieſt ſearchers ne'er could follow 
Thoſe ſubtle Tracks which puzzled all ſuſpicion : 
You droop Sir. 7aff. No: with a moſt profound attention 
I've hard it all, and wonder at thy vertue. 
Ren. Tho there be yer few hours 'twixt them and Ruin, 
Are not the Senarelull'd in full ſecurity, 
Quier and fatisfy'd, as Fools arealways! 
Never did fo profound repoſe forerun 
Calamity ſogreat: Nay our good Fortune 
Has blinded the moſt piercing of Mankind : 
Strengthen'd the fearfyll it, charm'd the moſt ſuſpectful,. 
Confounded the moſt ſabtle : for we live, 
We live my Friends, and\quickly ſhall our Life 
Prove fatal to theſe Tyrants.: Let's congder 
That we deſtroy Oppreſſion , Avarice, 
A People rurſt up equally with Vices 
And loathſome Luſts, which Nature moft abhors, 
And ſuch as without ſhame ſhe cannot ſuffer. 
7aff. Oh Belvidera , take me to thy Arms 
And thew me where's my Peace, for F've loſt ir [ Ex. Jaff. 
Ken, Without the leaſt remorſe then let's reſolve 
With Fire and Sword Yexterminate theſe Tyrants, 
And when we ſhall behold choſe curſt Tribunals, 
Stain'd by the Tears and ſufferings of the Innoceart, 
Burning with flames rather from Heav'n than ours, 
The raging furious and unpitying Souldier 
Pulling his reeking Dagger from the boſoms 
Of gaſping Wretches; Death in every Quarter, 
With all that fad diforder can produce, 
To make a Spettacle of horror: Then, 
Then ler's call co mind, my deareſt Friends, 
Thar there's nothing pure upon the Earth, 
That the moſt valu'd things have moſt allays, ©- 
And that in change of all choſe vile Enormities , 
Under whoſe weight this wretched Country labours, 
The Means are only in our hands toCrown them. 
Pierr. And may thoſe Powers above that arepropitious / 
Togallant minds recordthis Cauſe, and bleſs it.  -» 
Ren. Thus happy, thus ſecure of all we wiſh for, | 
Should there my Friends be found amongſt us one Y 

_ Falte ro this glorious Enterprize ,' what Fa Py: is 

What Vengeance Were enough forfuch a Vilal WT. IS 
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A Plit Diſcaver'd, © 31: 
Eliot. Death here without repentance, Hell hereafter. 
Ren. Let that be my lot , if as here I ftand. . 

Liſted by Fate amongſt her darling Sons, | 


Tho I had one only Brother, dear by all 


The ſtriſteſt ties of Nature ; tho one hour 

Had given us birth, one Fortune fed our wants, 

One only love , and that but of each other, 

Still fild our minds: Could I have ſuch a Friend 
Toyn'd in this Cauſe, and had but ground to fear 
Meant foul play z may this right hand drop from me, , 


If I'd not hazard all my future peace, 


And ſtab him to the heart before you: who 
Would not do leſs ? Would'ſt not thou Pierre the ſame? 
Pierr, You have ſingled me,Sir,out for this hard queſtion, , 


As if 'twere ſtarted only for my ſake! 


Am I the thing = fear ? Here, here's my boſom, 
| your Swords! amT a Traytor? 

Ren. No: butl fear yourlate commended Friend 
Is little leſs : Come Sirs , *tis* now 
To trifle with oar ſafety. Where's this Faffeir ? 

Spine, He left the room juſt now in itrange diſorder. . 

Ken, Nay, there isdanger in him: I obſery'd him, 
During the time I took for 
He was tranſported from moſt 
To a confuſion which he could not ſmother. 
His looks grew full of ſadneſs and ſurprize, . 
All which betray'd a wavering Spirit in him, 
That labour'd with reluftancy and forrow ; 


Search it with a 


Explanation, 


attention 


What's requiſite for ſafety muſt be done 
With ſpeedy Execution : he remains 


Yet in our power: I for myown part wear 
Pierr, Well.” 


A Dagger. 


Ren. And Icould with it! 
Ren. Bury'd in his heart. 
No more of this , *twill Breed ill blood amongſt us. 
Spin, Lecrus all draw our Swords, and ſearch the houſe, . 
Pull him fromthe dark hole where he fits brooding 
* O'er his cold fears, andeach man kill his ſhare of him. | 
Pierr, Who talks of killing + who's he'll ſhed the blood 
That's dear tomel is't you? or you? or you Sir? 
What not one ſprak? how you ſtand gaping all | 
On your grave Oracle , your wooden God there - 
Yer nota word : Then Sir I'll tell you a : 


Suſpicion's bur at beft a Cowards Virtue! © ,. © [To Rev. 
2 Pug + 8. "x Opto Leng. 
Pier. Put, puta Sword, old Man Md 


Pierr, Away! wareyet all friends ; 


time 
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Sp'no, 'Till we are ſafe, our Friendſhip-cannot be fo, 

Prerr. fxgain: who's that? Spins. *Twas I. 

Tio. And I]. Revell. And I. 

Eliet. ud all, Ren, Who are on my fide? 

Spinoſ. Every honeſt Sword, 

Let s dic like men and not be ſold like Slaves. 

Pierr. One ſuch word inore, by Heav'n I'll to the Senate 
And heng ye all, like Dogs in Cluſters, 

Why p*-cp your Coward Swords half out their ſhells? 
Why do you not all brandiſh them like mine ? 
You fear to die, and yet dare talk of Killing ? 

Ren Goto the Senate and betray us, haſten, 
Secure thy wretched life, we fear todie 
Leſs than thou dar'ft be honeft. 

Pierr, That's rank falſhood, 

Fear'ſt not thow death? fy, there's a knaviſh itch 
In that ſalt blood, an utter foe to ſmarring, 

Had Fafeir's Wife prov'd kind , he had ſtill been true, 
Foh how that ſtinks ? 

Thou dy ! thou kill my Friend , or thou, or thou, 

Or thou, with that lean wither'd wretched Face ! 
Away ! diſper(e all to your feveral Charges, 

And racer to morrow where your honour calls you, 
I'll bring that man, whoſe blood you ſo much thirſt for, 
And.you ſhall ſee him venture for you fairly ———— 
Hence, hence, I ſay. [ Ex. Renault angrily, 

Spino. I fear we have been to blame ; 

And done too much, | 
Theo. Twas too much far urg'd againſt the man you lov'd. 

Rev Rere,rake our Swords and cruſh 'em with your ſeet, 

Spine, Forgive us, gallant Friend, 

Pier, Nay, now yhave found 
The way to melrtand caſt. me as you will - 

Til ferch this Friend and give him co your mercy : 

Nay he ſhall dye if you will take him from me, 

For your repoſe I'll guit my hearts Jewel; 

Put would not have tim cora away by Villains 

And ſpiteful villany. Spins, Nog may you both 
For ever live and fill the world with fame ! *% 

Pier, Now you areto kind. * Whence roſe all this diſcord? 
Oh what a dangerous precipice have we ſcap'd! y 
How near a fall was all we. had-long been bulſtiog 1 | 
What an eternal blot had ſtain'd our glories, ** 

If one the braveſt and. the beſt of men - - © * * PREY 
Had fallen a Sacrifice to raſh ſuſpicion! © 
Burcher'd by thoſe whoſe Cauſe he came ro cheriſh: 
Oh could you Know him all-as I have knowrt' him, * 
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good he is, bow juſt, how true, how brave, 
, wou'd not leave this place till you had ſeen him ; 
nbled your ſelves before him, kifF'd his feer, 
ain'd remiſſion for the worſt of follies; 

Come but to morrow all your doubts ſhall end, 
And to your Loves me better recommend, 
That I've preſerv d your Fame, and, ſav'd my Friend 
[E xennt omnes, 
The end of the third AF. 


ACT IV 


Enter Jaffeir and Belvidera, 


Here doſt thou lead me? Every ſtep I move, 
MethinksI tread upon ſome mangled-Limb 

a rack'd Friend : Or my dear charming ruine ! 

ere are We wandring ? Belv. To eternal Honour ; 
)do a ceed ſhall Chronicle thy name, 

ng the glorious Legends of thofe few . 
at have fav'd ſinking Nations: thy Renown 
all be the future Song of all the Virgins; 

by thy piety have been preſerv'd 

m horrid violation : Every Street ' 

all be adorn'd with Statues to thy honour, 
at thy feet this great Inſcription written, _ 
Remember bins that prop'd the fall of Venice. 
\f. Rather, Remember him, who after all 
e facred Bonds of Oaths and holier. Friendſhip - 

fond compaſſion to a Womans tears' 
rot his Manhood, Vertue, -Truth and Honour, 
facrifice the Boſom that reliey'd him. 
y wilt thou damn me ? Belv. Oh inconftant Man ! 
m will you promiſe? how will you deceive? 

return back, re-place me in my Bondage, . 
ll all thy Friends how dangerouſly thou loy'ſt me z 
[let thy Dagger do its bloody 


that ind Dagg er, To er, how ewill 4ook 
uck chrough my A ench'din my blood to th! hilrs ! 
ilit theſe poor, dying eyes ſhall with' cheir tears 


) more torment -- F. thou wilt be free: 
if thou think'ſt FUE, Let me live- 
Fam a: Ys the hareful luft.. 
that Infi thae old Fiend” © 
uſelF and wou'd ando- Mankind : 
"vw EDO not again, 
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ks. * Venice Preſerv'd, or 
On terms ſo vile: Defſtruftion , ſwift deſtrution 
Fall on my Coward-head , and make my Name 
The common ſcorn of Fools if I forgive him; 
IfI forgive him, if I not revenge 
With utmoſt rage , and moſt unſtaying fury, 
Thy ſuffering thou dear darling of my life, Love. 

Bel. Delay nolonger then , bur to the Senate; 
And tell the diſmal 'ſt ſtory &er utter'd, 

Tell 'em what bloudſhed , rapines, defolations, 

Have been prepar'd, how near's the fatal hour! 

Save thy poor Country, ſave the Reverend bloud 

Of all its Nobles, which to morrows Dawn 

Muſt eiſe ſee ſhed: Save the poor tender lives 

Of all thoſe little Infants which the Swords 

Of murtherers are whetring for this moment ; 

Thypk thou already heard'ſt their dying ſcreams, 

Think that thou ſeeſt their ſad diftr Mathers 

Kneeling before thy feet , and begging pity 

With torn diſhevel'd hair and ſtreaming eyes, 

Their naked mangled breaſts beſmear'd with bload, 

And even the Milk with which their fondled Babes, 

Softly they huſh'd;, dropping in anguiſh from*em. 

Think thou ſeeſt this, and then conſult thy heart. 
aff. Oh ! Bel. Think too, If thou loſe this preſent minute, 

Whart miſeries the next day bring upon thee, 

bmagine all the horrours of that night 

Murther and Rapine, Waſte and Deſolation, 

Ccnfuſedly ranging Think what then may prove 

My Lot! the Raviſher may then come ſafe, 

And midſt the terrour of the publick ruine 

Do a damn'd deed; perhaps to ay a Train 

May catch thy life ; then where will be revenge, 

The dear revenge that's due to ſuch a wrong ? 

Zaff. By all Heavens powers Propherick truth dwells..in thee, 
For every word thou ſpeak'ſt ſtrikes through-my heart 
Like anew light, and ſhows it how 't has wandefr'd; 

Juſt what th' haſt made me, rake me, Belvidere, 
And lead me to the place where I'm to ſay 

This bitter Leſſon , where 1 muſt betray 

My truth , my vertue , conſtancy and friends - 
Muſt I betray my friend ! Ah take me quickly, 
Secure me well before that thought'srenew'd ; 

1f I relapſe once more, all's loſt for ever.  _ 

Bel. Haſt thou a friend more dear than. Belvider« ? 

[4 No, th' art my Soul it ſelf, friendſhip,honour, : 
A nt Joys, and carneſt of all furure, 
Are 'din thee: methinks when in,thy arms © 
Thus leaning on thy breaſt, one minute's more 
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Than a long thouſang years of 'vulgar hours. 
Why was ſuch happineſs not given me pure ? 
Why daſh'd with cruel wrongs, and bitter wantings ? 
Come], lead me forward now like a rame Lamb 
To Sacrifice , thus in his fatal Garlands, 
Deck'd fine and pleas 'd , The wantoneskips and plays, 
Trots by the enticing por . Proeſteſs fide, 
And much tranſported with his lattle pride, W 
Forgets bus dear Companions of the plain | 
Tilt by Her, bound, Hee's on the+ Altar layn C 
Tet then too h.irdly bleats ſuch pleaſures in the pain. 
Enter Officer and 6 Guards. 
Offic. Stand who goes there Bel, Friends, 
7aff. Friends, Belvidera! hide'me from my Fricnds, 
By Heaven I'd rather (ce the face of Hell, 
Than meet the man I love. D 
Ofc. But what friends arc'you ? 
Bel. Friends to the Senate and the State of Yemce. 
Ofc. My orders arc to ſeize;an' all-I find 
At this late hour, and bring 'em'to: the Council, © * 
Who now are ſitting, {aff Sir, you ſhall be obey'd, 
Hold, Brures, ſtand off, none of your paws upon me. 
Now the Lor'scaſt, and Fate:do what thou wile, ' Exennt guarded. 
* SCE NE The Senate-bouſe, 
Where appear ſitting , the Dake of Venice, Priult , Antonio , 4nd 
aporh | 44 ht ther Sane 
Ds ntony, Prink , of Fence, 
Speak ; why are we affembled thee this night ? 
What have you to inform us of, concerns 
The State of Yenice, honour , or its ſafety ? | 
Pris, Could words.expreſs the ſtory Lhaye to tell you, 
Fathers , theſe tears were uſeleſs, theſe ſad-rears ; 
That fall from my old eyes; bur there is cauſe , 
We all ſhould weep tear off theſe purple Robes, 
And wrap our ſelves in Sack: cloth, fitting down - 
On the ſad Earth, and cry aloud-to Heaven. 
Heaven: knows if yet there be an hour tocome _ 
E'er Venice be no more. 
All Ro Lg ,  Prww, Nay we ſtand 
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36. Venice -Freſerv'd , oy 
1 had this warning : but if we are men 
Let's not be tamely butcher'd , but do ſomething 
That may inform the world in after Ages, 
Our Virtue was not ruin'd though we were. [ 4 miſe withonr. 
Room, room , make room for. ſome Priſoners —— 

2, Senat. Let's raiſe the City. 

Enter Officer and Guard, 

Priu, Speak there , what diſturbance 2 

Ofic. Two Priſoners have the Guard ſciz'd in the Streets, 
Who ſay they come to inform his Reverend Senate 
About the .preſent danger. 

Enter Jafteir and Belvidera gward:d. 


All. Give 'em entrance Well,who are you ? 
Faff. A Villain, Anto. Short and pithy. 
The man ſpeaks well, 7af. Would every man that hears me 


Would deal fo honeſtly , and own his title. 
Dake. *Tis rumour'd that a.Plot has been contriv'd 
Againſt this State; that youhave a ſhare in't too, 
If you-are a Villain, to redeem your honour, 
Unfold the truth and be reſtor'd 'with Mercy, 
7aff. Think not that I to ſave my life come hither, 
I know its value better z but in pity 
To all thoſe wretches whoſe unhappy dooms 
Are fix'd and ſeal'd.” You ſee me herebefore you, 
The ſworn and Covenanted foe of Yenice, 
Bur uſe me as my dealings may deſerve. © 
And I may prove a friend. - *. Dake, The Slave Capitulates, 
Give him the Tortures, Jaff. That you dare notdo, 
Your fears won't let you, nor the longing Itch 
To hear a ſtory which you dread the truth of, 
Truth with the fear of ſmart ſhall neer get from me. 
Cowards are ſcar'd with threatnings. Boys arewhipt 
- Into confeſſions : bur a Steady mind | 
Atts of its ſelf, ne'er asks the body Counſell, 
Give him the Tortures. Name but ſuch a thing 
Again; by Heaven Ill fhut theſe lips for ever; 
Not all your Racks, your Engines or your Wheels 
Shall force a groan away —— that you may gueſs at, 
Anto, A bloudy minded fellow I'll warrant ; 
A damn'd bloudy minded: fellow; : | 
Dake.. Name your Conditions, 7aff. For my ſelf fall pardon, 
Beſides the lives of two and twenty friends © -[ Delivers a lift, 
Whoſe names are here inroll'd : Nay, let their Crimes 
Be neer ſo monſtrous, F muſt have the Oaths 
And ſacred promiſe of this Reverend Council, 
That in a full Aſſembly of the Senate 
The thing ask beratifi'd, Swear this;- ©! © 
And 11l unfold the ſecrets of your danger, ; 
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' All. We'll ſwear, 1" Deke, Propoſe the Oath, 
aff. By all the hopes 27 

Yehave of Peace and Happineſs hereafter, 


Swear. All, We all ſwear, 
7aff. To grant me what Tye ask'd, | dog] 
Ye ſwear. All. We fwear, WEL 


Paff. Amd'as ye keep the Oath, 
May you and your poſterity be bleſt _ 


Or curſt for ever. AN, -Elfe be curſt for ever. 
{f Then here's the liſt, and 'with'tthe F DeMvers azio- 
full diſcloſe of all that threateas'you. / ' ( ther paper. . 


Now Fate thou haſt caughr me.-* 

Anto, Why what. a dreadfull Catalogue of Cut-throats is here! 
I'll warrant you norone of theſe fellows bnt has a face like a Lion, 
I dare not ſo much"as read their 'names over. 

Dake. Give orders that all diligent ſearch be made 
To ſeize theſe men, their chafatters are publick, 

The paper intimates their Rendevouz 
To be at the houſe of a fam'd Grecian Curtezan 
Calld Aquiline ; ſee that p' 4 fecur'd. - a 

Anto, What my Nicky Nacky'\, Hurry Durry , Nic ack 
inthe Plot —— L I'l make a Eee: "Mott noble "are Ban ; 
What headlong apprehenſion drives you on, 

Right noble, wiſe and pay ſolid Senators, 

To Violate the Laws and right of Nations ? 

The Lady is a Lady of renown. 

'Tis true, ſhe holds a houſe of fair Reception, 

And though I ſay't my ſelf, as many more 

Can ſay as well asE.© 2 Senat, My Lord, long Speeches 
Are frivolous here, when dangers are ſo near us; 

We all well know your Intereſt in that Lady, 

The world talks loud on't. © _ Anto, ,Verily I have dore, 
I ſay no more, " Dake. But ſince he has declar'd 
Himſelf concern'd, Pray, Captain, take great caution 

To treat the fair one, as becomes her Character, 

Andlet her Bed-chamber be fearch'd with decency. 

You, Zaffeir, muſt with patience bear till morning, co be our 
Prifoner., aff. Would the Chains of death 
Had bound me faſt e'er I had known this minute, 

I've done a deed will make my Story hereafter 

Quoted in competition with all ill ones : 

The Hiftory of my wickedneſs' ſhall run 

Down through the low traditions of the vulgar, 

And Boys bechougin to tell the tale of Zeffeir. 


Dake. Captain withdraw your Priſoner. 
7; vir, if pollible', © '<-:t-". 


me where my omthoughts therbſclyes may loſe me, * 
We, AM 30 Whers 
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Wherc I may doze- out whatTve left of life, 
Forget my ſelf and this days guilt and falſhood, 
Crue! remembrance how ſhall I appeaſe rhee ! [ Ex. guarded, 
Noiſe without, 
More Traitors; room , room , make room there. 
Dake. How's this , Guards? 
Where are our Guards ? ſhut up the Gates, the Treaſon's already 
at our Doors, | . 
| Enter: Officer, 
Offc. My Lords , more Traitors : 
Seiz'd in the very a& of Conſultation 
Furniſh'd with Arms and Inſtruments of miſchief, 
Bripg in the priſoners, | 
Enter Pierre, Renault, Theodore, Elliot, Revellido 
andother Conſpirators, in fettcrs, guard;d, 
Pierr. You, my Lords and Fathers, | 
( As you are pleas'd ro call, your ſelves) of Venice ; 
If you ſit here to guide the courſe of Juſtice, 
Why theſe diſgracefull chains upon the limbs 
That have ſo often labour'd in your f{&rvice?. 
Are theſe the wreaths of triumphs ye beſtow, | 
On thoſe that bring you Conqueſts home and Honours? | 
Duke. Goon, you ſhall be heard, Sir. 
Anto. And be hang'd too, I hope. 
Fiery, Are theſe the Trophies I've deſerv'd for fighting 
Your Bartels with confederated Powers, | 
When winds and Seas conſfyr'd taoverthrow you ?; - 
And'brought the Fleets of Spajn to, your own. Harbours, 
When you, great Duke, ſhrunk trembling ih your Palace, 
| And faw your Wife, th Adriatick, ptough'd | 
Like a lew'd Whore by bolder Prows than yours 
Stept not I forth, and taught your looſe Vererians, 
The task of honour and the way to greatneſs, 
Rais'd you from your capitulating fears 
To ſtipulate the rerms of ſu'd for peace, 
And this my recomperce ? If I am a Traitor | 
Produce my charge ; or ſhew the wretch that's baſe enough 
And brave enough to tell me I am a Traitor, 
Duke. Know you one affeir ? [ Allthe Conſpirators MBrnar. 
'Pierr. Yes, and know his Vertue. - 
His Faſtice, Truth, his general Worth and Sufferings 
From a hard father taught me firſt to love him, | 
Emer Jaffeir guard d. 
Duke. See him brought forth, 
Pizrr, Miy friend too bound? nay then 
Our Fate has conquer'd us, and we muſt fall, 
. Why droops the man whoſe welfa; £'s ſo much. mine 
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They're but one:thing ? theſe Reverend Tyrants, Foffeir, 
Call us all Traitors , art thou one, my Brother ? 
7aff. To thee I am. the falſeſt, veryeſt ſlave 
That e'er betray'd a gfnerous truſting friend, 
And gave up honcur to be ſure of ruine. 
All our fair hopes which morning was tg have. crown'd 
Has this curfſt tongue-o'erthrown. 
Piery., So, then-all's aver : | 
Venice has loſt her freedom ; I my life ; 
No more, farewell. 
Dake. Say;z will you. make confeſſion 
Of your vile deeds and/truſt the Senates mercy ? 
Pierr, Curſt be your Senagze:: Curſt your-Conſtitution ; 
The Curſe of growing fadtions.and Civiſion 
Still vex your Councils, ſhake your publick ſafety, 
And make the Robes of Government, you wear, 
Hatefull to you, -as theſe baſe Chains to, me. 
Duke. Pardon or Death. Pierr, Death, honourable death, 
Renaxlt, Death's the beſt thing we ask#or_ you can give. 
All Conſpir.,,No, ſhameful bonds ,, but hongurable death. 
Duke. Break up the Council; Captajn,; guard- your priſoners. 
JaZrir, y* are free, but theſe muſt wait for judgment. 
E ds D Ex. all the Senators. 
Pierr, Come, where's my :Dungeon?- lead -me tomy ſtraw : 
It will not be the firſt time, I've lodg'd hard 


To do; your Senate fervice.,, 7aff. Hold one moment, 
Pirrr. Who's he diſputes the Judgment of the Senate ? 
Preſumptuous Rebel —— on [ Strikes Jaff, 


7af. By Heaven you ſtir not. 
I muſt be heard, I muſt have leave to ſpeak : 
Thou haſt diſgrac'd me, Pierre, by a vile blow : 
Had not a dagger done thee nobler juſtice ? 
But uſe me as thou wilt, thou canſt, nor wrong me, 
For I am fallen benearh the baſeſt injuries; 
Yer look upon me with an eye of mercy, 
With pity and with charity behold me ; 
Shut not thy heart againſt a friend's repentance, 
But as there dwells a God-like nature in thee 
Liſten with mildneſs to my ſupplications. 

Fiere. What whining Monk art thou? what holy cheat 
That wou'dſt ehcroach upon my crequlous ears 
And cant'ſt thus vilely 2 hence, I know thee nor, 
Diſſemble and be naſty : leave me, Hippocrite. 

7Zaff. Not know me, Pierre? 

Pierr. No, know thee not : what art thou ? 

Jaff.' Zaffeir, thy friend, thy once loy'd, valu'd friend, 
Though now deſervedly (corn'd , and usd moſt hardly. 


T 
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Pierr. Thou 7affeir ! Thou my once loy'd, vala'd friend? '' "217 
By Heavens thou lyſt; the man, ſo call d; my friend, © J 
Was generous, honeſt, faithfull, juſt and valiant, 
Noble in mind, and in his perſon loyely, | 
Dear to my eyes and tender to my heart: oo de 
But thou a wretched, baſe, faK{e, worthleſs Coward, * 0 
Poor even in Soul, and loathſome ttithy afpe& "07 5 91 210 
All eyes muſt ſhun thee, and all hearts dereſtthice,'-" - 05 
Prithee avoid, nor longer cling'rhits round me; [+ 7 
Like ſomething banefull, that my nature's chill 'd ar. *'- - 
?aff. Thave not wrong'd thee, bytheſe tears1 hayenot, 
But itill am honeſt, true, 'and hope too, valtatit ; * 
My mind ftilFfull of thee :- therefore till noble, 
Let not thy eyes then ſhun me, nor thy heart 
Deteft me utterly: Oh look upon” me '' ff 
Look back and ſee my ſad' fincere ſubmiſſion? 
How my heart ſwells, aseven *twould burſt my boſom ; 
Fond of its Gaol, and labouting to be at thee! 
What ſhalll do 2 what ſayto make thee hear me 2 
Pierr, Haft thou not wrong'd me? dar'ſt thou cdl thy (elf. 


_ 


Zaffeir , that once lov'd, valued friend of mihe, 
And {wear thou haſt not wrong'd me? whence theſe chains? 
Whence the vile death, which I may meet this moment ? 
Whence this diſhonourz but from rhee, thou falſe one ? 
aff. —— All's true, yet grantone thing, andTvye done asking, 
Ficrr. What's that? ; . To ken life on ſuch eonditions- 
The Council have propos'd: Thou and thy friends 
May yet livelong, and to be better treated, 
Pierr. Life! ask my life! confeſs! record my (elf 
A villain for the privilege to' breath, 
And carry up and down this curſed City 
A diſcontented and repining ſpirit, 
Burthenſome to it ſeIfa few years longer, 
To loſe, it may be, at laſt. in a lewd quarrel 
For ſome new friend, treacherous and falſe as thou art! 
No, this vile world and I have long been jangling, 
And cannot parton betrer terms than now, 
When onely men like thee are fit to live in'r. 
7aff. By all that's juſt Pierr, Swear by ſome other powers, 
For thou haſt broke that ſacred Oath too lately. | 
. Then by that hell T merit , I'|Inot leave thee, © 
Till ro thy ſelfar leaſt , thou'rt reconcil'd, 
However thy reſentments deal with me. 
Pierr. Not leave me! | 
[4f- No , thou ſhalt not force me from thee, 
Uſe me reproachfully , and like a ſlave, 
Tread on me, buffer me, heap wrongs on wrongs 
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On my poor head ; 111 bear it-all with patience, 
Shall weary out thy moſt unfriendly cruelty, 
Lie at thy feet and kiſs 'em though they fpurn me, 
Till, wounded by my ſufferings , thou relenr, 
And raiſe me to thy arms with dear forgiveneſs, 
Piery, Art thou not —— [of What? 
Pierr, A Traitor ? [aff. es. 
Pierr. A Villain? aff. Granted. 
Pierr. A Coward, a moſt ſcandalous Coward, 
Spiritleſs, void of honour, one who' has ſold 
Thy everlaſting Fame, for ſhameleſs life ? 
7aff. All, all, and more, much more ; my faults are Numberleſs. 
Pierr, And wouldft thou haye me live on terms like thine ? 
Baſe as thou artfalſe=—— + *7f. No, 'tis ro me that's grantad, 
The ſafety of thy He'wat all T aim'd at, 
In recompence for faith, and truft ſo broken, 
Pierr, I ſcorn it more becaufepreſervd by thee, 
And as when firſt my f6okiſh/ heart took pity 
On thy misfortunes, fought thee: in thy miſcries, \ { 
Reliev'd thy wants; ard rais'& thee from thy State 
Ofwretchedneſs in which thy fate had plung'd thee, 
To rank thee in«my liſt of noble-friends; 
All I receiv'd in fufety for-thy truth, | 2 
Were unregarded oaths z and this, this dagger, 
Given with a worthleſs pledge , thou ſince haſt ſtoln, 
$o 1 reſtore it back to thee again, . 
Swearing by all thoſe powers which thou haſt violated, 
Never from- this curs'd hour to hold communion, 
Friendſhip or intereſt with thee, though our years ' 
Were to exceed thoſe limited the world. 
Take it — farewell for now Towe thee nothing. 
aff. Say thou wilt live then, . Pierr, For my life, diſpoſe it 
Tuſt as thou wilt , becauſe tis what Tem tir'd with. 
aff. Oh, Pierre | Pierre, No more. 
«ff. My eyes wont loſe the ſight of thee, 
But languiſh after thine, and ake with gazing. 
Pierr, Leave me —— Nay, then thug, thus, I throw thee from me 


And curſes, great as is thy falſhood, catch thee, 7aff. Amen, 
He's gone, my father, friend, preſeryer, 

And here's the portion he has left me. [ Holds the dagger wp. 
This dagger , well remembred, with this dagger 


I gave a ſolemn yow of dire'importance, 

Parted with this and Belvidera together ; 

Havea care, Memry, drive thgt thought no farther z 
No, Iilefteemit as a friend's laſt legacy, . 

Treaſure it up in this wretched boſon, _ 

Where it may grow acquainted with my heart, 


, 
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That when they meet, they ſtart not from each other; - 
So ; now for thinking : A blow, call'd Traitor, Villain, 
Coward, diſhonourable coward, fogh! 
Oh for a lang ſound ſleep, and fo forget it! 
Down, buſic Devil. - 
Enter Belyidera, 
Bel. Whither ſball I fly ? 
Where hide me and my miſeries together ? 
Where's now the Roman Conſtancy I boaſted? 
Sunk into trembling fears and deſperation! 
Not daring now to look up to that dear face | 
W hich us'd ro ſmile even on.my faults, but down ... 
Bending.theſe miſerable cyecs.to earth, 
Muſt move in penance, and implore much Mercy. - 
aff. Mercy, kind Heaven has ſurely endleſs fjores 
Hoarded for thee of bleſſings yet untaſted; 
Let wretches loaded hard with guiltas lam, 
Bow the weight and groan beneath the burthen, 
Creep with a remnant of that Weng eh hayeleft, 
Before the footſtoolof that Heaven th*have wjur'd, 
Oh Belvidera! I'm the wretchedſt creature 
E'er crawl'd onearth; now if thou haſt Vertue help me, 
Take me intothy Arms, and ſpeak the words of peace 
To my diviced Soul, that wars within me, 
Ard raiſes every Senfe to my confulicn 
By Heav'n Iam tottering on the very brink 
Of Peace; ard thouart all the hold I've left. 
Bel. Alas! 1 know thy ſorrows are moſt mighty ; 
I know th' haſt cauſe tomourn; to mourn, my Faffeir, 
With endleſs cries, and never ceaſing wailings, | 
Th haſt loſt /aff. OhT have loſt what can't be counted ; 
My friend too, Belwidera, that dear friend, | 
Wh, next to thee, was all my health rejoyc'd in, 
His u«'d melikea flave ; ſhamefully us'd me ; 
"Tweuld break thy pitying heart to hear the ſtory, 
What ſhall I do? reſentment, indignation, 
Love, pity, fear and mem'ry, how I've wrong'd him, * 
Diſtract my quiet with the very thought"on't, 
And tear my heart to pieces in my hoſome, 
Bel. Whar has he,.dohe? Bo IVE 
7aff. Thou'dit hate me, ſhould 1 tell thee. '. Bel. Why ?. 
?aff. Oh he has us'd me? yer by Heaven I bear ir? | 
He has us'd me, Belvidera, but firſt ſwear 
That when Yve told thee, thou'lt notloath me utterly, 
Though vileſt blats and ſtains appear*upon me z 
But (till at leaft with charitable gondneks,: . 
Benear mein the pings of rival, Bo SO ERS AY 
Not ſcorn me, Belvid.re, as he has done.” © Bel. Have 
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Bd, Havel thetteer been falſe that now Tam doubted? 

Speak, what's the cauſe lam grown into diſtruſt, 

Why _ unfic to hear my Love's cothplaining ? 

* Bel. Tel 

Oh my dear Angel! in tharfriendFve lo 
 Allmy Soul's peace , for every thougfit of him 

Strikes my Senſe hatd, and deads it in my brains z 
Wouldft thou believe if 
Bil: Speak. * 7aff. Before weparted, 

E'er yet his Gnards had led him ro his priſon, 

Full of ſevereſt ſorrows for his ſuffrings, 

With eyes ecrflowing and a bleeding heart, 

Humbling my Telf almoſt beneath my nature ? 

As at his feet | kneel'd, and ſu'd for mercy, 

Forgetting alf our friendſhip, all the dearneſs, ' 

In which w' have liv'd ſo many years together, 

With a reproachful hand he daſh'd a blow, 

He ſtruck me, Belviders, by Heaven, he ſtruck me, 
Buffeted; calPd me Traitor, Villain, Coward ; 
AmlaCoward? amlIa Villain? tell me: 

Th' art the beſt Judge, and mad'ſ me, if Iam fo; 
Damnationz Coward! Bet. Oh! forgive tim, Jofeir; 
And if his ſufferings wound thy heart Y F-3 
What will they do to morrow? | 

i Hah! Bel. To morrow, 

When thou ſhalt ſee him ftretch'd in all the Agonies , 

Of a tormenting and a ſhameful death, 

His bleeding bowels, and his broken limbs, 


Inſulted o'er by a ng ge, ing Villain ; 
What will hy fivaee do then? Ohſure*twill tream 
Like my eyes now. 
7aff. What means thy dreadful ſtory ? 
Death, and to morrow ? broken limbs and bowels? 
Inſulted oer by a vile butchering Villain? 
By all *my fears 1 ſhall ftart out to madneſs, 
With barely gueſling if the truth's hid longer. 
Bel. The faithlefs Senators, 'tis they've decre'd it : 
They fay according to our friends requeſt, 
They ſhall have death, and not ignoble bondage : 
Declare their promis'd mercy all as forfeited, 
Falſe to their oaths, and deaf tointerceſſion ; 
Warrants are paſs'd for publick dearth to morrow. 


7aff. Death! doom'd to die! condemn'd unhear'd ! uopleaded ! 


Bel, Nay, cruelF racks and torments are preparing, 
To force confeſſions from their dying pangs ; 
Oh do not look fo terribly upon me; 
How yourlips ſhake, and all your facediforder'd ! 
What means my Loye ? G 
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?af, Oh! 


me. 7aff. Bear m falliogs for they are many, , 
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| Paoff. Leaveme, I charge thee leave me-——ſtrong temptations 
Wake in my hearr, Bel, For what ? 
* No more, but leaveme.  * Bel. Why? 
af. Oh! by Heaven I love thee with that fondneſs 

I would not have thee ſtay a moment longer, 
Near theſe ctirſt hands: are they not cold upon thee 7 

Bel. No, everlaſting comfort'sin thy Arms, Ss the dag ger baif 


| 


To lean thus on thy dreaſt is ſofter caſe out of bus boſons and 
Than downy pillows deck'd with leaves of roſes. C pats it back agen. 
' Alas thou thinkeft not of the thorns'tis fill'd with, 

Fly cer they call thee: there's a lurking ſerpent 
Ready to leap and ſting thee to thy heart : 
Artthou-not terrifi'd? 

Bel. No. Zaff. Call to mind 
What thoa haſt done, and whither thou haſt brought me. 

. Bel. Hah! 

Faff. Where's my friend ? my friend, thou ſmiling miſchief ? 
Nay, ſhrink not, now 'tis too late, thou ſhouldſt have fled 
When thy Guilt firſt had cauſe, for dire revenge, 
Is up and raging for my friend. Hegroans, 
Hark how he groans, his ſcreams are in my ears 
Already ; ſee, th' have fixt him on the wheel, , 
And now they tear him---Murther! perjur'd Senate! 
Murther--Oh! --hark thee, Traicreſs, thou haſt done thiss * 
Thanks to thy tears and falſe perſwading love, Fumbling for his 
How her eyes ſpeak! Oh thou bewitching creature 3 Dagger. 
Madneſs cannot hurtthee : Come, thou little trembler, * 
Creep, even into my heart, and there lie ſafez - _ 
'Tis thy own Cittadel ——hah yet ſtand off, 
Heaven muſt have Juſtice, and my broke yows. 
Will fink meelſe beneath its reaching mercy; 
FIl wink and then 'tis done | IO v4 | 

Bel. What means the Lord 

Of me, my life and love, what's in thy boſom, yh 
Thou graſpſt at ſo? nay, why aml thus treated ? Draws the dagger; 
What wile thou do? Ah, do not kill me, Jaffeir, 1 offers to , 
Pity theſe panting breaſts, and"trembling limbs, hon | 
That us'd to claſp thee when thy looks were milder, 
That yet hang heavy on my unpurg'd Soul, . 
And plunge it not into exernaldarkneſs. 

Jeff No, Belvidera, when we parted laſt 
Igave this dagger with thee as in truſt - 
To be thv portion, If I&er prov'd falſe, | 
On ſich eondition was my truth believ'd : 


Burt now 'tis forfeited and muſt be paid for. ; , 
Bel: Oh, mercy! F [ ics fb ber eee 
; Jaf. Nay,no ſtrugling, es _ | 
4 va . Reb. Now 
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Bel. Now then kill me. [ Leaps #p9% bis neck, and Liſſer him, 
While thus | cling about thy cruel neck, | 
Kiſs thy revengeful lips and die in joys _ 
Greater than any I'can gneſs hereafcer. ' 

af. Lam, 1 am a Coward; witneff't, Heaven, 

Witneſs it, Earth, and every being Wicneſs 
Tis but one blow yet: by immortal Love, 
I canfiot longer beara thought to harm thee, F- throws aw 1y the days 
The Seal of providence is ſure upon thee. ' - [2 ger and embraces ber. 
And thou wert bora for yet unheard of wonders: 
Oh thou wert either born toſaveor damame! 
By all the power that's given thee o'er my Soul, 
By thy reliſtleſs tears and conquering ſmiles, 
By the victorious love thar ſtill waits on thee; 
Fly to thy cruel Father: ſave my friend, 
Orall our future Quier's Joſt for ever: 
Fall at his feer, cling round his reverend knees ; 
yon to him with thy Eyes, and with thy tears, 

elr thy hard heare, and wake dead naturein him, 
Cruſh him in th' Arms, and torture him with chy ſofcneſs : 


Nor, till thy Prayers are gramed, ſet him free, 3 
But conquer him, as thou baſt vanguiſh'd me, [ Ex. amb, 
The end of the fourth Ah. 
ATTY. -. 


; Enter Priuli ſolss. 
Pris. wW HY, cruel Heaven, have my unhappy days 
Been lengthen'd tothis ſad one? Oh! diſhonor 

And deathleſs infamy is fallen upon me, 
Was it my fault? Amlatraitor? No. 
But then, my only child, my daughter, wedded ; 
There my beſt bloud runs foul,” and a diſeaſe 
Incarable has ſeiz'd upon my memory, 
To make ir rot and ftink to after ages. 
Curſt be the fatal minute when 1 got her 
Or wou'd that I'd been any thing bur man, - 
And raig'd an iſſue which wou'd nc'er have wrong'd me, 
The-miſerableſt Creatures ( man excepted ) 
Are not the leſs eſteern'd, though their poſterity 

enerate from the vertues of their fathers; 
The vileſt Beaſtsare happy intheir oft ſpri::gs, 
Whilpeinetn gers Traicours, Whores and Villains. 
Curſt be the names, 'and ſome ſwift blow from Fate 
Lay his _ where mine may be forgorrcen. 

3 wer Belvidera in 4 long mourning Veil. 
Bel. He'e there, my farther, my inhumane father, 

That, for three years, has left an only child G 2 

" . 
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Expos'd to all the outrages of Fate, 
And cruel- ruin oh | —— 
Pris, What child of forrow | 
Art thou that com'ſt thus wrapt .in weeds of ſadneſs, 
And moy'ſt as if thy ſteps were towards a grave? , 

Bel; A wretch , who from the very top of happine(s 
Am fallen into the loweſt depths of miſery, | 
And want your pitying hand to raiſe me up again. 

Pris. Indeed thou talk'ſt- as thou hadſt taſted farrows. 
Would I could help thee. | 

Bel, 'Tis greatly in your power, . 
The world too , ſpeaks you charitable, and I, 
Who ne'er ask'd alms before, in. that dear h 
Am come a begging to you, Sir. _ Pris, what ? 

Rl, Oh, well regard me, is this voice a ſtrange one? 
Conſider too , when beggars once pretend 
A caſe like mine, no little will. content'em.. 

Pris. What wouldſt thou beg for? 

Bel. Pity and forgiveneſs; [Throws up her Veil, 
By the kind tender names of child and father, 
Hear my complaints and take me to your love. 

Prix; My daughter ? Bel. Yes, your daughter, by.a mother: 
Vertuous and noble, faithfull ro your honour, 
Obedient to your will, kind to your wiſhes, 
Dear to your arms; byall the-joys ſhe gaye you,. 
When in her blooming years ſhewas your treaſure, FE 
Look kindly on me; in my face behold | * 
The lineaments of hers.y'haye kils'd fo- often, 
Pleading the caufe of your poar caſt-off Child, 

Priz. Thou art my daughter. Bel. Yes —— Andy have oft told me 
With ſmiles of love and chaſte paternal kifles,, 


My diſobedience. but let pity enter 
Into your heart, and quite deface the impreffion ; 
For could yon think how mine's perplext, what ſadneſs 
Fears and deſpairs diſtraClt the peace within me,, -- 
Qh, you wou'd take mein your dear, dear Armg,.. 
Hover with ſtrong compallion-o'er your young one, . 
To ſbelter me withla proteCtiag wing,. | 
From the black gathe:*d ſtorm, that's juſt, juſt breaking. 
Prix, Don't talk thus, Bel. Yes, I muſt, and you muſthhear too}? 


I:have a husband. Pris. Damn him, 
Bel.: Oh, do not curſe him |! | 


He would not ſpeak ſo hard a, word, rowards.you.1. | 
Qn..apy terms , oh! cer he deal with me, - | 


I'd much reſemblance of my mather, : Prix. Oht 

Hadſt thou inherited her matchleſs vermes 

I'd been too a bleſs'd, Bel, Nay, danoticallto memory 
; -4 
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Prid, Hah! what means my: obild ? 
Bel. Oh there's but this ſhort momene " 
'Twixt me and Fate, yet ſend me not with curſes 
Down to my grave, afford me one kind bleſſing 
Before we part : juſt rake-me in your arms 
And recommend me withya prayer to Heaven, 
That I may dye in peace, and when I'm dead mo———— 
Pris. How my Soul's catcht? 
Bel. Lay me, I beg you, lay, me 
By the dear aſhes of my tender mother, 
She would have pitied me, had fate yet ſpared her. 
Pria.By Heaven,my aking heart forebodes mach miſchief, 
Tell me thy ſtory , for I'm ſtill thy father, 
Bel. No, I'm contented. Priw. ? 


Bel. No marter. | Pris. 'Telt me. 
By you, bleſt Heaven, my heart runs o'er with fondneſs, 
Bel. Oh! _ * Prin, Utter'c, 


Bel Oh my husband , my dear husband 
Carries a —_— his once kind boſome. 
Topieree the of your poor Belvideys, 
Pris, Kill thee? ' Bel, Yes, kill me; when hepaſsd his faick' 
 Andcovenant, againſt: your State and'Senare, ' 
He gave me upas hoſtage for his truth, 
With me a dagger and a dire commiſſion, 
When c'er he fail'd toplungeie through:this boſome, 
L learnt the danger, choſe the hour of loye. ; 
T attempt hisheart, and bring'it-back to honour, 
Great love prevyaild and bleſ#'d me with ſucceſs, 
He came, confeſt, betray'dhis deareft friends 
For promis'd mercy ; now they're doem'd to fulfer, 
Gall'd wich remembrance of what then was{worn, 
If they are loſt, he vows tappeaſe the Gods- 
With this poor life, andmake my blood th atronement, 
Prin. Heavens 1: .// 
Bel.” Think you faw what paſs'd' at our laft parting; 
Think you beheld him like: a raging lion, | 
Pacing the earth and tearing up his ſteps, 
Fate in his eyes , and roaring with the pain 
Of burning fury ; think you ſaw his one hand * 
Fix't on my throat, while' the extended other- 
Graſp'd ar keen threatning dagger, oh'twas thus, . 
We laſt embrac'd, when, trembling with'revenge, . 
He dragg'd me to the ground, and at my boſome 
Preſenced horrid death, cried" our, my-friends;-. | 
Where are-my friends? amino, adn 5 tree rant | 
For he yet lov's, and thar dearlove prefery'dme,' 
Tothis laſt tryal of a father's pity; $f, 


ow w—_d 
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I fear not death, but cannot bear a't m_* 50 1 
That that dear hand ſhoulda do th' unfriendly office ; 
If I wasever then your care, now hear mez 
Fly to the Senate, ſave thepromigs'd lives &: 
Of his dear friends , e'cr mine be made the ſacrifice, ' ' | 

Pris. Oh, my hearts comfort! Bel. Will you not, my father? 
Weep not but an{wer-me. - ' Prin; By Heaven), 1 will, 
Not one. of em but what ſhall be immortal.-- | 
Canſt thou forgive me all my follics paſt, 
I'Ilhenceforth be indeed a father ; never, 
Nerer more thus expoſe, but cheriſh thee, 
Dear as the yital warmth that feeds my life. | 
Dear as theſe eyesthat weep'in' fondneſs or thee, 
Peace to thy heart. - Farewel, ') 

Bel, Go, and remember, 1 
*Tis Belvidera's life her father pleads for. ( Ex ſeveraly. 

Enter Antonio, 

Hum, hum, hah, = 
Sceignior Priali, my Lord Prizli, my-Lord, my Lord, my:Lord: Now, 
we Lords love to call one another by our Titles. ' 'My Lord, my Lord, 
my:Lord Pox on. him, I am. a Lord as well ashe. Ando ler 
him fiddle Il warrant him he's gone to the Senate-houſe, and 
Til be there roo, ſoon enough for fomebody. Odd» -- here's a tickling 
ſpeech about the Plot, I'll provethere's a Plot with a Vengeance-—— 
would | had it without book ; let me ſee —— | 

Moſt Reverend Senatours, 7 
Thar chere-is a Pl-t, ſarely by rhis time, no man that hath eyes or 
underſtanding in his head will preſume to doubr ; 'tis as plain as the. 
light in the Cowcumber —— no —— hold there —— Cowcumber 
does not come in yet —— 'tis as plain as the light in the Sun, or as the 
inan in the Moon, even at noon day, Ir is indeed a Pumpkin-Plor, 
which, juſt as it was mellow, we have gathered; and now we have 
gathered it, prepar'd and dreſ#dit, ſhall we throw it like a pickled 
Cowcumber out at the window ? no : * that it is not orely a 
bloody, borrid, execrable, damnable and audacious Plor, but it is, as 
I may fo fay, aſawcy Plot: andweall know, moſt Reverend Fathers, 
that what 1s ſawce for a Goole is ſawce for a Gander: Therefore, I ſay, 
as thoſe blood-thirſty Ganders of the conſpiracy would have deſtroyed 
us Geeſe of the Senate, let us make haſte rodeſtroy them, ſo I humbly 
move for hanging - - - hah, hurry durry -- 1think this will do, cho',I 
was ſomething out , at firſt, abouc rhe-$Sun and rhe Cowcumber, 

Enter Aquilina. 

Aguil. Good morrow,, Senatour. 

Anto, Nacky, my dear Nacky , morrow , Nacky, odd I am very 
brisk, very merry, very pert, very jovial- --- haaaaa---- kils 
me Nacky; how doſt thou do, my little Tory, rory Strumper;” kiſs me, 
I fay, hully, kiſs me. WR: | 
SE IISE  Aquil, 


——, 


+ Rs | p 
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Aquil. Kiſs me, Nacky, hang you, Sir, Coxcomb r, 
"Sno. Hayry tayry, isis. oindeed, with all my vane Ao Hh 

thes mp Y we, faith--hey then wp go we, dum dum derum dump, ['Sings, 


Ano. 
"Agqvil. boa: you ingen9 40 die Loy bel——? 
Ano. ut threeſcore years hence, much may be done, 
Aquil. You'l be hang, Scignior. , Os. 
Ants. Hang'd, ſweer-heart, prithee be quiet, 'd quoth-a, that's 
a merry conceit, with all my heart, why thou jok'ſt, Nacky, thou 
art given to Joking, I'll fwear z well, I proteſt, Nacky, nay, 1 muſt 
proteſt, and will proteſt that I love joking dearly, man. AndLlove 
thee for joking, and TIL kiſs thee, for joking, and towſe thee for jo- 
king, and. odd,, I have a deviliſh mind to take thee afide abour thae 
ineſs for joking too, odd Lhaye, and Hey then wp go we, dum dum 
rom ag. _ 
Aquil. . bby this, Sir? [Draws 4 dagger, 
Anto, O Laud, adagger! OhLaud! it is naturally my averſion, I 
cannot endure the ſight on't, hide ir, for Heavens ſake, Icannor look. 
that way till it be gone——hideit, hide it, oh, ob, hide ic ! 
Aquil. Yes, in your heart, Ill hideit. _ 
Anto, My heart ; what, hides Jagger inmy heart's blood ! 
Aqu:l. Yes, inchy heart, thy t, thou pamperd Devil;.. 
Thou haſt og to ſpoil my peace, and T'll haye yengeance 
On thy curſt life, for all the blaody Senate, | 
The perjur'd faichleſs Senatg: . Where's my Lord, 
My Happineſs, my Love, my God, my Hero, 
Doom'd by thy apcurſRg Ogg. L the reſt, . 
T a ſhamcful wrack? By all therage that's m me. 
I'll be whole years in murthering thee, 
Ante. Why, Nacky, ; 
Wherefore ſo paſſionate ?. what have I done? what's the. matter my» 
dear Nacky ? .am not [thy Love, thy Happioets thy Lord, thy Hero 
thy Senator, andevery thing in the World, Nacky ? 
Agquil. Thou! think'ſt thou, thou art fit to meer my joys 3 
To bear the cager claſps of my embraces? 
Give me my Prerre, Of —— , 
Ante. Why, he's to be 'd, litcle Nacky, 
Truſt up for-Treaſon, and ſo .Child. 
4quil. Thouly'ft, ſtop down thy throat that helliſhſentence. . 
Or *cis thy laſt : ſmearthat my Love ſhialllive, | 
Or thou art dead; 
Anto. Ah h hh 
Aquil, Swear to recal his doom; 
Swear at my feet, and tremble at my fury. 0 
Ante. 1 do, ,now if ſhe would but kiok a little: bit, , one kick now+ 
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Agquil, $wear ; of —— | & 

Auto, 1do, by theſe dear fragrant foots ' 
And little toes, ſweet as, eee e my Nacky Nacky Nacky; 

Aguil, How ' : : ; 

Ant. Nothing but untie thy ſhoe-ſtring a little faich ang troth, 
That's all, that's all, as 1 hopetrolive, Nacky, that's all, - 

Aquil. Nay, then ——— 

Anto, Hold , hold, thy Love, thy Lord,thy Hero 
Shall be preſery'd and ſafe. 

Aquil. Or may this Pomard 
Ruſt in thy hearr. 

Anto. With all my foul, | | 

Aquil. Farewell - -« <= ©. -  CFx. Aquil,” 

Anto. Adieu. Why what a blondy-miinded inveterare, termapant: 
Strumpet have I been plagu'd with 1 oh hh yet more! nay then [ die 
I die-- lam dead already. [ Seretches himſelf our. * 


Enter Jaffcir, 


?aff. Final deftraftion ſeize on all the world: 
Bend down, ye Heavens, and ſhutting round this earth, 
Cruſh the Vile Globe into its firſt contuſion ; 
Scorchrit , with Elementalflames, ro one curſt Cindar, 
And all us little ereepers in't, call'd men, 
Burn, burn to nothing : but ler Yenice burn 
Hotter than all the reſt: Here kindle Hell 
Ne'er toextinguiſh, and'ler (buls hereafter 
Groan here, in all thoſe pains which mine feels now. 


* Enter Belyidera. 


[ Meeting him; 
[ Turning from her, 


Bel. My _ 
' 7aff. My Plague 

iT Nay then I ſee my ruine, 

If I muſt die! 
aff. No, Death's this day too buſie, 

Thy Father's ill rime'd Mercy came too late, 
I thank thee for thy labours tho' an& him too, 
But all my poor betray'd unhappy friends 
'Have Summons to prepare for Fate's black hour ; i 
And yer l live. 

Bel, Then be the next my doom. 
I ſee thou haſt paſ#'d my ſentence in thy heart, 
And III no longer weep or plead againſt ir, 
But with the humbleſt, moſt obedient patience | 
Meet thy dear hands, and kiſs 'em when they wound me z 
ladeedI am willing , -but I beg thee do it , 


"I 5 «< 


With 
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With ſome remorſe , and where thougiv'ſt the blow, 
View me with eyes of g rrelenting love, 

And ſhew mepity, for 'twillſweeten Juſtice. 

'74ff. Shew pity to thee ? 

Bel. Yes, and when thy hands, 
Charg'd with my fatey-cometrembling to.the deed, 
As thou haſt done a thouſand thouſand dear times, 
To this poor breaſt, when kinder rage has brought thee, 
When our ſting'd hearts have leap'd to meet cach other, 
And melting kiffes ſeal'd our lips tagether, 
When joys have left me galping.4n thy arms, 
So let my death come now, and I'll not ſhrink from'e, 

. Nay, Belwidera; donot fear my cruelty, 

Norlet the thoughts of death perplex thy fancy, 

But anfwer me to-whatTſhall demand 
With a firm temper and unſhaken ſpirit. 

Bel. I will when I've done weeping —— 
Foff. Fic , no more on't —— 
How long is't ſince the miſerable day 
We weddeſt firſt _— . 
Bel. Ohhh. | 
7eff. Nay , keep in thy-tears, 
Leſt they unman me too. 
Bel, Heaven knows I cannot ; 
The words you utter ſound ſo very fadly 4 
Theſe ſtreams will follow - - - - 
7af. Come, T'll kiſs *em dry then. 
Bel. But, was't a miſerable day? 
aff. A curs'd one. 
Bel. I thoughtit otherwiſe, and' you've oft ſworn 
In the tranſporting hours of warmeſt love 
When ſure you ſpoke the truth, you've ſworn you blef&'d it. 
. *I'was a raſhoath. 
Bel. Then why am I not curs'd too ? 
aff. No, Belviders ; by th eternal truth, 
| doat with too much fondneſs. 
Bel. Still ſo kind? 
Still then do you you love me? 
Zaf. Nature, in her workings, 

Inclines not with more ardour to Creation, 

Thanl do now towards thee ; man ne'er was bleſs?, 

Since the firſt pair firſt met, as I have been, 

Bel. Then ſure you will not curſe me. 
74f. No, Ill bleſs thee. 

I came on purpoſe, Belviders, to bleſs thee, 

'Tis now, Ithink, three years w have liv'd together, 

Zel, And may no fatal minute =_—— us, 


TY Venice Preſert'd, or 
Till, reverend grown, for age and love, we go 
Down to one Grave, as our laft-bed, together, 
There ſleepin peace till an eternal morning, "FO 
aff, When will that be? [ S1ginge 
Bel. 1 hope long Ages hence, 
af. Have 1 not hitherto- (I beg: thee tell me 
Thy very fear) us'd thee with tender'ſt love? 
Did cer my Soul riſe up in wrath againſt-rhee ? 
" Did cer frown-when Belvidera ſmil'd, 
Or, by the leaſt unfriendly word , betray 
A bating paſſion? have I ever wrong'd thee: 
Bel. No. 
?aff. Has my heart, or have my eyes Cer wandred 
To any other woman f” | 
Bel. Never, never 
I- own I've been too happy , bleſ#d above 
My Sexes Charter. 
Va Did I not ſay I came to bleſs thee ? 
Bel. Yes. 
?aff. Then hear me , bounteous Heaven, 
Pour down your bleffings on this beaureous head, 
Where everlaſting ſweets are always ſpringing. 
With a continual giving hand , let peace, 
Honour and ſafety always hover round her, 
Feed her withplenty, let her eyes ne'er ſee 
» Aſight of forrow, nor her heart know mourning; 
Crown all her days with joy, her-nights with reſt, 
Harmleſs as her own thoughts, and proper her yertue: 
To bear the loſs of one that too much lov'd, 
And comfort her with: patience in our parting. 
Bel. How , parting , parting ? 
aff. Yes, for ever parting , 
IT have ſworn, Belvidera; by you Heaven, 
That beft can tell how much 1 loſe to leave thee; 
We part this hour for. ever. 
Bel. Oh, call back 
Your cruel bleſſings, ſtay with me and curſe me! 
aff. No, *Tis reſulv'd. 
Bel. Then hear me roo, juſt Heaven, 
Ppurdown your curſes. on this-wretched head- 
With never- ceafulg.Vengeance, let deſpair, 
Dang-r or infamy , nay all ſurround me, 
Staryeme with wantings, let mv eyes ne'er ſee - 
Arfight of comfort, nor my heart know peace, 


Bu .dafh m- days with forrow:, nights-with horroars - | 


Wild a: mv  »vn thoughts now, and let looſe fury - 
To make me:mad cnough for-what 1 loſe, . | 


I were the worſt of falſe one ſhould 1 acenſe 


( thee 
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fl muſt loſe him; if I muſt, Iwill nor. 
Oh turn and hear me! 
- Now hold, heart, or' never. 
Bel. By all the tender days we have liv'd together, 
By all our charming nights,” and joys that crown'd 'em, 
Pity my ſad condition, ſpeak, but ſpeak. D 
af. Oh hh. 
Bel. By theſe arms that now cling round thy neck, 
By this dear kiſs and by ten thouſand more, 
By theſe poor ſtreaming eyes 
aff. Murther ! unhold me: _. 
By th'immortal deſtiny that doom'd me [ Draws bis Dag ger 
To this curs'd-minute, I'll not live one longer, 
Reſolve to let me go or ſee me fall 
Bel. Hold , Sir, be patient, 
. Hark, the diſmal Bell " [Paſſing-bell towls, 
- out for _— I-muſt attend its call too, 
or m r friend , my dying Pierre expects me, 
He Px | Tas ro require [a ſee him _ 
Before hedy'd, and take his laſt forgiveneſs, 
Farewel for eyer. 
Bel. Leave thy dagger with me. 
Bequeath me ſomething - - Not one kiſs at. parting ? F Going ont 
Oh my > heart, when wilt thou break 2 ? looks back 
7aff. Yet ſtay , | at her. 
We have a Child, asyet,. a tender Infant, 
Be a kind mother to him when I am gone, 
Breed him in vertue and the paths of Honour, 
But let him never know his father's ftory ; - 
I charge thee guard him from the wrongs my Fate 
May do his future fortune or his name, 
Now —— nearer yet —— C Approaching each ather. 
Oh that my arms were rivetted 
Thus round thee ever ! But my friends, my oath! 
This and no more. [ Kiſſes her, 
Bel. Another , ſire another, 
For that poor little one you've ta'n care of, 
"Pll giv't him truly. | 
7aff. So, now farewel. 
Bel. For ever ? 
7aff. Heaven knows for ever; all good Angels guard thee. 
' Bel. Allill ones ſure had charge of me this moment, 
Curſt be my days, and coniy curſt my nights, | 
Which-I muſt now mourn out in widow d. tears; 


Blaſted be every herb and fruit and tree, 

Curſtbe the rain that falls upon the earth, 

Andes gre eronen man-and beaſt ; 2 
2 
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Oh-give-me daggers, fire or waten, | 
How I could bleed, how burn, how drown the waves *| 
Huzzing and booming round my ſinking head, 

Till 1 deſcended to the peaceful bottom ! 

Oh there's all quiet, here all rage and fury, 

The Air's £00 thin, and pierces my weak brain, 

I long for thick ſubſtantial ſleep : Hell , Hell, 

Burſt from che Centre, rage andiroar aloud, 

If thou art half ſo hot, ſo mad' as I am, 


Entey Priuli and Servants. 


Who's there ? | [ They ſeize ber, 
Pris. Run, ſeize and- bring her ſafely home, 
Guard her as you would life? Alas poor creature! 
Rel. What? to myhusband then condutt me quickly, 
Are all things ready ? ſhall' we dye moſt gloriouſly + 
Say not a word of this tomy old-father, 
Murmuring ſtreams, ſoft ſhades, and'ſpringing flowers, 
Lutes, Laurells, Seas of Milk, and ſhips of Amber, [ Ex. 


Scene opening diſcovers a Scaffold and a Wheel prepar'd for the executing 
of Pierre, them enter- Officers, Pierre and Guards, a Friar, execa- 
rioner and a great Rabble, 


Offic. Room room there 

Priſoner, 

Pierr. My friend not come yet + 
Father, Why are you ſo obſtinate ? 
Pierr. Why you ſo troubleſome, that a- poor-wretch 

Cannot dye in peace ? 

But you, like Ravens will becroaking round him —— 
Fath. Yet, Heaven 
Pierr, I tell thee Heaven and L are friends, 

I ne'er broke Peace withic yet, by cruel murthers, 

Rapine or perjury, or vile deceiving, 

Bur liv'd in moral Juſtice. towards -:all-men, 

Nor am a foe to the moſt ſtrong believers: 

How &er my own ſhort- ſighted Faith confine. me, : 
Fath. But an all-ſeeing Judge ——— 

Pierr, You ſay my-+ conſcience 

Muſt be mine accuſer: I haveſearch'd that Conſeience, 

And find no records there of crimes that ſcareme, 
Fath, Tis ſtrange you ſhould want faith. 

Pierr, You want to lead . © 
My Reaſon blindfold, like a hamper'd Lion, 


Check'd of its nobler; yigourthen, when baited, tir] 


ſand all by , make roomfor the 


FO” : 
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Dowm to obedient tamene(s, make it couch, 


And ſhew ſtrange tricks which you call ſigns of Faith, 


So filly Souls are gull'd and you get money, 
Away, no more: Captain, I would hereafter 
This fellow write no lyes of my converſion, 
Becauſe he has crept! upon my troubled hours, 


Enter Jaſſeir, 


aff. Hold : Eyes, be dry; 

Heart, ſtrengthen me to bear 
This hideous ſight , and humble me, take 
The laſt forgivene(s of a dying friend, 
Betray'd by my vile falſhood ;''r6 his ruine. 
Oh Pierre ! 

Piery. Yet nearer. 

7aff. Crawling on my-knees, 
And proſtrate on the earth, let me approach thee, 
How ſhall I look up to thy injur'd' face, 
That always us'd to ſmile, with friendſhip, on'me ? 
It darts an air of (6-much. manly' virtue, 
That I, methinks, look in thy: ſight, 
And ſtripes aro fitrer- an.embraces. 


Pierr, Dear to my Arms, though thou haſt undone my fame; 


I cannot forget to love thee: prichee, 7affeir, 
Forgive that filthy'blow my paſſion-dealt thee ; 

I am now preparing for the land of peace, 

And fain would have the charitable wiſhes 

Of all good men, like thee, to bleſs my journy. 


[ef Good! I am the vileſt creature, worſe than c'er 
Sutter'd the ſhameful Fate thou art going to taſt of, 


Why was I ſent for to beus'd thus kindly? 
Call, call me villain, as I am, deſcribe 
The foul complexion of my hatefull deeds, 


Lead me tothe Rack , and ſtretch me in thy ſtead, 


I've crimes enough togive it its full load, 
And do it credit? Thou wilt but ſpoil the uſe on't, 
And honeſt men hereafter bear its figure *' 


About 'em, as a charm from treacherous friendſhip. 
Offic. The time grows ſhort,your friends gre dead already. 


74f. Dead! ' 


Piery, Yes, dead, 7 affeir, they've all dy'd like men too, 


Worthy their Character. 
7aff. And what muſt I do ? 
Pierr, Oh, 7ffir! | 
74f. Speak, aloud thy burthen'd Soul, 
Aud tell thy. sroubles to thy rortur'd friend, 
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Pier. Friend! Could'ſt thou yer be a Friend, a generous Friend, 
I might hope Comfort from thy noble ſorrows, 

Heav'n knows I want a Friend, 
af. And 1 a kind one, 
That would not thus ſcorn my repenting Vertue, 
Or think when he is to dye, my thoughts are idle. 
Pier, No! live, I charge thee, 7afferr, 
7aff. Yes, I will live, 
Bur it ſhall be to ſee thy fall revengd 
At ſuch a rate, as Venice long ſhall groan for, 

Pier, Wilr thou ? 

Zaff. T will, by Heavin. , 

Pier, Then ſtill thou'rt nobleg.ggiy + 
And I forgive thee, oh —--yer——ſball 1 cruſt thee? 

aff. No: T've been talſe already. 

Pier, Doſt thou loye me ? 

7aff. Rip up my heart, and ſatisfie thy doubtings, 

Piey, Curſe on this weakneſs, | He weeps, 

7aff. Tears! Amazement! Tears |, 

I never ſaw thee melted thus before ; 
And know there's ſomething lab'riog-in thy boſom 
That muſt kave vent: Though I'm a Villain, tell me. 
Pier. Sceſt thou that Engine? [PointMifiſige the Wheel, 
. Why? | 
- Is't fit Soldier, who has liv'd with Honour, 
Fought Nations Quarrels, and been Crown'd with Conqueſt, 
Be expos'd a common Carcaſs on a Wheel? 

74ff. Hah! 

Pier, Speak! is't fitting ? 

74ff. Fitting ? 

Pier, It's fir a Souldier, who has liv'd with Honour, 
Fought Nations Quarrels, and bin Crown'd with Conqueſt, 
Be expos'd a common Carcaſs on a Wheel? w 

7Zaff. Hah! = 
Pier, Speak! it's fitting ? 

aff. Fitting ? 

Pier. Yes, I&t fitting ? 

7aff. What's to be done ? 

Pier. Id have thee undertake 


' Something that's Noble, to que my Memery 


From the diſgrace that's ready to attaint ir. 
'Offic. The day.grows late, Sir. 
Pier. I'll makehaſt ! oh Zafferr, 

Though thou'ſt betray'd me, do me ſome way Juſtice. 
-7aff, No more of that: Thy wiſhes ſhall be ſarisfi'd, 
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Fhavea Wiſe, and ſhe ſhalfbleed, my Child too 
Yield up his little Throat, and all ap- Going away Pier, 

peaſe thee—— | | holds him, 

Pier. No————this——no more! [He whiſpers Jaffeir. 

aff. Hah! is't then ſo? 
Pier. Moſt certainly. 
 Fildo'r. 
4 Remember. 


Offic. Sir. | 

Pier, Come, now I'm ready, He and: Jaf- 
Captain, you ſhould be a Gentleman of honour, Fer aſcend 
Keep off the Rabble, thar I may have room the Scaffold, 


Toentertain my Fate, and dye with Decency. 
Come! [Take off h1s Gown, Execmtioner prepares to bind hins. 
Fath. Son! 
Pier. Herce, Temprter, 
Offic. Stand off, Prieſt. 
Pier. I thank you, Sir, 
You'll think on't. . [To Jaffeir, 
aff. 'Twon't grow ſtale before to morrow. 
Pier. Now, .Faffeir! now 1 am going, Now ;---{[ Execationer- ' 


aff. Have at thee, having bound hins.. 
Thou honeſt heate, then——here—— CSrabs him, 
And this is well too, [Then ſtabs himſelf. 


Fath. Damnable Deed ! 

Pier. Now thou haſt indeed been faithful, 
This was done Nobly We have deceiv'd the Senate. 

aff. Bravely. 
Pier. Ha ha hi————oh oh 
. Now, youcurs'd Rulers, 

Thus of the blood y'have ſhed I make Libarion, 
And ſprinkl r mingling: May it reſt upon you. 
And all your Race: Be henceforth Peace a ſtranger- 
Within your Walls; let Plagues and Famine waſte 
Your Generations——oh poor Belvidera!” - 
Sir, I have a Wife, bear thisin ſafety to her; 

A Token that with my dying breath I bleſt her,. 
And the dear little Infant lefr behind me; | 
lamſick——- I'm quiet [Jaff. dyes, 

Bear this news to the Senate, 

And guard their Bodies til there's fartherorder: © 
Heav'n graat I dye ſo well — [Scene ſtats upon then 


Soft Muſick. Enter Belvidera diſtratted, led by two of her Women, . © 
Priul: and Servants. 


Prix. Strengthen her heart with Paticnce; pitying Heay'n:. 


- 
my 


Dies, 
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"58. Venice Preſerv'd, vr, &c, 
Bely. Come come:come come :came.. jNaf eolntrtobalr 
 Prichee my-Love. The Winds# harkhow, Whittle a1! - 
And the Rain beats: oh how the weather ſhrinks mel - 
You are angry now, who.cares? piſh, no-iadeed. 
Chooſe then, I ſay you ſhall not go, you ſhall not; 
Whip your ill nature z get you gone then! oh, | [Jaſteir's Ghoſt riſes, 
Are you return'd? See, Father, here he's come agen, 
Am | to blame to love him! oh thou dear one. = [Ghoſt finks, 
Why do you fly me? are you angry ſtill then? 
$affeir ! where art thou! Father, why do-you do thus! 
Stand off, don't hide him from me;- He's here ſomewhere. 
Stand off I ſay ! what gone? -remember't, Tyrant ! 
I may revenge my ſelf for this trick one day. C'Enter Officer 
FI do't——tY dot.  Renowit's-a naſty fellow. T und dthers. 
Hang him, hang him, hang him. 
Priu. News, what news ? COffic. -ph1ſpers Priuli, 
Offic. Moſt fad, Sir, 
7 affeir, upon the Scaffold , to prevent 
A ſhameful death, ſtab'd Pierre, and next himſelf; 
Both fell rogether. 
Pris, Daughter $% Ghoſt of Jaff, and Pier.. riſe 
Bel.. Hah, look there! @rogether both bloody, + 


' My Husband bloody, and his Friend-to0}-Murther 
Who has done this? ſpeak to me thou ſad Viſion. [Ghoſt fink, 


On theſe poor trembling Knees I beg it, Vaniſht—— 
Here they went down; Oh Tildig, dig theDen up. 
You ſhan'tdelude me thus. Hoa, Zaffeir, Zafferr. 
Peep up and give me buta look, I have him! 
I ve got him Father : Oh now how [1lſmuggle him! 
My Love! my Dear! my Bleſſing! help me, help me! 
They havc hold on me, and drag me to the bottom, 
Nay now they pull ſo hard——farewel [She dher, 
Maid. She's dead. : 
Breathleſs and dead. 
Þr:x. Then guard me from the ſight on't : 
Lead me into ſome place that's fit for mourning ; 
Where the free Air, Light and the chearful Sun 
May never enter: Hang it round with Black ; 
Ser up one Taper that may laſt a day 
As long as Pve ro live: And there leave me. 
uy no Tears when you thus Tale relate, 
But bid all Cruel Fathers dread my Fate. Curtainfalls, 
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His Royal Highneſs, 


THE 


D U.A [E 


SI R, 

FS an approvd Oppinion, There's not ſo unhappy a 

Creature in the World, as the Man that wants Ambi- 
tiok : for certainly be lives to wery /ittle uſe that only toils 
in the ſame Round, and becauſe he knows where he is, though 
in a dirty Road, dares not venture 02 a ſmoother Path, for 
fear of 'being loſt, That | am not the IWretch I condemn, 
Your Royal Highneſs may be ſufficiemly convinc'd, in that 
I durft preſume to put this Poem under Your Patronage. 
My Motives to it were not Ordinary: For, beſides my own 
propenſity to take any opportunity of publiſhing, the extream 
Devotion I owe your Royal Highneſs, the mighty Encou- 
Fagement I received from your Approbation of it when pre- 
ſented on the' Stage, was hint enough to let me knew at 
whoſe Feet it ought to be [aid. Tet whilft I do this, I am 
ſenſible the Curious World will expet ſome Panegyrick on 
thoſe Heroick Virtues which are throughout it ſo much 
Admir'd. But as they are a Theam too great for my Un- 
dertaking, ſo only to endeavour at the truth of 'em, muſt, 
in the diftance between my obſcurity and their height, ſavour 
of a Flattery, which in your Royal Highneſſe's eſteem 1 
would not be thought guilty of * though in that part of 'em 
which relates to my ſelf (viz. Tour Favomrs ſhonr d on a 


thing fo'\ mean as | am) I know not how, to be ſilent. For 
A 2 Iu 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Tou were fct only ſo indulgent gs to beflow Tour Praiſe 'on this, 
but ev n'(beyond. my hopes ), to! 495 * Jef "A3, Firſt 
Eſſay of this nature, aud add yet\. the encouragement of 
Your Commands to go forwhnd, when I had the Honour 
ro kiſs Tour Royal Highneſſe's Haw, in token of Tow 
permiſſion to make a Dedication $0 Fou of the' Second. | 
muſt confeſs, and boxſt, I am wery proud of it; and it 
were enough to make me more, were I not ſenſible how far 
4 am undeſerving. Tet when I conſider + Fou never give 
Your Favours precipitately, but that it: is @:certgin ſign of 
fome Deſert when you vouchſafe to promote: ' 1 who bave ter- 
minated my beſt hopes in it, ſhould do wrong to. your Goodneſ;, 
ſhould I not let the World know my mind as well as niy Con- 
dition is rais'd by it. I am certain none that | know you 
Royal Highneſs will diſapprove my aſpiring to the Service of 
fo Great and ſo Good a Maſter ; Une who (as-is apparent by 
all thoſe who hav? the Honour to be near. you, and know you 
by that Title) never rais d without Merit, or diſcountenanc'd 
without Juſtice. Tis that indeed obliging Severity \which 
has in all men created an awful Love and Reſpeft towards 
you: ſince in the firmneſs of your Reſolution the brave and 
good man is ſure of you, whilſt the ill minded and malignant 
fears you. This [ could not paſs over, and 1 hope your Royal 
Highneſs will pardon it, ſince 'tis unaffeedly my \Zeal to 
you, who am in nothing ſo Unfortunate, as. that I have not 
a better oppartunity to let you and the World know how much 
[ am 


Your Royal Highneſle's motft humble, 
moſt faithtul, and moſt obedient 
Servant, 


"Tho. Otway. 


The PREFAC E. 


| Reader, ; INE 1:34 S 

7915 not that IT have any great atteQtion toſcribling, 
;-, thar I peſter thee. with a Preface; for ainongit, 
ey Friends, *tis almoſt as'poor a I rade with Foets, as 
1t.1S with thoſe that write Hackney under Attorneys, it will 
hardly keep us in#/e and Cheeſe. Honeſt Ariofto bezan to 
be ſenſible of it in his time, who makes his Complaint to 
. this purpoſe ; 


11 pity thoſe who. in theſe latter days 
Do Write, when Bounty hath ſhut up her Gate ; 
Where Day and Night in vain good Writers knock, 
" And for their Labcars oft have bat a Mock. 


Thus Lfind it according to Sir Joby Harrington's Trantla- 
tion; [had:E underitood Italian, I would have given it thee 
iatheOtiginal ; but that is. not my Talent, therefore to pro- 
ceed: This Play was the Second that ever writ, or thought 
of Writing, - I muſt'confeſs,. I .had often a Titillation to 
Poetry, but never duſt venture on my Muſe, till I got her 
into a Corger in the Country': : and then, like a baſhful 

oung Lover, when I had her-private, I had Courage to 
fumble, but never. thought ſho: would have produc'd any 
thing ; till at Jaſt,, I know not how, e'reI was aware, | 
found my ſelf Father of a Dramatique Birth, which I call'(| 
Alcibiades but I might, wihout offence to any perſon in the 
Play, as 'well have calPd it Nebachadnezzar ;, tor my Hero, 
to do him right, was none of that {queamiſh Gentleman | 
make-him, but wauld-as:little have boggPd at the ob/:- 
ging the Paſſion of a young 'and a beautitul Lady, as I 
ſhould my ſelf, had I the ſame Opportunities, which [ 
have given him. This I publilh to antedate the Objeftt- 
ons ſome people may make againſt that Play, who have 
been (and much good may it do*em) very ſevere, as they 
think upon this. Whaever they are, I am ſure 1 never 
diſoblig'd them ; nor have they, (thank my good Fortune) 
much myjur?d me : in the mean while I forgive 'em, - 
4 1.CE 
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| oa I am out of the reach on't, leave %m to chew the 
ud on their own Venom. Iam well fatisfd I had the 
greateſt party of men of wit and ſenſe on my fide; 'amqgngſt 
which I can never enough acknowledge the aiſpealable 
"Obligations I received trom the Ear! of R. who, far above 
what I am-ever able to deſerve from him, ſeem'd almoſt to 
make it his buſineſs, to eſtabliſh it in the good opinion of 
the Kjng and his Royal Highneſs ; trom both of which I 
have ſince received Confirmations of their good Eiking of 
it, and Encouragement to proceed, And it is to him, I 
muſt in all gratitude confeſs, I owe the greateſt part of my 
good ſiccel in this, and on whole indulgency I extreamly 
build my hopes of a next, I dare not preſume to take to 
my ſelf what a great many, and thoſe (1 am fure) of good 
Judgment too, have been ſo kind to attord me, (viz.) 'I'hat 
it is the beſt Heroick Play that has been wruten of late : 
tor, I thank Heaven, I am nor yet lo vain, But this I may 
modeſtly boaſt of, which the Author of rhe French Bernice 
has done before me, 1u his Preface to that Play, that it never 
faild todraw Teazss fromthe Eyes of the Auditors; I mean, 
thoſe whoſe Souls were capable of ſo Noble a pleaſure ; for 
*twas ot my byſinefs, to rake fuch as only come to a Play- 
Houſe to ſee Farcetools, and laugh at their own deformed 
Pictures. Thougha certain Writer, that ſhall be nameleſs, 
(but you may gueſsat him by what follows) being ask*d his 
opinion of this Play, very gravely Coclr, and cry*d, I gad 
he knew not 4 line in it he would be Author of. But he is a hne 
Facerious witty Perlon, as my Friend Sir Formal has it ; 
and ro be even with him, I know a Comedy of his, that 
as not ſo much as a Quibble in i which I would be Au- 
thor of, And fo, Reader, I bid him and thee 


Farewel. 


THE 


The Prologue: 


Hen firſt our Author took this Play in hand, 
Fe dowbted much, and long was at a ſtand. 
Fe knew the Fame aud Memory of Kjnzs 
Were to be treated of as Sacred things, 
Not as th*are repreſented in this Ape, 
Where they appear the Lumber of the Stage ! 
Us'd only juſt for reconciling T ools, 
Or what is worſe, 'm1de Villains all, or Fools. 
Beſides the Charatters he ſhows to Night, 
Fle found mire wery d'fficalt to write : 
He found the Fame of France and Spain at ſtake, 
Therefore long paus'd, and fear'd which part to take ; 
Til this his Tnclgment ſafeſt underſtood, 
To make 'em both Heroick as he cou'd. 
Bat now the greateſt ſhop was yet unpaſl, 
He fourtd him/elf, alas | confin'd too faſt. 
He is a Man of Pleaſure, Sirs, like you, 
And therefore hardly cou'd to buſineſs bow, 
Till at the laſt he did this Conqueſt pet, | 
To make his Pleafure Whetſtone to his Wit, C 
So ſometimes # variety be writ. 
But-as thoſe Block-heads who diſcourſe by Rote, 
Sometimes ſpeak Stnfe although they rarely know't. 
So he ſcarce knew to what h's work would grow ; 
But *twas & Play, ecanſe.it would be [6 : 
Tet well hs knows this is 4 weak pretence, 
For Idleneſs is the worſt want of Senſe. 


Ler him not now of C 5 be tact, 
He'll write in earneſt, when he writes the next ; 


Prune his Fc gage Bawiches, ntver ſpare-; 
Tet do it kindly, be not too ſevere ; 6 
He may bear better Fruit another Tear. 


Perlons Reppeſegted, « 


Philip the 2d KR. of $ pain, Mr. nM 
Don Carlos hisSon. Mr. Smith, Ku 
Don 7obn of Auſtria,  'Mr. Harrl, 


Marquiſs of Poſa 3 Mr. Crath. . 


Prihce's Confident 0 
Rui=Gomez. Mr. DES 
Queen of Spain. Mrs. Mary Lee. | 
Dutcheſs of Eboli Wife? oo ana y 
to R. Gomez. ; Mrs: SPADE, 
Henrietta. Mrs. Gibbs. _ 
Garcia. Mrs Gillow- my . 


— 
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Officer of the Guards: -\Mr- Norris. .t .. 
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ACT theFirſt; SCENE the Firſt. 
A Palace Royal, 


, 
— 


3 
| — ————————————_ — 


The Cartain drawn diſcovers the and Queen attended, 
Don Carlos, the Marqueſs Po Rui-Gomez, &c. 
Eboli, Henrietta, ny Arterdants, Guards. 


the Monarch on whoſe Brow no Cares 
weight to the bright Diadem he wears; 

, in all that he can wiſh for, bleſt. 
ke Love, - the gentleſt calms of Reſt 6 


And Peace, adorn my Brow, enrich my' 
To me great Nations Tributary are ; 
Though: whilſt my vaſt: Dominions ſpread far, oy 
Where moſt I Reign, I muſt pay nam yd here. FTo the Queen. 
Approach t Miſtreſs of my | 
Now ſhew-me him that more R "owes 
To Heav'n, or. i A OG ET bows: 

Don Carlos. So Mer ge by fr, 
Are forc'd to ſee their 


Curſe | 


2 Do Carlos Prue of Spain. 
Curſe !- What's Obedience? A falſe Notion made 
By Pricſts, who when they found old Cheats decay'd, 
By ſach-new Arts kept np decliging Trade: 4 
A Father ? Oh! —— | 
King. —————— Why does my Carlos ſhrowd 
His Joy, and when all's Sunſhine wear a Cloud ? 
My Son, thus for thy Glory Fprovide ; 
From this fair Charmer, and our Royal Bride, 
Shall ſuch a Noble Race of Hero's ſpring, 
As may adorn the Court when thou art King, 
D. Car. A greater Glory I can never know, 
Than what already I enjoy in You. 
The brighteſt Ornaments of Crowts and Powers 
I only cat mire as they are Yaurs. 
King. Beav'n} how he ſtands ynmoy'd ! not the keaſt ſhew 
Of Tranſport. 
D. Car. —-—Not admire your Happineſs? I do 
As much admire it as I rev*rence You, 
Let me expreſs the mighty Joy I feel. +; ms to the 
Thus, Sir, | pay my Doty I kneel. Queen, 
Queen, How hard it is his Paſſion to confine ! 
Pm ſure tis ſo, if I may judge by mine. 
Alas, my Lord, Y are-too obſequions now. 
D. Carlos. Oh! might I but enjoy this Pleaſure ſtill, 
Here would I worſhip, and for ever kneel. 
on. RE, my Lord, you know not what you do. 
Kmeg. Still there appears Diſturbance on his Brow : 
And is his Looks an Earnefineſs T'read | 
W hick from no common Cauſes can proceed. [ Afde. 
Pl! probe him deeponooe 
en—— — \} her, when, my deareſt Joy, [To the Queen. 
Shall I the mighty debt of Love defray 
Hence to Love's ſecret Temples let's retire, 
There on his Altars kindle th* Am'rous fire, 
Then Phcenix-like each in the flame expire. 


[_Afrde. 
CTo Carlos. 
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Don Carlos Prince of 
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My Son, all Troubles from thy Breiſt reſign, 

And let thy Father's Happineſs be thine. Exeunt K, and A 
D. Car. What King, what God would not his For forge: Sigg © 
T* enjoy ſo much Divinity below 2 ns. 
Did'ſt thou behold her, Poſa ? Fane | 

Poſa. Sir, I did. : | * "84 


D. Car. And is ſhe nota fivect one ? Such a Bride, 
O Poſa, once ſhe was decreed for mine: 

Once I had hopes of Bliſs, Hadſt thou but ſeen 
How bleſt, how I was, if I could get 

But leave to lie a Proſtrate at her Feet. 


R. Go. Still he is here—— My Lord. 


D. Car. Your Buſineſs now ? 
R. Go, I've with concern beheld your Clouded Brow. 
Ah! yhave loſt a Beauty well might make 


Your ſtricteſt -Honour and your Duty ſhake, 
Let not a Father's Ills miſguide your Mi 
Du3-20 CREnn, (RcIeN 
leiſure now hear 


3 IA. 


pu Bet" 
4 Don Carlos Prince of Spain, 
Inſtruted you how to expe a Crown; 
Taught yon Ambition, and Wars nobleſt Arts, 
How to lead Armies, and to conquer Hearts; 
Whilſt, though but Young, — 
You would with pleaſure read of Sieges got, 
And ſmile to hear of bloody Battels fought : 
And ſtill, though not controul, I may adviſe, 

D. Car. Alas, thy Pride wears a too thin Diſguiſe : 

Too well I know the Falſhood of thy Soul, 
Which to my Father render*d me fo foul, 
That hardly as his Son a ſmile Pre known, 
But always as a Traitor met his Frown. 


My forward Honour was. Ambition call'd : . 
Orif my Friends my Fame exto]l'd, 


You dampt my Father's Stiles ſtill as they ſprung, 
Perſwading I repin'd he liy'd too long, - | 
So all my Hopes by you were fruſtrate made, B-1 
And robb'd of Sun-ſhine wither*d in the Shade. 
Whilſt, my good Patriot / you diſpos'd the Crown 
Out of my reach, to have it in your own. 
But Pl prevent your Policy — 
R. Go. —————-\y Lord, 
This Accuſation is unjuſt and hard. 
The King your Father would ngt ſo upbraid 
My Age: is all my Service thus repaid ? 
But I will hence, and let my Maſter hear 
How generoully you reward my Care; 
Who on my juſt Complaint, I doubt not, will 
At leaſt redreſs the Injuries I feel. | [Exit Gomez. 
Po. Alas, my Lord, you too ſeverely urge 
Your Fate; his Intereſt with the King is large. 
Beſides, you know he has already ſeen 
The Tranſports of your Paſſion for the Queen: 
The uſe he may of that Advantage make 
You ought at leaſt Vavoid, but for her ſake. 
D. Car. Ah! my dear Friend, tHWaſt toucht my tender'lt part 
I never yet learnt the diſſembling Art. 
Go, call him back, tell him that I implore 
His Pardon, and will nere offend him more. 
The Queen ! kind Heav*n, make her thy neareſt Care, 
O! fly, o'retake him &re he goes too far. 
How are we bandi'd up and down by one, 
By ſo much more Unhappy as w'are great | 
A Prince, and Heir to Spain's great Monarch born, 
Fm for©d to court a Slave whom moſt I ſcorn ; 
Who, like a Bramble *mongſt a Cedar*s Boughs, 


— 
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. Don Carlos Prince of Spain. &=5 —- 
Vexes his Peace under whoſe Shade he grows, Re-enter R. Gomez 
Now he returns: aſſiſt me, Falſhood, —down, } and Poſa. 


: 


we 


- 


Thou Rebel Paſſion—— —— 

Sir, I fear Pve done CToR. Gomez. 
Yoh wrong ; but if I have, yon can forgive. 
Heavn ! can I do this abje& thing and live? CAſide. 


R. Go. Ah! my good Lord, it makes too large amends, 
When to his Vaſlal thus a Prince deſcends : | 
Though it was ſomething rigid, and unkind, il 
T*upbraid your faithful Servant and your Friend, it 

D. Car. Alas, no more; all Jealouſics ſhall ceaſe 
Between us two, let there be henceforth Peace. 
So may juſt Heav'n-afſiſt -me when I ſue, 
As I to Gomez always will be true. 

R. Go. Stay, Sir, and for this mighty Fayour take . 
All the return Sincerity can make. 
Bleſt in your Father's Love, as Im in your 
May not one Fear diſturb your happy hours: 
Crown'd with Succeſs may all your Wiſhes be, | 
And you ne're. find worſe Enemies than me. [ Extunt Car, - 
Nor ſpight of all his Greatneſs ſhall he need : and Poſa. 
Of too long date bis is decreed. 
Spair's early Hopes of him have been my fears. 
*T was I the Charge had of his Tender years, 
And read in all the progreſs of his Growth 
An untam'd,-haughty, hot and furious Youth ; 
A Will uaruly, and a Sptrit wild : 4 
At all my Precepts ſtill with fcorn he ſmiPd. = 
Or when by thPower 1 from his Father had, | 
Any reſtraint was on his Pleaſyres laid, 
uUſher'd with Frowns on 'me his Soul would riſe, A 
And threaten future. Vengeance from his Eyes. » 4 
But now to all my Fears I bid adiev ; i] 
For, Prince, I'll bumble both your Fate and you. $7 I » JW 
Here comes the Star hy whom my courſe I ſteer. [Enter Eboli. 
Welcome, my Love, —— 

Eboli, My Lord, why ſtay you here 

Loſing the Pleaſure of this happy Night? 
When all the Court are melting in Delight, 
You toil with the dull Bus'neſs of the Stare. 
R. Go, Only, my Fair one, how to-make thee Great: 
Thou tak'ſt up all the Bus*nefſs of my Heart, 
And only to it Pleaſurgs can*lt 1mparr. 
Say, ſay, my Goddeſs, when ſhall I be bleſt ? 
At is an Age ſince | was Happy laſt.- - * 
's Eboli, My Lord, I come not hither now .to hear 
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| > Prance of Spain, 
Your love, but » FTA to your Ear. 
If you have well obſery*d, you muſt have ſeen 
To day ſome ſtrange Diſorders in the Queen. 
: R. Go. Yes, ſuch » par malerver do ſtill expreſs, 
— Longings for 
| ching Joys will ſo diſturb the Soul, 
Fry Ones always tremble near the Pole, 
w_—_" Come, _———_— my Lord, feem not ſo blind : too well 
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Pve ſeen the W which - you from Carlos feel ; 
And know your ] mma wp" op loſe 
Advantage, where __ may & ſafely chooſe. 

Say now, if I in form you, how you may 


With full Rovers all your paſt Rad _ 


R. Go. Bleſt Oracle!” bow it may. 
| | My Will, my Life, _ are all thy own. 
| Eboli. Hence then, your ſtricteſt Cunning try 


What of orange fad you can deſcry ; 
Watch ey Look, cfch quick and ſable Glance: 
| Then well produce ſuch Circumſtance 
* Fogel any arg rene 
Nay, Sir, Pll try what _ 
If you will make me Great, C 
How, Sir ? D'you ſtand Cooled ring what todo? 
R. Go. No, but methinks I view from hence a King, 
A Queen, and three goodly Flowers ſpring, 
Whilſt on 'em like a Bee Pl prey, 
Till fo their Strength and Virtue drawn away, 
nr gry 3 wry 
_ ng haeg bis witzer'd Top : 
with Tims Shaaghaes inch: fil come, 
a unlade all ol po nen Sweets at home. LExit Gomez. 
Eboli. in hy then caſo be undo, 6 
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And make what haſte thon canſt to be undone, 
Whilſt 1 have nobler bu&nefs of my own. 
Was I bred up in Greatneſs ? have | been 
Nurtur'd with glorious Hopes to be a Qyeen Queen? 
_ Love my Rudy, ant! with pradisCClurns 

d my ſelf to meet a Monarch's. Arms ? 

to be condemn'd ta, the Embrace 
Orcs whom Nature made to -— >> 059k : 
An old, imperfe&, feeble 
Ce rl Caett) wie be Gd Oo? 
On him to throw away my Youth-and Bloom, . 
As Jewels that are loſt TY efirich'a Tomb ? 66, fel 
No, though all are in a Husband dead, f. 
Another path to PI tread, -_ :;-;. £4 TIO 
av CAS. Eleſwhere 
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Din Carlos Princt of Spain. 
Elſewhere find Joys which Pm in him deny'd; . 
Yer, while he can, let the Slave ſerve my Pride, 
Still PM in Pleaſure live, in Glory ſhine : 
The gallant youthful Auſtria ſhall be mine : = 
To him with all my force of Charms Pll move. '\ 
Let others toil for Greatneſs, whilſt I Love. | 


| The End of the Firſt AR. 
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ACT theSecond. SCENEtheFirſt. 
x Dos Jobwof Atria. 
SCENE, a ORANGE GROVE. 


BD, Y% T Hy ſhould dall rule Natnre, who firſt made 
That Law by which her ſelf is now betray'd? 
E're Man's Corruptions him he | 

Was born moſt Noble that was born moſt Free : 

Each of himſelf was Lord, and unconfir'd, 4 
Obey'd the DiQtates of his God-like Mind. | | 


Law was an Innovation brought in ſince, 
When Fools began to love | 
And calPd their Slavery "+ SI | 
My Glorious Father got me Ws heat, £ | 1 
When all - he did was eminently great: | . 
When warlike Belgia felt 


the py bus him Emperour 
Why Why huld it be x be : | 


But Born 7 hag fo wipy. 0 
No; though his Diadem another wear,” >- - 
Here | hould meet my Ebay ar 
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And mougged by their Wikſhes ſoar on high, 
Where ſofteſt Extaſies and Tranſports are, : 


While fear alone diſturbs the lower Air, 
Eboli.. But who is ſafe when Eyes are every where ? 
Or.if we could with happieſt Secreſie 
Enjoy theſe Sweets, Oh, -whither ſhall we fly 
T” eſcape that Sight whence we can nothing hide? 
D. 7. Alas, lay this Religion now aſide ; 
Pll ſhew thee one more pleaſant, that which Jowe J 


Set forth to the old World, when from above 
He came himſelf, and taught his Mortals Love. 
Eboli, Will nothing then quench your unruly Flame ? 
My Lord, you might conſider who I am. 
D. 7. I know. yare her loye; whar ſhould J more '! | 
Regard ?——— 
Eboli, ——By Heav*n he's brave 
But can ſo poor 
A thought poſſeſs your Breaſt, to think that I 
Will brand my Name with Luſt and lafamy ? 
D. F. Thoſe that ate nobleft- born ſhould higher prize 
Love's Sweets, Oh! Let me fly into thoſe Eyes ? 
There's ſomething in'em leads my Soul aſtray : 2 
As he who in a Necromancer”s Glaſs * v 
Beholds his wiſht-for Fortune by hig paſs, 
Yet ſtill with greedy Eyeg=— 1819.:, 
Purſues the Viſion as it glides away. 
Eboli, Protect me, Heay®n, I'dare no-longer ſtay, 
Your looks ſpeak Danger: I feel ſomethiug too 
That bids me fly, yet will not.let me go. [ balf afade. 
D. F. Take Vows and Prayers if ever I prove falſe; 
See at your feet the humble duſtria falls, . | [Kneels. 
Eboli, Riſe, riſe, ———— | [Auſtria riſes, 
My Lord, why would yon thus aecdive? F [.Sighs. 
D. F. How many ways to-wound me you-contrive ? 
Speak, wou'dſt thou,have an Empire at thy feet? 
Say, woud'ſt-thou rule the World ?- Pll conquer it. 
Eboli, No; above, Empire far. Leonke priſe My, 
If you would be but——— +; 1015 6 
D. F,—— What? J 49; 1 96} ” 704 l 
2 For ever. true, 
D. 7. That thou .maylt ne're have = to fear thoſe pra 
Pll be (i otoge ever. in thy Arms: +1: 1 vol Bad 


[ Aſde. 


Nay, 1 'Il not on ſhort. minute from thee ſry 5 
y ſelf Pl on thy tender, Boſony Jay, -- 


Till in its warm I'm melted all angy | "E ik 


S 
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Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 


Enter Garcia. 
Gar. Madam, your Lord 
Eboli,——Oh! fly, or 'm undone. - Kiſſes bey 
D. 7. Muſt I without my Bleſſing then be gone ? Hand. 


Ebols. Think you that this diſcretion merits one? [Pulls it back, 
D. F. Im aw'd— - 

As a ſick wretch, that on his Death-bed lies, 

Loath with his Friends to part, juſt as he dies, 

Thus ſends hisSoul in Wiſhes from his eyes. CExit D. }. 
Eboli, Oh Heav*n ! what Charms in YouWand vigour are! 

Yet hein Conqueſt is not gone too far; - 

Too eaſily I'll not my ſelf reſign: 

Ere I am his, Pll make him furely mine ; 

Draw him by ſubtile Baits into the Trap, 

Till he's too far got in to make eſcape ; 

About him ſwiftly the ſoft-Snare I'll caſt, 

And when I have him there, "ll hold him faſt. 


Enter Rui-Gomez. 


R. Go. Thus unaccompany'd I ſubtilly range 
The ſolitary paths of dark Revenge: . 

The fearful-Deer in herds to Coverts run, 
Whilſt Beaſts of prey aſfe& to roam alone. 

Ebols. Ah! my dear Lord, how do you ſpend your hours ? 
You little think what my poor heart indures ; 

Whilſt, with your Abſence tortur'd, I in vain 
.Pant after Joys I nOre can hope to gain. 

R, Go. You cannot my Unki $ ſure upbraid ; 
You ſhould forgive thoſe Faults your ſelf have made. 
Remember you the Task you gave ?.—— 

Eboli,mnnnegn— —Ti true; 

Your Pardon, for I do remember now. [Sighs. 
If I forgot, *rwas Love had all my mind: 
And ?tis no Sin, I hope, to be too Kind. 
R. Go:* How happy am I ina faithful Wife! 
Oh thou moſt precious Bleſling of my Life ! 
Eboli, Do's then ſucceſs attend upon your Toil ? 
I long.to ſee you revel in the Spoil. _ 
"Go, What ſtricteſt diligence could do, ve done, 
Father *gainſt his Son. | 
told him all thats paſt, 
yith Art cach Anvrous glance they caſt : 
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10 Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 
So that this night he ſhinn'd the Marriage-Bed, 
Which through the Court has various Murmurs ſpread. 


Enter the King attended by Poſa. 


See where he comes with Fury in his Eyes ; 
Kind Heav*n but grant the Storm may higher riſe. 
If *t grow too loud, PII lurk in ſome dark Cell, 
And laugh to hear my ick work ſo well. 
King. What's all my Glory, all my Pomp? how poor 
Is fading greatneſs ? or how vain is Powr ! 
Where all the mighty Wanqueſts I have ſeen ? 
I, who o're Nations have Victorious been, 
Now cannot quell one little Foe within. | 
Curſt Jealoufie, that poiſons all Love's Sweets ! 
How heavy on my Heart tl Invader fits! 
Oh, Gomez ! thou haſt giv'n my mortal Wound. 
R. Go. What ist does ſo yonr Royal thoughts confound ? 
A King his Pow*'r unbounded ought to have, 
And, ruling all, ſhould not be Paſlion's Slave. 
King. Thou counſelPſt well, but art no ſtranger ſure 
To the ſad cauſe of what I now endure. | 
Know®ſt thou what Poiſon thou didſt lately give ? 
And doſt not wonder tp'behold me live ? 
R. Go, 1 only did as by my Duty ty'd, 
And never ſtudy'd any thing beſide. 
King. I do not blame thy Duty or thy Care : 
Quickly what paſt between *em more, declare. 
How greedily my Soul to ruine flies ? 
As he, who in a Fever burning lies, | 
Firſt of his Friends does for a drop implore, 
Which taſted once, unable to give o're, 
Knows *tis his Bane, yet ſtill thirſts after more. 
Oh then 
R. Go.m—o—\| fear that you'll interpret wrong, 
'Tis true, they gaz?d, but *twas not very long. 


a-” 


King. Lie ſtill, my Heart : Not long was't'that you ſaid ? 
R. Go. No longer than they in your preſence ſtay'd. *. + 
King, No longer ? Why, a Soulin lels time flies 
To Heayn; and they have _ theirs at their Eyes. 
Hence abject Fears be gone : ſhe's all divine. 
Speak, Friends, can Angels in perfe&tion fin ? 
R. Go. Angels that ſhine above do oft beſtow * 
Their Influence on poor Mortals here below. 23g 
King. But Carlos is my Son, and always near ; Pts 
Seems to move with me in my glorious Sphear. 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain. re 
True, ſhe may ſhow*r promiſcuous Bleſſings down 
On Slaves that gaze for what falls from a Crown. 
But when too kindly ſhe his Brightneſs ſees, 7 
It robs my Luſtre to add more to his. 
But Qh! I dare not think—o——— 
That thoſe Eyes ſhould at leaſt ſo humble be, 
To ſtoop at Him, when they had vanquiſhe Me. 

Poſa. Sir, I am proud to think I know the Prince, 
That he of Virtue has too great a ſenſe, 
To cheriſh but a Thought beyond the bound 
Of ſtricteſt Duty. He to me has own*d 
How much was to his former Paſſion due, 
Yet ſtill confeſgPd he above all priz'd You. 

R. Go. You better reconcile, Sir; than adviſe : 
Be not more Charitable than y*are Wiſe. 
The King is ſick, and we ſhould give him eaſe, 
But firſt find out the depth of his Diſeaſe. 
Too ſudden Cures have oft pernicious grown ; 
We muſt not heal up feſter'd Wounds too. ſoon. 

King. By this then you a pow*r would o're me gain. 
Wounding to let me linger in the Pain, 
Pm ſtung, and won't the Torture long indure : | 
Serpents that wound, have Blood wounds to cure. 

R. Go. Good Heav®n forbid that Id ever dare 
To queſtion Virtue in a Queen ſo faif* 
Though ſhe her Eyes caſt on her Glorious Son ; 
Men oft ſee Treaſures, and yet covet none. 

King. Think not to blind me with dark Ironies, 
The Truth diſguis'd in obſcure Contraries. 
No, I will trace his Windings ; all her dark | 
And ſubtleſt Paths,. Each little Action mark. Enter Queen Att.. 
If ſhe prove falſe, as yet I fear, ſhe dies. Henriesra. 
Ha! here! O let me turn away my Eyes: 
For all around ſhe] her bright Beams diſplay, 
Should I to. gaze on the wild Meteor ſtay, 
Spight of my ſelf I ſhall be led aſtray. 


* CTExitthe X ing Attend. . 


looking at the Queen. 

Queen. How ſcornfully he is withdrawn ! 

Sure ©re his Love he'd let me know his Power: 

As Heavn oft Thunders &re it ſends a ſhow'r. 

This Spaniſh Gravity is very odd : 

All things are by Severity ſo aw'd, 

That little Love dares hardly peep abroad. - 
Henr,, Alas, what can you from Old Age expet, 

When frail uncalie men themelves -2& ith 
| o 2 


12 Don Carlos Prince of Spain, 
Some little Warmth perhaps may be behind, © 
Though ſuch as in extinguiſht Fires you'll find; 

wW ſome remains of Heat the Aſhes hold, 

Wh (if for more you open) ſtraight are cold. 

ueen, ?T was intereſt and ſafety of the State"; 

Int'reſt, that bold Impoſer on our Fate ; 

That always to dark Ends miſguides our Wills, 
And with falſe Happineſs ſmooths o're*our Ills. 

It was by that unhappy France was led, 

When, though by ContraQt I ſhould Carlos wed, 

I was an Offering made to Phelip*s Bed, 

Why ſigtſt thou, Henrietta ? CHenr. Sighs, 

Henr, Who is it can 

Know your {ad fate, and yet from Grief refrain ? 

With pleaſure oft Pve heard you ſmiling tell 

Of Carlos Love. | | 

ueen, ———— > — And did it pleaſe you well ? 

In that brave Prince's Courtſhip there did meet 

All that we could obliging call or ſweet. ' 

At every point he with advantage ſtood : 

Fierce as a Lion, if provok*d abroad ; 

Elſe, ſoft as Angels, -charming as a God. 

Henr, One fo neem multi who lov'd you too, 


With what Reſentments muſk,he part with you ? 
Methinks I pity him. —Bot©h! in vain : 
He's both above my Pity and my Pain, | 
Queen, What means this ſtrange Diſorder ?_ 
Heny,— _ Yonder view, Entey D. Car- 
That which I fear will diſcompoſe you too. los, Poſa, 
Queen, Alas, the Prince ! there to my mind appears 
Something that in me moves unuſual fears: F ; 
Away Heng iett q=——m_—___— [offers to go. 
D. Car. Why would you be gone ? ; 
Is Carlos Sight ungrateful to you grown? 
If *tis, ſpeak : in obedience Pll retire. 
Queen, No, you may ſpeak, but muſt advance no nigher, 
D. Car. Muſt I then at that awful diſtance ſue, 
As our Fore-fathers were compelP'd to do, 
When they Petitions made at that great Shrine, 
Where none but the High Prieſt might enter in'? 
Let me approach ; Pve nothing for your Ear, 
But what's {o pure it might be Offer'd there. 
| Queen, Too long *tis dangerous for me here to ſtay : _ . - 
If you muſt ſpeak, proceed : what would you ſay? . FCarlos 
Nay, this ſtrange Ceremony pray give &'re. 1 1 I teels, 
©. Cor. Was 1 nere in thus poſture ſeen before? 


[ Afade. 


Ah! can your cruel Heart ſo ſoon reſign 
All ſenſe of theſe fad Sufferings of mine ? 
To your more juſt remembrance, if you can, 
Recal how Fate ſeem'd kindly to ordain, C 
That once you ſhould be Mine : which I believ'd, 
Though now, alas! I find I was deceiv'd. 
Queen. Then, Sir, you ſhould your Fate, not Me upbraid. 
D. Car. I will not ſay yave broke the Vows you made; 
Only implore you would not quite forget* 
The Wretch y*ave oft ſeen dying at your feet, 
And now no other Favour begs to have 
Than ſuch kind Pity as becomes your Slave. 
For *midſt your higheſt Joys, without a Crime, ' 
At leaſt you now and then may think of him. 
Queen. If ere you lov'd me, you would this forbear ; 
It is a Language which I dare not hear. 
My Heart and Faith become your Father's Right, 
All other Paſſions I muſt now forget. 
D. Car. Can then a Crown and Majeſty diſpenſe 
Upon your heart ſuch might y. influence, : 
That 1 muſt be for ever baniſh'd thence ? 
Had I been rais'd to all the heights of Power, 
In Triumph crowd the World*s great Emperovr, 
Of all its Riches, all its State poſleſt, 
Yet you ſhould ſtill have govern'd in my Breaſt.. 
Qu, In vain on her you obligations lay, 
Who wants not will, but power to repay. 
Henry. Yet had you Henrietta's heart, you would 
At leaſt ſtrive'to afford him all you could. [Afide. 
D. Cay. Oh! ſay not you want Pow*r; you may with one 
Kind look pay doubly all Pve undergone. 
And knew you but the innocence bear, 
How pure, how ſpotleſs all my Wiſhes are, 
You would not ſcruple to ſupply my want, 
When all Ill ask you may fo ſafely grant. 
u, I know not what to grant, too well I find 
Thar till at leaſt I, cannot be unkind. 
D. Car. Afﬀord me then that little which I crave. ; 
./ You ſhall not want what I may let you have. F Gives ber hand, 
D._ Car. Like 0n6—— fighing. © 
That ſees a heap of Gems before him caſt, 
Thence to chuſe any that may pleaſe him beſt ; 
From the rich Treaſure whilſt I choice ſhould make, 
DazzePd with all, 1 know not where to take, 
I would be rich | 
Ou, mnmnmnmmrm Nay, you too far encroacl: ; 
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14 DonCarlos Prince of Spain. 
I fear I have already Fiv*n too much, [Turns front bim, 
D. Car. Oh! take not back again th* appearing Bliſs. 
How difficult's the path to Happineſs ! , 
Why up the Precipice we climb with pain, 
On e Slip throws us quite down again. 
Stay, Madam, though you nothing more can give, 
Than juſt enough to keep a Wretch alive ; 
At leaſt remember how Pve lov'd 
Up I will. . 
D. Car. That was ſo kind, that I muſt beg more ſtill, 
Let me love on : it is a very = 
And eaſie Grant, yet Pll requelt no more. 
Qu. Do you believe that you can Love retain, 
And not expeCt to be belov'd again *? | 
D. Car. Yes, I will love, and think 'm happy too, 
So long as. I can find that you are fo : 
All my Diſquiets baniſh from my breaſt : 
I will indeavour to do ſo at leaſt. [Sigbing deeply. 
Or if I can't my Miſeries out-wear, 
They never more ſhall come t' offend your Ear. 
Qu, Love then, Brave Prince, whilſt Pll thy Lovep Gives ber band, 
(admire,Ywhich D, Carlos 
Yet keep the Flame fo pure, ſuch chaſt Deſire, during all this 
That without ſpot hereafter we above ſpeech kiſſes ea- 
May meet, when we ſhall come all Soul, all Love. Cgerly. 
Till when—Oh! whither am I rua aſtray ? 


I grow too weak, and muſt no longer ſtay : G 

For ſhould I, the-ſoft Charm. ſo ſtrong would grow, 

L find that I ſhall want the Power to go. 'Ex. Queen and 
; .Henrietta, + 


D. Car. Oh ſweet 
If ſuch Tranſport be in a Taſte ſo ſmall, | 
How bleſt muſt he be that poſſeſſes all ! - 
Where am I, Poſa* Where's the Queen ? [ tanding amazed. 
Poſa; ———- My Lord, 
A. while ſome reſpite to your Heart afford : 
Fhe Queen's retir'd. —— 
D. Car. —Retird? And did ſhe then 
Juſt ſhew me Heav'n, to ſhut it in agen? 
| This little Eaſe augments my pain the more ; 
For now Pm more impatient than 
And have diſcover'd Riches made me mad. 
Poſa; But ſince thoſe Treaſures are. not to be had, 
You ſhould corre& Deſires that drive you on 
Beyond that Duty which becomes a Son, 
, . No longer let the Tyrant Love inyade ;. 
: a | go # 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 

-The Brave may by themſelves be happy made. 

You to your Father now mult all reſign. VC 
D. Car. But ere he robb'd me of her, ſhe was mine. 

To be my Friend is all thou haſt to do, 

For half my Miſeries thou canſt not know. . 6 

Make my ſelf happy ! Bid the Damn'd do fo; 

Who in ſad Flames muſt be for ever toſt, 

Yet ſtill in view of the lov'd Heav*n th'ave loſt. [Exewn. 


The End of the Second AR. ; 


ACT the Third. SCEN E the Firſt; 


Don John of Auſtria. 
The GR OV E continues. 


D. F. He" vainly would dull Moraliſts impoſe 

Limits on Love, whoſe Nature brooks no Laws ? 
Love is a God, and like a God ſhould be ; 
Inconſtant, with unbounded liberty 
Rove as he liſt——- 
I find it : for ey'n now I've had a Feaſt, 
Of which a God might covet for a Taſte. 
Methinks I yet | 
See with what ſoft Devotion in her Eyes 
The tender Lamb came to the Sacrifice. 
Oh how her Charms ſurpriz'd me as I lay! : 


Like too-near Sweets they took my ſenſe away ; 
And I even loſt the pow'r to reach at Joy. 

But thoſe croſs Witchcrafts ſoon nnaravelPd were, 
And I was lulPd in Trances ſweeter far : 

As Anchor'd Veſſels in calm Harbours ride, 
Rock'd on the ſvellings of the floating Tide. 
How wretched then's the Man, who thou 43 


He thinks he's bleſt, yet as confin*d to one, 
Is but at beſt a Prig?ner on a Throne, 


_— 


6 Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 


To him King attended, Poſa, Gomez. 
| DB. Ye mighty Pow'rs, whoſe Subſtitutes we are, 
On whom y'ave layn of Earth the Rule and Care, 
Why all our Toils do you reward with [I], 
And to thoſe weighty Cares add greater ſtill ? * 
Or how could I your Deities enrage, 
That bleſs'd my Youth; thus to afflict my Age ? 
A Queen and a Son's Inceſt !- diſmal Thought ! 

D. F. What ist þ ſoon his Majeſty has brought To Go- 
From the ſoft Arms of his young Bride ? mez. 

King, ——Ay true, | 
Is ſhe not, Auſtria, young, and charming too ? 

Doſt thou not think her to a wonder fair? 
Tell me-— | 
_- D. F.——By Heav'n more bright than Planets are; 
Her Beautie*s force niight ey?n their pow'r out-doe. 
King. Nay ſhe's as falſe, and as unconſtant too. 
Oh Auſtria, that a Form .ſo outward bright, 
Should be within all dark and ugly Night! 
For ſhe, to whom I'd dedicated ul 
My Love, that deareſt Jewel of my Soul, 
Takes from its ſhrine the precious Relique down, 
T'adorn a little Idol of her own, 
My Son ! that Rebel both to Heav'n and me! - M 
Oh the diſtracting Throes of Jealeuſic / A. þ 
But as adrowning wretch jult like to ſink, 
Seeing him that threw him in upon the brink; 
At the third plunge lays hold upon his Foe, 
- And tugs him down into deſtruction too : 
So thou from whom theſe Miſeries Pye known, 
Shalt bear me out again, or with me drown, Seiz88 roughly 
| ; on Rui-Gomez. 

R. Go. My Loyalty will teach me how to wait 

All the Succeſſes of my Sovereigr's fate. 
WW hat igr, Great Sir, you wou'd command me ? 

King. How ! 
———— W hat is'C 2—I know not what'Pd hare thee doe: - 
Study Revenge for me, *tis that I want. 

D. F. Alas! what Frenzy does your temper haunt ? 
Revenge / On whom / 

King. On my falſe Qneeg,and Son; ©, 
 R. Go. On them?! good Heav*n ! _ what igt that they have done? 
Oh had my Tongue-been curlt &re it had bred: . - P24 
This Jealouſie—— . [half afade. 

Didſt 


King. —— Then cancel what thov'ſt aid. 


DonCarlos Prmce of Spain, 
Didfſt thon not tell me, that thou faw'ſt him ſtand 
Printing ſoft Vows in Kiſſes on her hand; 
Whilſt in requital ſhe ſuch Glances gave, '» 
Would quicken a dead Lover in his Grave: " 

' R. Go. Idid; and what lefs could the Queen allo w 
To him, than you to every Vaſlal ſhow? 
Thy affording him that little from Love's ſtore, 
Imply'd that ſhe for you reſery'd much more. 
King. Oh, doubtleſs ſhe muſt have'a wondrous ſtore | 
Of Love, that ſells it at a rate {> poor. 
Now thou'dſt rebate my Paſſion with advice; 
And when thou | be ative, wouldſt be wiſe. 
No, lead me where 1 may their Inceſt ſee. 
Do, or by Heav'n———do, and Ill worſhip thee ! 
Oh how my Paſſions drive me to and fro! Us ie 
Under their heavy weight I yield and bow. ”—_—_ | 2 


No ill, ſince they of any gui are. 
Here with my Sword I proclaim 
To that bold Traitor that dares wrong their fame. 
D. F. I too dare with my life their Cauſe make good. : 


And weakly grow my own flatterer. - 
.- — [Exit Poſa. 


he then ſo to my falſe Son ally'd ? 
d ev'ry way, and all 


18 Dox Carlos Prince of Spain. 
No, PIl do things the World ſhall _ £0 hear : 
My, Juſt Revenge ſo true a ſts bear, 
As henceforth Heav'n it ſelf ſhall emulate, 
And copy all its Vengeance ont by that. 
All but Rui-Gomez | muſt have withdrawn, 
P've ſomething to diſcourſe with hint alone. 
Ex: omnes preter RK, and Gomez. 
Now, Gomez, on thy Truth depends thy Fate, 
Thov'ſt wrought my ſenſe of Wrong to fach a height, 
Within my Breaſt it will no longer ſtay, , 
But grows each minute till t torce its way. 
I would not find -my- felf at laſt deceiv'd.. 
R. Go. Nor would I *gainſt your Reaſon be believ'd. 
Think, Sir, your Jealouſte-to he bat fear 
Of loſing Treaſures which you hold fo dear. 
Your Queen and Son may yet be innocent : 
I know but what they did, not what ow meant. 
King. Meant ! What ſhonld Looks and Sighs and Preflings mean? 
No, no; 1 need not hear it ore again. 
No repetitions=—ſomething muſt be done. 
Now there's no ill I know that I wonld ſhun. 
PII fly, an togarnn! ths in _ _- found, Ss 
Full charg?d with Rage, and-with my Vengeance hot ; 
Like a Granado from-a Canon ot,” 7M 
Which lights at laſt upon the Enemies ground, 
Then breaking deals Deſtra&tion all around. LEx. King. 
R. Go, So now'his Jealoufie is at the top, 
Each little Blaſt will ferve to keep it up. 
But ſtay, there's ſomething Pve omitted yet, 
Pofa's my Enemy : and true, he's great. 
Alas, Pm arn'd *gainft all that he can do; 
For my Snare's large enough to hold him too, - 
Yet PII diſguiſe that pu for a while : 6 


But when he with the reſt is caught 7th? Toil, 
PII boldly out, and wantonin the Spoil 


Enter Poſg. 


Poſa. My Lord Rui-Gomez.? and the King not here! 
You, who ſo eminent a Favourite are | 
In 9 age Bn, ſhould nere be abſent thence. ; 

. Go. No, Sir, 'tis you that by a/ riſing Prince : 
Are cheriſt'd, and tera life? lengy, | 
Rich in that Bliſs the Worldawaits to enjoy. wt 7 

Poſa. Since what may bleſs the Work we-onght to prite, - - © 
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Don Carlos Printe of Spain. 
I wiſh there were no puhlick Enemies : 
No lurking Serpents, Poiſon ta diſpence, 
Nor Wolves, to prey on noble innocence :; 
No Flatt'rers that with Royal Goodneſs ſport, 
Thoſe ſtinking Weeds that over-run a Courr. 
R. Go. Nay, if good Wiſhes any thing could do, 
[ have as earneſt Wiſhes, Sir, as you : 
That though perhaps our King enjoys the beſt 
Of Power, yet may he {till be doubly bleſt, 
May hemr ——— 
Poſa. Nay, Gomez, you ſhall ne're out-do me there ; ; 
Since for Great Philip $s goad, I wou'd you were 
(If poſſible) more Honeſt than yt ay are. 
R. Go. Why, Poſa; what defe& can you diſcern ? 
Poſa, Nay, half your Myſteries Pm yet to learn, 
Though this Pl boldly juſtifie to all, 
That you contrive a generous Prince's Fall. [Gom. ſmiles. 
Nay, think not by your ſmiles, and careleſs port, 
To laugh it off: I come not here to ſport. 
I do not, Sir. 
R, Go. Young Lord, what meaning bas 
This Heat ? 
Poſa. To let you ſee I know yare Baſe. 
R. Go, Nay then I pardon ask that I did ſmile: 
—.*- wen n I thought yhad jeſted all this while. 
Ee -_ 
Poſa. Yes more Baſe than impotent or old. 
All Virtue in thee, like thy Blood runs cold : 
Thy rotten putrid Carka(s is leſs full 7 
Of Rancor and Contagioa than thy Soul. 
Ev'n now before che ie I aw it plain ; 
But Duty to that Preſence aw'd me then : 
Yet —_ I dard thy. Treaſon with my Sword. 
But ſtill————— 
Thy Villany talk'd all ; Courage had not a word. 
True, thou art old :_ yet if thou haft a Friend, 
To whom thy Cauſe thou dart commend ; 
'Gainſt him in publick I'll the Innocence 
Maintain of the fair Queen and injur'd Prince. 
R. Go. Farewell, bold 
Ley hour how yon oligs tl _ "7 SY 
Appear leſs chalerick, and xit . 
» Poſe. How frail is all the Glory ory we. deſign, | 
ſuch as theſe have pow*r to undermune? 
Prince! who mightſt th ſafely ſtood, | 
had been leſs __ or [9at ſo Good. - 'v 
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20 DonCarlos Prince of Spain: 
Why the vile Monſter*s blood did I not ſhed, 
And all the Vengeance draw on my own head ? 

My Hononr ſo had had this juſt defence, 
Thar I preſerv*d my Patron and my Prince, Enter Carlos 
Brave Carlos : ha !- he's here.  O Sir, take heed, ,aud Queen. 
By an unlucky Fate your Love is led. 

The King, the King your Father's jealous grown, 

Forgetting her his | Cor or you his Son, 


Calls all his Vengeance up againſt you both. 
D. Car. Has then the ETD broke his Oath ?- - 
And, after all, my Innocence betray'd ? 
Poſa. Yes, all his fubtleſt Snares are for you laid. . 
The King within this minute will be here, | 
And you are ruin'd, if but ſeen with Her. 
Retire, my Lord.- = 
Queen. How ! is he jealous grown? 
þ thonght my Virtue he had better known, 
His unjuſt Doubts have ſoon found out the way, 
To make their entry on our Marriage-day : 
For yet he has not with me known a Night: 
And © fach bright his Cruelry is 
And to ſuch height hi is 
He'd exerciſe it on his Queen and ; > 
Bat fince, my Lord, this time we muſt obey 
Our Intereſt, I beg you would not ſtay. 
Not ſeeing you, he may to me be juſt. 
D. Car. Should I then leave you, Madam ? 
Queen, Yes, you muſt, _. 
D. Car. Not then when Storms againſt your Virtue riſe. 
No, fince to loſe you, wretched Carlos dies, 
He'll have the Honour of it, in your Cauſe. 
This is the nobleſt thing that Fate conld do, 
She thns abates the rigour of her Laws, 
Since *tis ſome Pleaſure but to die for you, 
Queen, Talk not of Death, for that ev'n Cowards dare, 
When their baſe Fears compel *em to deſpair. 
Hope's the far noble Paſſion of the Mind. 
Fortune's a Miſtreſs that*s with Caution kind ; 
Knows that the Conſtant merit her aldne;  .. 
They who, though ſhe ſeem froward; yet 'conrt on. 
D. Car. To wretched minds thus ſtill ſome Comfort gleams : 
And Angels eaſe our Griefs, though but with Dreams. 4b 


E have too oft already been deceiy'd, - Ak 
And the Cheat's grown too plain to be believ'd, * 
You, Madam, bid me go, | Looks ueſtly 
Queen. You mult: - " | ho the Quen.” 
| | "1 Poſa. 
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Poſa. You . ſhall, | 
Alas, I Love you, would not ſee-you fall : 
And yet may find ſome way tevade it all. 

D. Car. Fhou, Poſa, ever wert my trueſt Friend ; 
I almoſt wiſh thou wert not now ſo kind. 
Thou of a thing that's loſt tak*ſt too much care. 
And you fair Angel, too indulgent are. [To the Queen, 
Great my deſpair ; yet ſtill my Love is higher. 
Well-—in ence to' you PII retire. 
Though during all the Storm I will be nigh, 
Where if I ſee the Danger grow too high, 
To faye you, Madam, Pll come forth and die. 

[Exit D. Car. 


Enter King and Rui-Gomez. 
King. Who would have gueſt that this' had ever). Secing Poſa 


(been ? - the 
Diſtrattion! where ſhall my Revenge begin ? Queen. 
Why, he's the very Bawd to all their Sin 
And to diſguiſe it, put*s on Friendſhip's mask.. 
But his Diſpatch, Rui-Gamez, is thy Task. 


With him pretend ſome | way Conference, - 
Apt ancar at THe iſe ſeduce him hence, 
Then in ſome place fit for the deed, impart - 
The bugneſs by a Ponyard to his Heart. 


R. Go. *Tis done, — 
King. So, Madam 


By the Fury in your Eyes, , 

] underſtand you come to tyrannize. 

I hear you are already Jealous grown, 

And dare ſuſpet 'my Virtue with your Son. + 
King. Oh\Woman kind ! thy MyſPries'who can ſcan, | 

Too deep for eaſie weak believing Man? _. | 

Hold, let me look : Indeed y*are wondrous fair. 

So on the out-ſfide Sedow's Apples were: 

And yet within, when -open'd to the view, 

Not half ſo dang'rous, or ſo fonl as you. 

wretched Wo 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 21 


[Steps to the Queen.” :. 
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22 Do Carlos Prinze of Spain, 
But ſtill ran on and cheriſht my Deſires, 

For Heav*nly Beams miſtook Infernal fires : 

Such raging Fires, as you ſince-thought fit 
Alone my Son, my Son's hot Youth ſhould meet. 
Oh Vengeance, Vengeance !—— —— 

UCC, ——— —— Poor ungen'rous King ! : 
How mean's the Soul from which ſuck Thoughts muſt ſpring ! 
Was it for this I did fo late ſubmit, 

To let you whine and languiſh at my Feet ; 
When with falſe Oaths you did my Heart beguilc, 
And profer'd all your Empire for a Smile ? 
Then, then my Freedom *twas I did reſign, 
Thevgh you ſtill ſwore you would preſerve it mine. 
And ſtill it ſhall be fo, for from this hour 
I vow to hate, and never ſee you more. 
Nay, frown not, Philip, for you ſoon ſhall know 
I can reſeat and rage as well as you. 

King. By Hell her Pride's as raging as her Luft. 


A Guard there Seize the Queen CEnter Guard. 
Enter Carlos, and Intercepts the Guards. 
D. Car. Hold, Sir, be juſt. 


Firſt look on me, whom once you call'd your Son; 
A Title I was always proud to own. 

King. Good Heayv*n ! to merit this, what have I done, 
That he too dares before my ſight appear ? 

D. Car. Why, Sir, where is the cauſe that I ſhould fear ? 
Bold in my Innocence, I come to know | 
The reaſon, why you uſe this Prince fo ? 

King. Sure I ſhall find' ſome way to raiſe this Siege : 
He talks as if *twere for his Priviledge, 

Foul Ravifher of all my Hononr, hence. 

But ſtay : Guards with the Queen ſecure the Prince, 
Wherefore .in my Revenpe ſhould I be flow ? 

Now in my reach, Pl! *em at a Blow. 


Enter D. John of Auſtria, Eboli and Henrietta, 


D. 7. I come, Great Sir, with wonder here,-to ſee 

Your Rage nom doom ay. yo © mT 
Beauteous Queen, Loyal 

What i&t that they to:merit Chains raayvay, 

Or is your own wild Jealovſie alone? 


uw y 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain, 


XKng. O ria thy vain Enquiry c 

If tho# ag value for thy fon _y 

My mighty Wrongs ſo loud an accent bear ; 

>Fwou'd make thee miſerable but to hear.. 
D. Car. Father, if I may dare to call you fo, 

Since now I doubt if Fm your Son or no : 

As you have ſeald my doom I ma ng fon. , 
King. Will then that Monſter again ? 


23 


D. Car. Yes: dying men ſhould not their thoughts —y 


And ſince you take ſuch | Joy in Cruelties ; 
Fre of my death the new delight begin, 
Be pleagd to hear how Cruel Fs have been. 
Time was that we were ſmiPd on by our Fate, 
You not Unjuſt, nor I unfortunate. 
"Then, then, I was your Son,- and you were glad 
To hear my carly ewas talk?d abroad. 
Then Loves dear ſweets you to me would diſplay, 
Told me where this rich Beauteous Treaſure Jay, 
And how to gain't inſtructed me the way. 
I came and ſaw, and lov*d, and bleſt you for't. 
But then when Love had ſeaPd her to my heart, 
You violently tore her from my ſide : 
And cauſe my Bleeding Wound I could not hide, 
But ſtill ſome pleaſure to behold her took ; 
4 now Ac have om but T hers, - | 
I! etting all the pains 

Your Keart with envious Jealonke boyls o're, 
Cauſe I can love no lefs, and you no more, 

Hen, Alas! how can you his ſoft Complaint, 
And not your hardned ſtubborn heart relent ? 
Turn, Sir, ſurvey that comely awful man, 
And to my Pray*rs be cruel if you can. 

King. Away, deluder : who taught thee to ſue ? 

Eboki. Loving the-Queen, what is't ſhe leſs can do, 
Than lend her aid again the dreadfal ſtorm ? 

King. Why can the Devil dwell AE RET e 

This is their little Engine by the 
A fcout to watch and tell, when nigh. 
Come pretty ſinner Thowlt inform me all, 
How, - where, and when, nay do not fear——you ſhall. 


BE OD Now how thy Syrens T: 
Ki Tongue. 
wo have t there were a Witch ſo young ! ? 
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24 Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 


Heav?n layes its Thunder by, and gladly hears | akes ud- Hen, 
When Angels are become Petitioners. and makes bis 
| ' Cadareſs to ber, 
Eboli. Ha ! what makes Auſtria ſo officious there ! 
Thar glance ſeems as it ſent his heart to her. ' 'E Aſide to 
Garcia. 


D. Car. A Banquet then of blood ſince you deſign, 
Yet you may ſatishe your ſelf with mine. 
I love the Queen, I have confeſt 'tis true: 
Proud too to think I love her more than you ; 
Though ſhe by Heav'n is clear—but I indeed 
Have been unjuſt, and do deſerve to bleed. 
There were no lawleſs thoughts that I did want, 
Which Love had pow*r to ask or Beayty grant, 
Tho? I nere yet found hopes to raiſe *em on, 
For ſhe did ſtill preferve her Honours Throne : 
And daſh the bold aſpiring Devils down. 
If to. her Cauſe you do not credit give, 
Fondly againſt your happineſs you? ſtrive, 
As ſome loſe Heav*n, becauſe they won't believe. 
Queen, Whilſt, Prince, my preſervation you deſign, 
Blot not your Virtue to add more to mine. 
The clearneſs of my Truth Pd not have ſhown, 
By any other light beſides its Own, | 
No, Sir, he through deſpair all this has faid, 
And owns Offences which he never made. 
Why ſhould you think that I wonld do.you wrong ? 
Muſt I needs be Unchaſt, becauſe I'm young ? 
King. Unconſtant wav'ring heart, why heav'ſt thou ſo? 
I ſhiver al}, and know not what I do. 
t who ere now have Armies led to hehe, 
Thought War a Sport, and danger a delight : 
Whole Winter nights ſtood under Heav'ns wide roof 
Darizg my Foes : now am not Beauty proof. 
Oh turn away thoſe Baſilisks thy Eyes, 


LUN UV 


Th Infedtion's fatal, and who ſees *em,; dyes. [Goes away. 
Queen, Oh, do not flie me; I have no deſign 
Upon your life, for you may yet ſave mine, | [Kneels, 


Or if art lait | muſt my breath ſubmit, 
Here take it, *tis an Off”ring at your feet. 
Will you not look on me, my deareſt Lord ? 
King. Why ? would'ſ thou live ? — 
Queen,” Yes, if you'l fay the word, | 
D. Car. Oh Heav*n ! how coldly and-unmov?d he ſees 
A praying Beauty proſtrate on her Knees! ” 
Rue, M [1] — ronment CEN ponnenn AOn Y {Steps ts take bey up. 
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King,—Bold Encroacher, touch her not : 
Into my Breaſt her Glances thick are ſhot. 
Not true !.-.ſtay, let me ſee,---By Heav'n thou art © Looks earneſt. 
—A falſe vile Woman---Oh my fooliſh Heart ! Jy on hey. 
I give thee Life——But from this time refrain, 
And never come into my ſight again : 
Be baniſh'd ever..—— 

en, This you muſt not do, 

At leaſt till I have convinc'd you I am- True. 
Grant-me but ſo much time, and when that's done, 
If .you think fit for ever Pll be gone. 

King. Ive all this while been angry, but in vain ; i 
She heats me firſt, then ſtroaks me tame again. | j 
Oh, were thou true, how happy ſhould I be! 
Thinkſt thou that I have Joy to with thee ? { 
No, all my'Kingdom for the Bliſs Pd give: | 
Nay, though it were not ſo, but to believe. 

Come, for 1 can't avoid it; -cheat me quite. | 
ween, 1 would not, Sir, deceive you if I might. 

But if you'l take my. Oaths 3 by all above, 

'Tis You, and only You that I will love. 

King. Thus as a Mariner that fails along, 

With pleaſure hears th* enticing Sirew's Song, 
Unable quite his ſtrong Deſires to bound, 
Boldly leaps in,-t certain to be drown'd. 


Come to my Boſom then, make no delay : Takes ber m 
My Rage is huſht, and I have room fr Jr. bis Arms. 
Queen, Agen you'l think that'I unjuſt will prove. 


King.- No, thou art all o're Truth, and I all Love. ll 
Oh'that we might for everthus remain 3. } 
In folded Arms, and never part again ! OIAY 

Queen. Command me any thing, and try your Pow'r. 

King. Then from this minute ne're ſee Carlos more. 
Thou Slave, that dar'ſt do ill with ſuch a port, 

For ever here I baniſh thee my Court. 

Within ſome Cloifter lead a private life ; 
That I may love and rule without this ſtrife. 
Here Ebols, receive her to thy Charge: 

The Treafure's precious, and the Truſt is large. 
Whillt I retiring hen 

Toons for Joys, - 
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Do You command me, ſee how far I'i fly. 
Queen, Will Carlos be at laſt my Enemy ? 
Conlider, this Submiſſion I have ſhown, 
More to preſerve your Safety than my own. 
Ungratefully you needlefs ways deviſe, 
To loſe a Life which I ſo dearly prize. 
D. Car. So, now her Fortune's made, and. I am lefc 


Alone, a naked Wanderer to ſhift, 19 
o the 
(Queen. 


Madam, you might have fpar'd the Cruelty ; 
Bleſt with your Sight I was prepar'd to die. 


But now to loſe it drives me to ns com 
Making me wiſh to die, and yet not dare, 
Well, to ſome ſolitary ſhoar VH roam, : 
[is F, 


And never more into yaur come, 
Since I already find Pm troubleſome. ; 
Queen, Stay, Sir, yet ſtay :-——you ſhall not leave me fo. 
D. Car. Ha!f—— | 
Queen, —— | muſt talk with you before you go, 
Oh Carlos how unhappy is our ſtate? 
How foul a Game was play*d us yo Fate ? 
Who promis'd fair when we did firſt begin, | 
THI envying to ſee us like to win, C 
Straight fell to cheat,. and threw the falſe Lot in. 
My Vows to you I now remember all. 
D. Car. Oh Madam, F can hear NO MOTE, omoororm—me— [X neck. 
Queen. — You ſhall, —- PAs: 1 [Kneels tos. 
For I can't chuſe but let you know, that I, 
If yowl reſolve owt, yet will with you die. 
D. Car. Sure nobler Gallantry. was never known. 
Good: Heav*n ! This Bleſſings is too mnch' for one. e 
No, *tis enough for me to die alone. 
My Father, all my Foes I now forgive. 
Queen, Nay, Sir, by all our Loves I charge you live. 
But to what Country, whereſhere you go, &% 
Forget not Me, for PII remember You. | 
D. Car.. Shall -I ſuch Veryue and-ſuch;Charms forget? 
No, never.o— | | 
ucen. Oh that we had never met, 
But in our diſtant Climates til} been free ! 
E might have heard of You, .and'you of Me : 
50 towards Happineſs. more fafely mor'd.;. 
And never been-thus | 
What makes yon look:fo wi 
D. Car. A faint cold Damp 'ning 
Queen, What ſhall we do frrrrrmrmernemm 
D.. Car. —P— Do. any: thing but part. 


i 
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Or ſtay ſo long till my poor Soul expires 
In view of all the Glory it admires. 
Ebak. ta ſuch a Lover how might I be bick ! 
Oh were I of that noble heart [Afade. 
How ſoft, how eafie wauld 1 make kis bands! 
But, Madam, you forgot the Kings Commands : To the 
Longer to ſtay, your ers you't renew. Queen, 
D. Car. Ah Princeſs! Lovers Pains you never knew ; 
Or what it is to part, as we mult do. 
Part too for ever mm 
After one minute, never more to ſtand 
Fixt on thoſe Eyes, or this ſoft Hand. 
"Twere but enough to one, and not ſtarve: 
Yet that is more than I did ere —_ 
Thos Fate to us is niggardly 3 
That from Eternity can't , wh one Rene? 
Queen, If it were had, that hour would ſoon be gone, 
And we ſhould wiſh to draw another on. 
No, rigorous Neceſſity has made 
Us his Slaves, and now will be ohey'd. 
cms, tet us try the parting blow to bear. 
OO —mmm—_ 
D. Car. Farewel | [Looking at each other. 
——Þm fix*d and rooted here, | 
I cannot ſtir—— 
Queen. Shall I the way then ſhow ? 
Now, hold my heart=—— Goes to the door, then ſtops, 
—— Nay, Sir, why don't you go ? and turns back again. 
D. Car. Why do you ſtay 
Queen, | WON'T,mmorm——— 
D. Caro ——— You ſhall a while [Kneels. 
With one Look more my Miſeries beguile, 
That may ſupport my Heart till you are gone. 
en. Oh Ebols, thy help-or Pm undone. [Takes byjd on Eboli. 
Here take it then, and with it too my Life. [Loans into Eboli?s arms. 
D. Car. My Courage with my Tortures is at ſtrife. 
Since my Griefs Cowards are, and dare not kill, 
Pll try to vanquiſh and out-tail the ill. 
Well, Madam, now I'm ſomething bardier grown : 
Since 1 at laſt perceive you mult be gone, 
To venture the encounter Fl be bold ; Leads ber 
For certainly my Heart will-o long hold. to the door. 
Farewel——Be Happy as: y'are fair and true. 
Queen, And all Heav*ns kindeſt Angels wait on You. [Ex, with Eb. 
D. Car.. Thus long I wander” -4s in Loves crooked way, 
| 2 


By 
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By hopes deluding Meteor led aſtray : 


For ee Pve half the dang'rous Defart -croſt, 
The glimnvring Light's gone out, and I am loſt. CExit D, Car. 


The End of the 'Thizd, AQ. 


The Fourth ACT. 


SCENE, The Anti-C hamber to the Queens Apartment. 


Don Carlos and Pola. 


D. Carlos. He next is the Apartment of the Queen: © 
In vainI try, I muſt not venture in. Is going, 
Thus is it with the Souls of murther*d men returns. 


But finding that they cannot enter there, 
Mourning and groaning wander in the Air. 
Robb'd of my Love, and as unjuſtly thrown : 


Who to their Bodies would again repair, : 


From all thoſe hopes that promigd me a Crown, 
My heart, with the diſhonour's to me done, 
Is poyſon'd, ſwells too mighty for. my Breaſt : 
Bur it will break, and I ſhall be at reſt, 
No: Dull Deſpair this Soul ſhall never load. 
Thovgh Patience be the Virtue of a God: k 
Gods never feel the llls that govern here, 
Or are above the Injuries we bear. 
Fatber and Xing; both Names bear mighty ſenſe : 
Yet ſure there's ſomething too, in Son and Prince. 
I was born high, and will not fall leſs great. 
Since triumph crown'd my Birth; FIl have my fate © 
As Glorious and Majeſtick too as-that. 
To Flanders, Poſa, ſtraight my Letters ſend, 
Tell *em the injur*d Carlos is their friend : 
- And that to head their Forces I deſign ; 
'So vindicate their Cauſe, if they dare mine. 
Poſa. To th Rebels fm W- | 
D, Carl. No, tif are friends, their Cauſe-is juſt ; ry 
Or, when I make it mine, at 1 it muſt, 
Let ch*common Rout like Beaſts loye to be dull, 


F. 
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Whilſt ſordidly they live at eaſe and fall, 
Senſeleſs what Honour or Ambition means, 
And ignorantly drag their load of Chains. 
I am a Prince, have had a Crown in view, 
And cannot brook to loſe the proſpe&t now. 
If tart my Friend, do not my will delay. 


o 


25. 


Poſa. I'll do't — LExit Poſa. 


Enter Eboli. 
Eboli. My Lord. 
D. Car. Who calls me? 
Eboli, You mult ſtay. | ; 
D. Car. What news of freſh AfﬀMiQtion can you bear ? 
Eboli. Surpoſe it were the Queen, you'd ſtay for her. 
D. Car. For her ? yes, ſtay an Ape, for ever ſtay ; 
Stay eva till Time it ſelf ſhou'd paſs away” 
Fix here a Statue never to remove, 
An everlaſting Monument of Love. 
Though, may a thing ſo wretched as I am 
But the leaſt place in her Remembrance claim ? 
Eboli. Yes, if you dare believe me, Sir, you do ; 
We both can talk of nothing elſe but You : 
Whilſt from the Theam ev*n Emulation ſprings, 
Each ſtriving who ſhall fay the kindeſt things. 
D. Car. But from that Charity I poorly live, 
Which only pities, and can nothing give. x 
Eboli. Nothing ? propoſe what *tis you claim, and I, 
For ought you know, may be ſecurity. 
D. Car. No, Madam, what's my due none &re can pay; 
There ſtands that Angel Honour in the way, 
Watching his Charge with never ſleeping Eyes, 
And ſtops my entrance into Paradiſe. 
Eboli, What Paradiſe ? what pleaſures can you know, 
Which are not in my power to beſtow ? 


D. Car. Love, Love, and all thoſe eager melting Charms, 


The Queen muſt yield when in my Father's Arms. 
That Queen ſo Excellently richly fair, 
Fove, could he come again a Lover here, 
Would court Mortality to die for her. 
Oh, Madam, take not pleaſure to renew 
Thoſe Pains, which if you felt, you wou'd. not do. 
Eboli, Unkindly urg'd : think you no ſenſe I have 
Of what you feel? now you may take your leave: 
Something I had to ay : bur let it die. 
D. Car. Wh , who has injur'd you ? not L 
Eboli, Nay, Sir, your Preſence 1-would not detain, 


4 


Alas, 
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Alas, you do not hear that I complain. . 
Thongh could you' half of my Misfortunes ſee, 
Methinks you ſhould encline to pity me. 
D. Car. I cannot gueſs what mournful tale you'd tell ; 
Burt I am certain you prepare me well. 
Speak, Madam. : 
Ebali, Say I lov'd, and witha Flame 
W hich even melts my tender Heart to name : 
Lov'd too a man, I will not fay ingrate, 
Becauſe he's far above my Birth or Fate : 
Yet io far he at leaſt does cruel prove, 
He proſecutes a dead and hopeleis Love, 
Starves on a Barren Rock,- and wort be blat, 
Though I invite him kindly to a Fealt. 
D. Car. What ſtupid Animal could ſenſeleſs lie, 
Quicken'd by Beams fronf@hat Illuſtrious Eye ? 
Ebvli, Nay, to encreaſe your wonder, you ſhall know, 8 


That I, alas ! am forc'd to tell him too, 
Till ev?nI bluſh, as now I tell it you. 
D. Car. You neither ſhall have cauſe of Shame or Fear, 
Whoſe Secrets ſafe within my Boſom are. 
Eboli. Then farther I the Riddle may explain. 
Survey that Face, and blame me if you can. Shews him bis 
own. Pilture. 
D. Car. Diſtraftion of my Eyes! what have they ſeen ? 
"Tis my own Picture which 1 ſent the Queen, 
When to her Fame I paid Devotion fir 
Expecting Bliſs, but loſt it : I am curſt. 
Curſt too in thee, who from my Saint dar*ſt ſteal 
The only Relique left her of my Zeal 
And with the Sacriledge attempt my Heart. 
Wert thou more charming than thou think*ſt thoy art, 
Almighty Love preſerves the Fort for her, 
And bids defiance to thy Entrance there. 
Eboli, NegleRted ? ſcorn'd by Father and by Son? 
W hat a malicious courſe my Stars have-run ? 
Bur lince I meet with fuch unlucky Fate | 
In Love, Fil try how I can thrive in Hate. c 
My own dull Husband may in that. 
To his Revenge Ill give him freſh alarms Aſide. 
And with the gray old wizzard muſter ms. 
I havet : thanks, thanks Revenge : Prince, *tis thy Bane. 
Can you forgive me, Sir ? I hope you can, ore Carlos mildly. 
Tl try to recompence, the Wrongs P've done 
And better finiſh what is ill 
D. Car. Madam, you at fo ſtrange arate proceed, 


I ſhall 


| Ifhall b 
Ebolj. 
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to think you loy'd indeed. 
matter 3 be but to my Honour true, 


As you ſhall ever find Pll be to you. 

The Queen's my Charge, and you may on that ſcore 

Preſume that you ſhall ſee her yet once more. 

I'll lead you to thoſe ſo mach w 

And yield you to my happy Rivals 
D. Car. In what a mighty Sum ſhall I be bound ? 

I did not think ſuch Virtue could be found. 

Thou Miſtreſs of all beſt Perfeftions, ſtay : 

Fain I in gratitude wor'd ſom 

But am too far in debt for Thanks to pay. 


Enter Don John of Auſtria. 


D. John. Where is that Prince, he whoſe Afflictions ſpeak 
So loud, as all Hearts but his own 
D. Car. My Lord, What Fate has 
Mere Man, of all my Comfort ſtri 
cu like a Vine I Dy 
ich in my ripening 
But now a dry and Sither'd Stock am grown, 
And all my Cluſters and my Branches 
D. Fobn. Amongſt thoſe 
Than me there's none that can reſent **m more, 


I feel a 
To ſee 


eft me, 1 am here, 


ſpoke me ſtrong : 


ne. 
h your Wrongs deplore, 


enerous Grudging in my breaſt, 


ach Honour, and ſach Hopes opprelt. 


The King your Father is my 
But I ſee more that's like my ſelf in You. 
Free-born I am, arid not on-him depend, 
Oblig'd to none, but whom I call my Friend. 
And if that Title you think fit to bear, 
Accept the Confirmation of it here. [ 
D. Car. From you, to whom Pm by ſach Kindnefs ty*d, - 
The Secrets of my Soul I will not hide. 
This generous Princeſs has her Promiſe giv'n, 
I once more ſhall be/brought in 
To the fair Queen my laſt Dev pay : 
And then for Flanders I intend my way. 
Where to tH? inſulting Rebels PI give Law, 


To keep 
D 


t of Heav'n; 


my ſelf from Wro and them in Awe. 


Joby, Proſperity to the 'ris good ; 


Both worthy of your Hog: 
D. Car. My Lord, your ſpread 
Above the reach or ſhock of N : 


Mine early nipt like Buds untimely die. 
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Enter Officer of the Guard, - 
Offic, My Lord, I grieve to tell what you muſt hear ; 
They are unwelcome Orders which I bear, 
Which are to guard: you as a Priſoner. | 
D. Car. A Pris'ner ? what new game of Fate's begun ? : 


Henceforth be ever curs'd the name of "Son, 
Since I mult be a Slave becanſe Pm one. 
Duty ! to whom? He's not my Father; no: 
Back with your Orders to the Tyrant go; 
Tell him his Fury drives too much one way ; 
I'm weary on't, and can no more obey. 
D. John. If askd by whoſe Commands you did decline 
Your Orders, tell my Brother, *twas by mine. CEx, Officer. 
D. Car. Now were I certain it would ſink me quite, 
Pd ſee the Queen once more, though but in ſpite, 
Though He with all his Fury were in place, 
I wow'd careſs and court her to his face. 
Oh that I could this minute die, if © - 
What he had loſt he might too lately know, MN 
Curſing himſelf to think what he has done : 2H 
For I was ever an obedient Son; 
With Jes all his Glories ſaw, when young, 
Look'd, and with pride conſidering wheace 1 ſprung ; 
Joyfully under him and free I play'd, 
Baskt in his Shine, 'and wanton'd in his Shade—— 
But now —— ' 
Cancelling all what &re he then confert*d, 
He thruſts me out among the common Herd : 
Nor quietly will there permit my ſtay, 
But drives and hunts me like a Beaſt of prey. 
Affliction ! O affliction! ?tis too great, 
Nor have l ever learnt to ſuffer yet, 
Though Ruin at me from each ſide take aim, 
And I ſtand thus encompaſs'd round with Flame; 
* Though the devouring fre approaches faſt; 
Yet will I try to plunge :. if power waſt, ' c 
] can at worſt but fgak, and burn at laſt. CEx, D. Carlos. 
D. John, Go on, purſue thy Fortune while "tis hot ; 
I long for work where Honovr's to be got, | 
But, Madam, to this Prince you're wondrous kind. 
Eboli. You are not leſs to Henriet. 1 find, 4 "oe 
D. Fobn, Why, ſhe's a Beauty, tender, y and fair, 
Ebols, I thought I might in Charms have j - 
You told me once my Beanty was not leſs, © | 
- Is this your Faith? are theſe your Promiſes ? 
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D. Fobn. You would ſeem jealous, but are crafty grown ? 

Tax me of Falſhood, $0 conceal your own. 

Go, yarea Woman 
Eboli, Yes, I know I am : 

And by my Weakneſs do deſerve that name. 

When Heart and Honour I to you relign'd. 

Wonld I were not a Woman, or leſs kind: \ 
D, John. Think you your Falſhood was not plainly ſeen ; 

When to your Charge my Brother gave the Queen ? 

Too well I ſaw it : how did you diſpence * 

In Looks your Pity to th? afflicted Prince ? 

Whilſt I my Duty paid the King, your time 

You watcht, and fixt your melting eyes on him, 

Admir'd him 
Ebols, Yes, Sir, for his Conſtancie——— 
But *twas with pain, to think you falſe to me, 
When to another's Eyes you Ho PR 

And my true Love wrong'd and _ ed laid, 
Wrong'd too io far as nothing can reſtore. 
D. John. Nay, then let's part, and think of Love no fnore. 
Farewel LD. J. is going. 
Eboli, Farewel, if y*are reſolv'd to go. 
Inhumane Auſtria, can you leave me ſo ? 
Enough my Soul is by your Falſhood rackt : 
Add not to your Inconſtancie NegleR. - 
Methinks you ſo far might have grateful prov'd, 
Not to have quite forgotten that I lov'd. 
D. Jobn. It &re you lov'd, 'tis you, not I forget. 
For. a Remove 'tis here too deeply ſet, 


Firm rooted, "and for ever muſt remain. * LEboli turns away. 
Why thus unkind ?—— 
Eboli, Why are you jealous then ? [Turns to him. 


D. Jobn. Come, let it be no more ! Pm huſht and ſtill! 
Will you Forgive ! 

Eboli, How can you doubt my will! 
I do. , 

D: John, Then ſend me not away unbleſt. | 

Eboli, Till your Return I will not think of Reſt. 
Carlos will hither ſuddenly repair. 
The next Apartment's mine z Pll wait you there. 
Farewell. - | CEboli ſeems eo weep. 

D. John. O do not let me ſee a Tear; - | 
It quenches .Joy, and ſtifles ite. | 
Like Wars fierce God upon my Bliſs Id prey ; 
Who, from furious Toils ef Arms all day, - 
Returning home to: Love's A MA at night, 


Comes 
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Comes riotous and hot with full Delight CExit D. John, 
Eboli, W has reapt his Joys, and now he would be free, : 


And to effe& it puts on Jealouſie. 

But Pm as much a Libertine as he ; 

As fierce my Will, as furious my Deſires. 

Yet will I hold him: Thovgh Enjoyment tires, 

Though Love and Appetite. be at the beſt, 4 


Hel ſerve, as common Mears fill up a Feaſt, 
And look like Plenty, though we never talte. 


Enter Rni-Gomez. 


Old Lord, I bring thee News will make thee young. 
R. Go. Speak; there was always Muſick in thy Tongne: 
Eboli, Thy foes are touring, and. the Day $s thy own : 
Give *em but one Lift-now, and they go. down. 
Quickly. - Suboky = all O_ renew : 
Appear diſturb'd, as if you ſomething knew 
T5 difficult and dang*rous —_ | 
Then brif; him hither labouring with the weight. 
I yy take oo _ c_ oy be here : o 
So for his jealous Eyes a iight prepare, 
Shall prove more fatal than Meduſa's Head, - 
And he more Monſter ſeem than ſhe ere made. 


Enter Kmg attended. 
King, Still how this Tyrant Doubt torments my Breaſt ! 


When ſhall I get tl Uſurper ney 1 
My Thoughts, like Birds when tri from their reſt, 
Around the place, where all was huſht before, 
Flutter; and hardly ſettle any MOrem—— 
Ha, Gomez ! what art thon thus muſing on ? [[Sers Gomez. 
R. Go. I'm thinking what it is to have a Son. 
What mighty Cares, and: what tempeſtnoms Strife 
Attend on an unhappy Father's life, 
How Children Bleſſings Teem, but Forments are ; 
When young our Folly, and when ald our Fear. 
King. Why doſt thou. bring theſ&odd Refieftions here ? 
Thou envieſt ſure the Quiet which. I bear. 
R. Ge, No, Sir, I Joy Pth' Eaſe which you poſſeſs, 
And wiſh you never may have cauſe for leſs. 
King. Have cauſe for leſs !' come nearer : 'thew art fad; 
_ lookit 7 thou wouldſt tell ane that 3 had: \ 
ow, now I feel it riſing UP afyiNeomes * 3 
Speak quickly, where is Carlos ?: where the Queen? 
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What not a word? have my Wrongs ſtruck thee dumb? 
Or art thou ſwoln and labouring with. my Doom, 
Yet dart not let the fatal Secret come ? 
R. Go. Heav*n great Infirmities to Age allots: 
Pm old and have a-thoufand doting Thoughts. 
Seek not to know ?em, Sir. | 
King. By Heav'n I muſt, . 
R. Go. Nay, 1 wou'd not be by compulſion juſt. 
King. Yer, if without it you refuſe, you ſhall. 
R, Go. Grant me then one Requeſt, Pl! tell you all. 
King. Name thy Petition, and conclude it done. 
R. Go. It is that you wou'd here forgive your Son, 
For all his Offences to this hour, 
King. TiYhaſt almoſt ask*d a thing beyond my powr. 
But ſo much Goodneſs Pth* Requeſt I find, 
Spite of my felf PH} for thy fake be kind. 
His Pardon's ſeal'd : the Secret now declare. 
R. Go. Alas! 'tis only that I faw him here—— 
King. Where ? with the Queen ! Yes, yes, *tis ſo Par ſure. 
Never were Wrongs io great as I endure. 
So great, that they are grown beyond 
For half my Patience might have made a Saint. 
Oh Woman! Monſtrous Woman ! 
Did I for this into my Breaſt receive 
The promiſing repenting Fugitive ? 
But, Gomez, I will throw her back againz - 
And thou ſhalt ſee me ſmile, and tear her then. 
Pll cruſh her Heart, where all the Poiſon lies, 
Till, when the Venom's out, the Viper dies. 
R. Go. They the beſt method of Revenge purſue, 
Who ſo contrive that it may Juſtice ſhew ; 
Stay till their Wrongs appear at ſach a head, 
That Innocence may have na room to plead, 
Your Fury, Sir, at leaſt a while delay, 
I gueſs the Prince may come agen this way. 
Here I'll withdraw, and watch his Privacy. 
King. And when he's fixt, be ſure'bring word to me. 
Till then, Pll bridle Vengeagce, and retire, 


Within my Breaſt this Fire, 

Ls he —4 pd 'rongytiembire diſplay; - 
| 4 co 

And. with my Gonces Fins runny F Prey. 
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Enter Eboli. 


Eboli, P've overheard the Buſineſs with delight, 
And find Revenge will have a Feaſt to night. 
Though thy declining years are in their wane, 
I can perceive there's Youth ſtill in thy Brain. 
Away : The Queen is coming hither. CExit R. Go. 


\ 


Entey Queen, and Women. Henrietta. 


Queen. Now 
To all Felicity a long adieu : 
Where are you, Ebol: ? 
Ebols, Madam, Pm here. 
Queen, Oh how freſh Fears aſſault me every-where! 
| hear that Carlos is a Priſoner made. 
Eboli, No, Madam, he the Orders diſdbey'd ; 
And boldly owns for Flanders he intends, 
To head the Rebels, whom he ſtyles his Friends. 
But &re he goes, by me does humbly ſue, 
That he may take his laſt Farewell of - you. 
Queen. Will he then force his Deſtiny at laſt? 
Hence quickly to him, Eboli, make haſte : 
Tell him, I beg his Purpoſe he'd delay. 
Or if that can't his Reſolution ſtay, 
Say I have ſworn not to ſurvive the hour 
In which I hear that he has left this Shoar. 
Tell him, Pve gain*d his Pardon of the King. 
Tell him—— to ſtay him-——tell him any thing. — 
Eboli. One word from.you his Duty would-reſtore : { 


And though you promigd nere to ſee him more, 
Methinks you might upon ſo juſt a ſcore. 
But ſee he's here—— 


Enter Don Carlos. - 


D. Car. Run out of breath by. Fate, 
And perſecuted by a Father's Hate, +» 
Wearid with all, I panting hither fly, 
To lay my ſelf down at your feet and die; Kneels and kiſſes 

Queen, Oh too unhappy Carlos! yet unkind? QP,ber Hands. 
'Gainſt you what Harms have ever I deſign'd, 

Fhat you ſhould with ſuch violence decree, 
Ungratefully at laſt to murther me ? 
D. Car. Pour all thy Curſes, Heav'n, upon this Head, 


| T. ', ST 4 
Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 
For P've the worſt of Vengeance merited, 

That yet I impudently live to hear - 

My ſelf upbraided of a Wrong to her. 

Say, has your Honour been by me betray'd ? 
Or have I Snares Yentrap your Vertue laid ? 
Tell me: if not, why do you then upbraid ? - 


Queen. You will not know ti? Afflictions which you give. 


Was't not my laſt requeſt, that you wou'd live ? 
I by our Vows conjur*d it ; but I ſee, 
Forgetting them, unmindful too of me, 
Regardleſs, your own Ruine you deſign 
Though you are ſure to purchaſe it with mine. - 

D. Car. I, as you bad me live, obey'd with pride ; 
Though it #as harder far than to have did. 
But loſs of Liberty my life diſdains : | 
Theſe Limbs were never made to ſuffer Chains. 
My Father ſhould have fingld out ſome Crown, 
And bidden me go conquer*t for my own : 
He ſhould have ſeen what Carlos would have done. 
But to preſcribe my Freedom, ſink me low 
To bait Confinement, where no Comforts flow : 
But black Deſpair that foul Tormentor lies: . 
With all my preſent load of Miſcries, 
Was to my Soul too violent a Smart, 
And rougdYhe fleeping Lion in my Heart. 

Queen. Yet then be kind; your angry Father's Rage, 
I know, the leaſt Submiſſion will aſſwage: * - 
You're hot with Youth, He's Cholerick with Ape. 
To him, and put a true Obedience on 
Be humble, and expreſs your ſelf a Son. 
Carlos, 1 beg it of you : will you not ? 

D. Car. Methinks 'tis very hard ; but yet Pll do't. 
I muſt obey whatever you prefer, | 
Knowing y'are all Divine, and cannot Err. 
For if my Doort's nnalt*rable, I- ſhall 
This way at leaſt with lefs Diſhonour fall : 
And Princes leſs my Tameneſfs thus condemn, 
When I for You ſhall ſuffer, thongh by Him. 

. In my A ent farther we'll debate 

Of this, ati for a happy iſſve wait. 
Your preſence there he cannot —_—_— 
When it ſhall ſpeak your Duty, and my Love. . 


31 


riſes. 
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Enter Rui-Gomez. 


Eholi. Now, Gomez, Triumph : all is ripe + the Toit 

Has caught *em, and Fate ſaw it with a ſmile. 

Thus far the Work of Deſtiny was mine ; 

But Pm content the Maſter-piece be thine. 

Away to th' King, prepare his Soul for Blood ; 

A Myſtery thou well haſt underſtaad : 

Whilſt I go reſt within a Lover's Arms, 

And to my Auſtria lay out all my Charms. [Afide. Exit, 
R., Gs. Fate open now thy Book, aud ſet *em down : 

I have already markt *em for thy own. . 


Enter King, and Poſa « a diſtance. 
My Lord the King. | 


. Gomez ? 
R. Geo. The ſame. 
King, Haſt ſeen 
The Prince ? 
R. Go. I have. 
King. Where is he ? 
R. Go. With the Queen. # 
King. Now ye that dwell in everlaſting Flame, 
And keep Records of all ye mean ta damn, 
Shew me, if *mongſt your Prefidents there c&'re 
Was ſeen a Son like him, or Wife like her. 
Hark, Gomez, didſt not hear th* Infernals groan ? | 
Huſh Hell a little, and they are thy own. | 
Poſa. Who ſhould theſe be? the King and Gamez ſure, Cat a di- 
Methinks I wiſh that Caryles were ſecure. 0. 


For Flanders his Diſpatches Pve prepar'd. 

King. Who's there? Tis Poja, Pander w er eos wee 
N Ms Hen thy Dagger theafte 

ow, Gomez, to his Heart t 
In the purſuit of Vengeance drive kai 3, 

Strike deep, and, if thou canſt, waynd Carlas there. 

R. Go, I'll do't as cloſe as happy Lovers kiſs: 
May he ſtrike mine, if of his. Heart. 1 miſs. 
Thans, Sir ——— > —— — 

Poſa. Ha, Gomez ! Villain ! thou haſt done 
Thy worſt : bur yet I would not die alone : 

Here, Dog = — ” LEG OC 
| - R, Go. 


— $a bow. 
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R, Go. So brisk? then take it once again. F Ar they are ftruggling the dif 
"Twas only, Sir, to put you out of Pain. 5. fall our of Pole's boſom. 


[Stabs bem again, and Poſa falls. 
Poſa. My Lord the King, (but Life too far is gone, 
I faint) be mindful of your Queen and Son. [. Dies. 
King. The Slave in Death repents, and warns me. Y 
I ſhall be very mindful. What aretheſe ? * $Tate up the 
For Flanders ! with the Prince's Signet ſcald ! Diſpatebes. 
Here's Villany has yet been unreveaPd. 
SCC, Gomez. ; Practices againſt my Crown. [Shows *em bim. 


Treaſon and Luſt have joyx'd to pull me down. 
Yet {till I ſtand like a firm ſturdy Rock, 
Whilſt they but ſplitthemſelves with their own ſhock. 
But I too long delay, give word I come. 
R. Go. What, hoa! within: the King is nigh, make room, 


The SCENE draws, and- diſcovers D. John and 
Eboli embracing. 


King. Now Iet me if 1 can to Fury add, 
That when I thunder I may ſtrike **m dead, 
[Looking earneſtly on ? em. 
Ha Gomez ! on this Truth depends thy Life. 
Why, that's our Brother Auftria / 
R. Go. And my Wite ! 
Embracing cloſe, Whilſt 1 was buſic grown 
In others Ruins, here Pve met my own. 
Oh! had I perift'd &re *twas underſtood. 
King. This is the Neſt where Luſt and Falſhood brood. 
E it not admirable ?——— Ex. D. John and 
R. Go. O vir, yes! Eboli embracing. 
Ten Thouſand Devils tear the Sorcerefs — 
King. But they are gone, and my Diſhonour's near. 


Enter Don Carlos and Queen diſcourſong. 


Look, my inceſtnous Son and Wife appear. 

See, Gomez, how the languiſhes and dies. 

'Sdeath ! there are very Pulſes in her Eyes. 
CD. Carlos —_ the King. 
D. Car. In Peace Heay'n ever guard the King from Harms ; 

In War Succeſs and Triumph crown his Arms; 

Till all the Nations of the World ſhall be 

Humble and Proſtrate at his Feet like me. © Kneeds, 


L hear your Fury has my Death deſign'd. ; 
Though Pe deſerv'd worlt, you may be kind: 


Behold 


Behold me as your poor ufihappy Son, 
And do not ſpill that Blood which is your own. 

King, Yes, when my Blood grows tainted, I n©re doubt, 

Bnt for my Health *cis good to let it out : 
But thine's a Stranger, like thy Sbul, to me, 
Or elſe be curgd thy Mother's memory : 
And doubly curſt be that unhappy Night, 
In which I purchas'd Torment with Delight. 

D. Car. Thus then I lay aſide all rights of Blood. [Riſes boldly. 
My Mother curs'd ! ſhe was-all Juſt and Good. ; 
Tyrant ! too good to ſtay with thee below, 

And therefore's bleſt, and reigns above thee now. 
Submiſſion! which way got it entrance here ! 

King. Perhaps it came e*re Treaſon was aware. 

Thy traiterous Deſign's now come to light, 
Too great and horrid to be hid in night. 
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See here my Honour and thy Duties Stains. Shews the 
Pre paid your Secretary for his pains. Diſpatches. 
He waits you there, to Council with him go, Shews Po- 

Ask what intilligence from Flanders now. ſa's Body, 


D. Car. My Friend here ſlain, my faithful Poſa tis. 
Good Heav®n ! what have Idone to merit this ? 
What Temples ſackt? what Deſolations made, 
To pull down ſuch a Vengeance on my Head ? 
This, Villain, was thy work : what Friend of thine [To Gomez. 
Did I &re wrong, that thou ſhould*ſt murther mine ? 
But PII take care 1t ſhall not want Reward — [ Draws. 
King. Courage, my Gomez, ſince thy King's thy Guard. 
Come, Rebel, and thy Villanies fulfill. 
D. Car, No; though unjuſt, you are my Father F Throws away 
(ſtill ; I, bis Sword. 
And from that Title muſt your Safety own : 
"Tis that which awes my Hand, and not your Crown. 
*Tis true, all there contain'd I had defign'd : 
To ſuch a height your Jealouſie was grown, 
It was the only way that I could fin 
To work your Peace, and to procure my owh. 
King. "1 hinking my Youth and Vigour to decreaſe, 
You'd eaſe me of my Crown to give me Peace. 

D. Car, Alas ! you fetch your Miſconſtructions far, . 
The Injuries to me, and Wrongs to Her, 6 
Were much roo great for Empire to repair. 

When you forgot a Father's Love, and quite 

Depriv'd me of a Son's and Prince's Right, 

Branded my Honour, and purſu'd my Life, 

My Duty long with Nature was at ftrife. 


au To rw 
SEE, & 
ISAT, rode. 1 
Your Ange i vat wes Maa 
for Flanders, ere your Jeduſs 
Eu = [ever honour'd, d, ever lov'd ; 


Lode of my Wrong . | 

of my W «Tor 
You [of Fa and that $ womaded or rune 4 bers 
our threaten'd ber, 
Queen, can this merit, er; Hate? he me en - 
The au and Chir s of. Courts to purchaſe you ; — 


Baniſh himſelf, and ſte em the dang*rous Tide 
Of —_— Outrage, and Rebelliogs Pride, . 


So bliti is Guilt ly the plea ua = af 
She thinks her ſoftneſs may | 


No, Sorcereſs, yare miſtaken.in 
And whillt you foot 
Do, take full view Pop ia ft - > . looking 
Look hard ; it 1s Y'are like to. have. NES ſecs 
D. Car. My Life Death an your Pow'r to-give. 
King. Yes, and thou, dy*ſt. 
D.-Car. Not.till ſhe give me leave... 

She is the Star that rules my. Deſtiny, : 

And whilſt her Aſpe&'s kind,..J- cahnor die. 
Queen. No, Prin Don fas. be ore bis 
Kmg. Yes, I will ſend him to's eternal Ref. 

Oh! had I took the Journey long ago, "> | 

FEES me now... 

en t Pains what Racks ? a approaching bins, 
Poa Avoid, parkponce Log So 
I fee thee 


;Pp ou nere would ſee hi 
ut mow you eſt Wiles 
I've gotten Freedom, and I'll ke 


o 
- 
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Xing. But you before-han@ yd ns 
Oh Pruacels, thank you for the 
Teil me, how got = Mofſter'E pa <a. 
oli. Heav'n witnely _ #ith Moved Han” wy 
Go. No, ſhe had'other'B SES: 7% . E464, 
Oh Blood and Murther ! w_— eDFIue __- ql 
King. All are falſe :— A ONE» A 10Y 7:9! iT gies lied, 
Seize on that Traitour and, 24. br F70 Carlbs. 
. D. Car, Welcome; Pm prepay" 
Queen, Stay, Sir, 1& me tie top: I can gal 
Kmg. No, thou ſhakc live.” - dd [ok hin, 
By Heav'n, but not a Day. IS ne | mos 
1 a Revenge fork have avs," ve Fogp 
She unrepenting dies, and ſo ſhe >; dann.” wk 
Henry, If ever Pity could your Heart in; gage, 
If ere you hope for Bleſſings oi your Aer, | 
Incline your cars to a poor V fg i | 


= 
LN wes Bb: 


King. 1 dare not ventire'thee," A ho al, Aa 
What would'ſt thou ſay: id 037.51 ET | - 8 = x36 
Henry. Deſtroy not in Otie mat” AY ZETRRE 


More Vertue than the World ati: boaſt again. 

View him the eldeſt ny SY firft Tore, | 

Your, Virgity Joys : that may ane FAY OV Cp————_— "Dy 

rents CH for the Wy weight Tag, REES: * | 

ye now not Mite tis He'26' Aa eds 6 | c; Ct 5 __ 

Away, by thy ſoft Tongue Pll not be ciughr.®' wwe 'X 
Henry, By all that Hopes can Frame I beg. if noe 

May you by ſome baſe hand un "hm tie, 

And childleſs — cuteſt { you! dt 

By Honour, Love, 'by Ee io” Memory | ml oo rang 
King. Fond Girl, away, 15712999 -< 07 mM | Ko ne FR. I: 

By Heav'n, PI kill "thee elſe. - Still Uar'ſt thu thy y” Kr 

Cannot Death terrifie thee? | Se ( 
Henr, ucts — —No, for F; 45 / | I 0  $S ©I01 . A > 

If you refuſe me, am reſolv'd t "ie 
D. Car. Kind Fair one, do r 

On me, too wretched, an@' 

There yet for you ate mighity Joys _ 

When I in Duſt aut laid, and fre 6 tet; OT | 

Oh Madam !- Ly tn \C 0k ot 
Queen, Oh my Care!” ſt” /thuſt* Bb els ont 52 | ” 

For me? no Mercy in a Fa&fW j bad efvob2911 n23708 £421 


D. Car, Hide# hi ye Per, HE wy Fi; i yy Ba 
: ſ a 


i 


ur Sorr orrows here W993 99: 1 
Tear.” 249/04 01-4014 oh 


Js 6-2? wit} aw; 


' ) 


A Tenderneſs that misbecome 

For ſince I muſt, I like a kt by 

And to my aid my Manly ſpirits « 

_m_ You like a Man as: you 3 win” 


"= 


-T: 


0s Frinelbf.Ipalin. 


May die, but let mebe.a-Woniza fill,” 1 fo 55) FjWecys. 
King. - " Trart Woman, a true Copy ofa lf _ == 3 A 
In whom the Race of all/Maiſkind was. curſt;! - it 7650 ns HH 0-1 


Your Sex by Beauty was to Heavinally'd: "1" Hs 
But your gra] _ the Devil: taught you Pride. | 
He t90.an ap pany ecbllycc i Hh 7 
Aad yograre ſure the Stars that with-himFelt. UL WOs 
ep 08 3 a:ſtoekiof Tears like Vows yow bave, ' 

Amd.alwgys ready when you wou'd deceawver St HS .f! 
en, Cruel ! Inhnmane!:Oh my; Heart! "why ſhowd | 

I throw away a Title that's ſo. good, 


On one a ſtranger to what«e're- was | fo? 
Alas, Pm torn, and know-not> whit to do. 

TLheqult refatnitnt of my Wrongsſo/gyn 3 > Ready t wh 
My ſpirits fink: y "with p 


Hheany 
Tyrant, ſtand off : I hate thee, and will _ 
If I have Scorn enough to-meke-me die, --- | 
D. Gar: Bleſt Angel, ſtay —* - - bio ey to bis Arms. 
Queen, Carlos, The fole:Ralbrace . 
You ever took, you hve bear bite 
D. Car. No wealthy Monarchef the plenteoes Laſt, BA þ 
In all the Glories of his Empire dreſt, 0) Þ, 
Was ever half '{o rich, or pie 6 bieh+ Ph 
But.from ſach Fliſs how wretched is:the fall ! 
Theypitod likens: watt :dic; and bevetivnlys 
King. All this before my face?! whati Bout could bee I ob. 
Go force her from him, !iiw 2s 12591 111-04 bx pos | 
D. Car. Slave, rutill coftrahy Herts”; | w_ w, 
Th'adſt better meet a on anqorr— way! © VL L 
And from his hungry Jaws x «V's po 0; 
She's Miſtreſs of- my Soul, and af! _ 
t% ſelf for Death, ' muſt conſult; P29 £4 £li6 
= _ Have pity——ib 154 99t Sailic bes ET Ji | Drone 
Hence ! How wretched tyrheFules;! hs | 
That's ſerv'd by Comards, arid adrwd 'by Fools! 
Oh Torture ! T 
D. Car ———oo Roxe, Athy Sal; ea nom, w 
That to thy bliſsfal Manſtexr chuywmaft "vs 
rs hty Joys have aſted here; 7 | | 
I;bardiy thgll have ſenſe of vip gliegkys1 1 0 11 ye 
Oh-foft as Blofforps; and yet ſweeter far ! ' y [Leaning on 
m_ than Incenſe which.06 HeaVnafeends, | ber Boſjor. 


Gn ere pen there by | 

io bis Aras £oxJa 2Þ tear: her forth. 
DE Car. You'Il ſoonep KATe She Earth. 

PII hold her faſt till my 


Tir Pl bquea her yo wen ie. 


#+ 


- i < F -—c_w—_— - 
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. King. ED when} +6. hggmes [v9] 2: 
*D. Car.,— Ay, came 3 \;7-. L6H Tov lt 
Here kill, and bear me hence-iato my Pod: 1c 54380 © 72 nc. 
Pd have my Monument erefted here, -: 
With broken mangled Limbs ſtill claſping her: 
Queen. Hold, and PI] quit his Arms— [The Gu, offer their Aves. 


Kmg. Now bear him hence.- c: 
Queen. Oh horrid Tyrant ! [The Gu. are | 
Stay, unhappy Prince ing res 


Turn, turn; Oh Torment ! "muſt 1 leave you ? 
No, ſtay, and take me with you where you go. 
D. Car. Hark, Slaves, my nd me to Tay. 
Dogs ! have you Eyes, and can;you 
wr 6 Oh let me bar jſt towch.wy Bl + forward. 
1g. By Hell he ſhar't : _blaves aro ye mine, or- oth 
ue My Life 
ye ——He's gone, Aon 15:4 [Exit Carlos. 
Now, Tyrant, to thy Rag Pm Teft alone.” 
Give me my Death, that both Life and Thee. 
King. 1 know thou dot; yer lire.” no 1 071. 8s 
,—— Oh Miſery ot to cxle 
Why was I born to be thas curſt? or why Throws ber ſelf 
CY when *ris ſo ſweet to die ? 'Þ, on the floor. 
Xing. Thou, Woman,  baft bees falſe ; but to remove $8 
OY -afſiſt me now, 
yy rokonger ſach as will mort 
Ae TV; degrew of Tomiar MIL” 1; --—-- 
Give it the Queen, and to prevent all: ſenſe 
Of dying, tell her a her ve releas'd the Prince, | 
And that — "_ _ bs | 
hou ang te | | nfo 2494 


wes cn Majeſty rare  —— 0 bEY 

R. Go, Do, work: thy- Muſchiefs to their aſt degree, | 
And when tare in their height Pl] murther thee, [ 4fode, 

King. Now, Gen; Hogs Rob, pak keep it hot 
O're Love and Nature I Kea Hows 
Still charming Beauty trium Y 
Yet for my Hogpur and my Reſt the _ 


But, oh! what Eaſe can] e 
When 1 muſt purchald 26 expet.co ge 


i nag 7 HE 
The End of it Eith Ae... 


* Ll 
4 - 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 45 
ACT the Fifth. SCENE the Firſt. 


Emer Kzng ſolvs. 


King. 5 bo Night : .che ſeaſon when the Happy take 
Repoſe, and only Wretches are awake : 

Now diſcontented Ghoſts begin their rounds, - 

Haunt ruin'd Buildings and unwholſom Grounds ; 

Or at the Curtains of the Reſtleſs wait, | 


Enter Eboli in a Night-Gown. 
Who? Eboli? 


Eboli. My Lord, | 
= Is the Deed done ? 
Ebols. *Tis, and the Queen to ſeek Repoſe is gone. 
King. Can ſhe expe& it, who allow'd me none ? 
No, Eboli; her Dreams muſt be as full 
Of Horrour, and as Helliſh as her Soul. 
Does ſhe believe the Prince has Freedom gain'd ? 
Ebols. She does. arg 2: 
King. How were the Tidings entertain*d-? 
Ebols. O're all her Face young wandring Bluſhes were, 
Such as ſpeak Hopes too weak to Fear, —— 
But when confirm'd, no Lover ere io kind : - ; 
She rela me faſt, ar and calPd me Friend. 
Which Opportunity I to give 
The Poiſon ; and till Day ſhe cannot live. 


finiſh quite : 
joſe the Sight. 
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To let her ſec me ſcorn her-when ſhe dies. 
Eboli. You'll find her all i | Sables c T J , 
With ong dim Lamp that yields imperfect light, + | dS | 
Such as in Vaults aſliſt the ghaſtly Shade, 
Where wretched Widows come to,weep at Night. 
Thus ſhe reſolves to die, or living mourn, 
Till Carlos ſhallwith Libergy return.” ©. -- : | 
King. Oh ſtedfaſt Sin !- -incorrigible Lulf 
Not damn'd ! it is impoſlible, ſhe mwſt. 
How do [ long to- ſee her in her Pains, 
The poignotls A rowling through her Veins ? 
nter D. John and ens. 
Who's there ? my po when $0 ? 
1. John. Yes, Sir, and your Friend. 
What can your Preſence here ſo kite intend ? . 7 
Kmg. Oh, Auſtria, Fate's at work 3 a Deeds in hand 
Will put thy Youthful Courage to a ſtand. 
Survey me ; dol look as heretofore? . 
D. John, You look like King of Spain,” and — of Pow'r : 
Like one who ſtill ſeeks: Glory-on the! Wing :. 
You look as I would-do, were T a King. 
King. A King! why I am more, I'm 1 all that can 
Be counted miſerable in a Man. 
But thou ſhalt fee how calm anon I'll grow : 
il be as happy and as gay as Thou. 
D. John, No, Sir, my happineſs you cannot have, 
Whylſt to your abje& Paſſions thus a Slave. 
To mow my Eaſe your Thoughts like mine muſt bring, 
Be {mething leſs a Man, and more a King. 
King. P'm growing ſo. ?Tis true, that long I trove 
With pleading Nature, combated:with Love, 
Thoſe Witchcrafts that had bound my.Soul fo flt; 
But now the date of the Enchantment's = 
Before my Rage like Ruines down: they 
And I mount up true Monarch'o're 'em al. 
D. .Jobn, I kgow your Queen and Son y'ave doom'd to die, 
nd fear by this the fatal hour js nigh: 
hy would you cyta ſore Suceeſfian-oft,, CBENG 
At which your Friends muſt grieve, ad Foes wit lavgh; Dov 
As if ſince Age has from you'took-away ' | | RC A1V 120 4 
Increaſe, you'd grow malicious and deſtroy ? 
King,: Doubt it not, Auſtria ; wn 4 mug art, 
And in my Blood I'm certainhaſt: a'Pert. - | = Ps 
Only the Juſtice of my. Venggance: ain; 11; 1.7 95 G0 hf bun” 
Thourt Heir of Spain, ang my/ gon. ? £97 914009 © 22 
2. FJoba, | mult coofels there jna-Qrown are: Churitns, - Mw” 12006 
Which I would court in bloody Fields and Arms: --- Woe 


But 
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But in myMophew's wrot IU maſt dedine, 
Since he muſt be extinguiſh'd &r6 1 ſhine. 
To mount a Throne ore Battſements 1'd climb, 
Where death ſhould wait on me, 'not 1 on him, 
Did you ere love, or have you ever known 
The yy 24 re {o' brave a Soff 2-0 © Rt buoy 15g 
King. | gueſs'd I ſhould be treated - Tia: OY OS (OOVG 
I know it is thy Kindneſs, but fomore! © iff nl ter 7 bt 
Thou living free, alas art eafſe grown, | 
And think'ſt all Hearts'as honeſt as thy own, 
D. $0bn. Not, Sir, ſo ealie, as 1 muſt be bold, 
And ſpeak what you-perhayy' woult hive nhtvid ; _- 
That yare a Slave to th'yileſt "that obey; = 
Such as Diſgrace on Royal Favour" lay, (s | 
And blindly follow as they lead aftray : 
Voracious Varlets, ſordid Hangers on, 
Beſt by Familiarity tare known, * 7 
Yet ſhrink at Frowns, but when you ſmile they ""_ '1 
Th'are theſe have wrong'd y and bug your, Exvs, pl £2! 
Poſſeſt your Mind with falſe nded Fears > 1 7 
King. Miſs-gronnded Fears? Why ? Is there any T rack - 
In Womens Vows, or Diſobedient Youth ? * 
I ſooney would believe'this World were Heav'n, 
Where I have nought but, Toils and 'T6tment tet, | 
And never Comfort yet to mat waypiven” !!' _ Lb G2,” 
But thou ſhalt ſee- how my Revenge TI} treat: oh gat 34 
[The SCENE drawi, and iſebvers the liters Writ 07 1 
in mourning 0 her Conch, with 's Lamp by bey. 
Look where ſhe ſits, as quiet and ſerene, | Lenin, 
As if ſhe never t4d-a Thought of Sing 2 
In Mourning, h x1 [ts ſity: Y OI (04 
Sh' has fworm't fo oft that ſhe believe ip erye;-"! 16 vb WEL bas 
Orewhelm'd with Sorrow ſhe'll in darkneſs dwell,” 45D 5 
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So we have heard of Witches in a Gel 
Treating with Fiends, -and mating Trove wi HeH. 


 tifes, and tome ' towards bins. 
Queen. My Lord ?- FO. ©ddbeliey'4? © vi 06 | 
Are-my Eyes bleſt ? and art ot'd 


p61 16370625 $017 © 
King. My Queen, my Love, Pitt Here "Emirates ter. 
Queen, My Lor whe Rig? | Yar (364, © 44 
ri is ſorprizing nels whith # 
Can you believe me Innocent EN 
Methinks my In are 
King. OT 
Ll, well ſhe knew "him, no# 


es, vile Ince Lt ] 


The Rigs 
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Why, bad (05 Hee 2 Sy befor, 
Since to AfMiiction you could add no more ? 
Methinks Death is leſs welcome, when I find 
bar - could but counterfeit a Look that's kind. 
ing. No, now ttvart fit for Death: had I believ'd 
Thou could'{t have been more wicked, thon hac'ſ liv. 
Liv'd, and gone on in Luſt and Riot ſtill, 
But 1 perceiv'd thee early ripe for Hell : 
And that of the Reward thou might n3 mils 
w_ night th'aſt drank- thy Bane, tart Poiſon'd; yes, 
: Ueen.— Then welcome 
Burteet dic, let IST, 
By Heav*n, and all I hope for Pm True. 
King. Vows | you had always ready when you ſpoke ; 
How many of *em have yon made, and broke ? 
Yet there's a Pow'r that does your Falſhood hear, 
A Juſt one too, and lets thee live to ſwear. 
How comes it that above fuch Meecy, dwells, 
To permit Sin, and make us lofideis ? 
uees, You have been ever io to all that's Good, 
My had elſe been underſtood. 
At firſt your Love was nothing but your Pride. 
When 1 arriv*d to be/the Prince's Bride, 
You then a kind indulgent Father were: 
But finding me unfortugately Fair, -- 
Thought: me a Prize too rich to be poſſeſt 
By him, and forced Your ſelf into my Breaſt ; 
Where you maintain'd an unreſiſted Powr ; 
Not your own Danghter could, have lov*d you, more, 
Till, conſcious of your Age, my Fath was bla &, 
_ | a lewd Adultereſs ef 
ceus'd of fouleſt Inceſt with.your Son, 
What more could my worſt Enemy have done? 


King. Nothing, | hope; I. would nor have it ſaid, T7 F 
That.19 my: Yeograncs an pt I made. 


Love me? oh;low-, yoo reply built! 1, 
But *tis the conſtant pgs 
he 'ee the-ett oo crpahngyy BY 


When their Deſpair's ſo great, they _ 't repent; . 
Que ueen, Thus having a yn malice to the-head, . -.., 

Yqp ſpightfully are come to rail ane gdeag., ..;-.-: -;;- | 

Had I. por yes _ __ | 

With ſpeedy Pu 

Torn a broad op - to: 

And there have Tan ckt 7 


T rium _ and laugh'd C have ic 


Dox.Carlos Prince of Spain. 


And wantonly have bath'd my hands in Blood. 


That had out-done the low You bring, 
Much fitter'for $ Woman than a 
King. Im gldd 1 know what you'd with to have, 
You would go down in filence to your Grave ; 
Remove from future Fame, as Times, 
And bury with you if you. 
No, I will have my Juſtice underft6od, 
Proclaim thy Falſhood and thy Luft aloud, 


About it then, 


Tumble from thy Throne a wretched & 
And make it quite | | | 


I'd like an Eagle ſeize 
— _ till the 
Then throw him i 
My Spirits fail, and I want 
D. Yobm, Oh Jealouke, 
A Curſe which none but be that bears it knows ! Leads bey to 


Xing. No, 1 will ſtay, and ev*a thy Prayrs prevent: 
I m—_ nor give thee cifare to Repent ; 
But let thy nar ROE —_— 
To plague thy as ord nine. 
yor Tyrant-Fury feed, 
Pm dead, 


ueen. Glut then your Eyes 5, 
And triupph; but remeuiber, when 
on your dying Pillows yon 
May feel thoſe Tortures which you-give me now. 
Go on, your watt © 1 can dear, | 
And with *em all you ſhall not force a Tear, © 
; King. Thus, REIT RR Fen, 


, 4 ih 
50 Don'Carlos Prince of Spain; 
And once more ſhall appear my ſelf again. 
Love held me faſt, whilſt, like a fooliſh Zoy, 
I of the thing was fond becauſe *twas gay ; 
But now Pve thrown the gaudy Toy away. [Eboli within. 
Eboli, Help, murther, help——— 
King. —— See, Auſtria, whence that Cry : 
Call up oor Guards, there may be Danger nigh. [Enter Guard, 
Enter Eboli in ber night=dreſs, wounded and bleeding, 
-Rui-Gomez purſuing bey. 
Eboli, Oh! guard me from that cruel Murtherer. 
But 'tis in vain, the Steel has gone too far. 
Turn, wretched King, Pve ſomething to unfold, 
Nor can 1 die till the fad Secret's told. - 
King. The Woman's mad : to ſome Apartment by 
Remove her, where ſhe may grow tame and die. 
Fate come abroad to night reſolv*d to range. 
| love a kind Companion in Revenge. LHugs R., Go: 
Eboli. 1f in your Heart Truth any fayour wins, : 
If ere you would repent of ſecret Sins, 
Hear me a word. _. | 
King. W hat would thou ſay ? Be brief. 
Ebuls, Do what you canto fave that-precious Life ;. 
Try every Art that may her Death prevent: ; 
You are abugd, and ſhe is innocent. 
When I perceiv'd my hopes of you were -vain,. 
Led by my Luſt I practis'dall my Charms. - 
To gain the Prince, Don Carlos,. to my Arms. 
But there teo croſt, I did the purpoſe change, | 
And Pride made him my Engine for Revenge ; [To R. Go. 
Taught him to raiſe your growing Jealouſie, : : | 
To -D. }. 


Then my wild Paſſion at this Prince did fly, 
And that was done _y_ which I mo die. 
King. Ha, Gomez! ſpeak, and quickly ; is it-fo 
» R. , Fm forry you ſhould doubt if *t be or no. 
She, by whoſe Luſt my Honour was betray'd, 

Cannot want Malice now to take my Head, 
And therefore does this Penitence pretend. . 

Eboli, Oh Auſtria, take away that ugly. Fiend : 
He ſmiles and mocks me, waiting for m{;Soul :.- 
See how his glaring, fiery Eye-ball $ rowl. 

R. Go. Thms is. her Fancy tortur'd by her Guilt. 
But ſince you'll have my Blood, let ic beſpilr, 

King. No Ore —— v;.t, 

Speak on, I charge . by the Reſt he 

- Thou hop'ſt, the Truth, and as thou ſhalt be bleſt. 
Eboli, As what Pve faid-is fo, Ts 

There may I find,, where I muſt anſwer all, 


- 


[To R. Go. 
[To Els 


King. 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 


What moſt I need, Heav'ns Mercy on my 
Heav'n! She was ſenſible that ſhe 
And durſt not in the minute tell a Lie. 

. D. Fobm. His Guilt's too 


Soul. . 
ſhould die, 
plain, ſee his wild ſtaring Eye. 


By unconcern he would ſhow innocence : 
But. harden'd Guilt ne're wanted the pretence 
Of great Submiſſion, when't had no defence. 
Thus whilſt of Life you ſhew this little Care, 
You ſeem not guiltleſs, but betray Deſpair. - 
King. His Life ? what SatisfaQtion can that give? 
But oh! in Doubt 1 muſt for ever live, 
And loſe my Peace Yet I the Truth will find: 
PII rack him for*t. Go, in this minute bind 


Him to the Wheel 


b 
o 


R. Go. How have I this deferv'd, 
Who only your Commands obey'd and ſerv'd ? 
What would you have me do? 


* Kmg. 
The 


Pd 


have thee tell 


ruth: Do, Gomez. all ſhall then be well. 


R. Go. Alas! like you, Sir, in a Cloud Pm loſt, 
And can bur tell you what I think at moſt. 


You ſet me as a Spy upon 
And I ſtill brou 
I could ; till 


the 


Prince, 
t the beſt Intelligence 
g Him too-much aware 


Of me, 1 nearer meaſures took by Her : 
Which if I after a falſe Copy drew, 
'Tis 1 have been Unfortunate as You. 

King. And is this all thou haſt for Life to ſhow ? 


R. Go. 
King. 
Heav'n ! 


Dear Sir, 


your Pardon, it.is all I know. 


Then, Villain, 1 am damn'd as well as thou, 
where is now thy ſleeping Providence, 


That took ſo little care of Innocence 2? 


Hal 


Auſtria, had I to thy Truth inclin'd, 
I been half ſo good as thou wert kind ! 


SI 


[ Dies. 


4 


: 


But I'm too tame; ſecure that Traitour, Oh Guard ſei- 
Earth open, to thy Centure let me go, x65 bim. 
And there for ever hide my Impious Head. 

Thou faireſt, Creature Heav*n &re made, 


Thy injur'd Truth too lateT ve underſtood : 
Yet live, and be Immortal as th'art Good. 

. Can you to think me Innoceat incline 
On her bare word, and wanld, not. credit mine? 


The Poiſon's very 


buſie at my heart: _ 


Methinks I ſee Death Ihake us threatoing Dart. 


Why: _ 


ou 
continue 


kind, and. make it hard to die? 
pn the Iajury: | 
Call me {till Vile, Inceſtuous, ax "rn 


52 DaonCarlos Prixce of Spain. 
_ King. Oh pity, pity my deſpairing Sovut ; 
Sink it not quite. Raiſe my Phyſicians. ſtrait ; 
Haſten *m quickly e're it be too late: 
Propoſe Rewards may ſet their Skill at ſtrife. 


= = my Crown to him that faves her Life. . uſt 
urit Dog |! —_ .10 Goetz. 
D: Fd. Vile Proftitute ! : wy 

King. Revengeful Fiend ! 


But Pve forgotten half : to Carl fend ; 
Prevent what his Deſpair may make him do, 
: _ Enter Henrietta, 
Henr. Oh Horronr, Horrour !: everlaſting Woe ! 
The Prince, the Prince ! - 
King. Ha ? ſpeak, 
Henr,——aFe dies, be dies, _ 
Within upon his Couch he bleeding tes, 
Juſt taken from-a Bath, his Veins all cur, 
From which the ſpringing Blood flows fwiftly out. 
He threatens Death on all that ſhall oppoſe 4 


His Fate, to fave that Life which he wilt lofe. 
King. Dear Auſtria, haſten, all thy InVreſt uſe. 

Tell him it is to Friendſhip: an 2 SES 

And let him know his. Father's Penitence.. 

Beg him: to live. —— *« | 


R, Go. Since you've decreed my Death, know "twill be bard : 
The Bath by me was poiſon'd. when d. 
low'd him-that for his late Pride and Scorn. 

King. There never was fo curſt a Villain born. , 


But by Revenge ſuch Pains he ſhall go-through, 
As en Religious eye =_ Ro | 
Rack him! P11 broil hi im: by degrees, 
Freſh Torments for- him-ey*ry honr deviſe; 5 
Till he curſe Heav'n, and.then-the Caftiff dies. 

Queen, My faithful Henrietta, art tho come 
To wait th unhappy Miſtreſs to-her Tomb? 
' I brought thee hither from,thy Parents young 
And now muſt leave thee to Heart knows what Wron 
But Heavn to ifs ProteRtion- wilt receive 
Such Goodneſs, let it then thy Qgeen. forgive. . 

Henr.. How much I loy*& you, Madam; none car tell ;; 
For *tis'unſpeakable, Tlov'd fo well: - © - | i 


& 3 


bleexing.,. 
D; Jobn. S8e, Sir; your Son... 


+ 
4 - 


A proof of it the Wortt' fttalf quickly find':- 
For when you die, Þ'Il ſcorn to:ſtay SL! : 
| / Emter D. Carlos ſupported between. two, and 


Dez Carlos Prince of Spain 


Xing. My Son ?. but Oh |! how dare 
I uſe that Name, when this fad near ? 
See, Injar*d Prince, who *tis thy Pardon craves ; 
No more thy Father, but the worſt of Slaves. 
Behold the Tears that from theſe Fountains flow. 
D. Carl. I come to take my Farewel, ©&re 1 go 
To that bright Dwelkng where there is no roqm 
For Blood, and where the Crael never come. ' 
King. [ know there is not, therefore mult deſpair. 
Oh Heav'n ! his Cruelty I cannot bear, 
Doſt thou et by wonder fr? 
D. Carl. M words once more, it you ? 
And may 1 thiak roy wind true ? ; 
Oh that I could. 
King, By Heav*n thou muſt——it is ! 
Let me embrace and kiſs thy trembling Knees. 
Why wilt thou die? no, live, m wy Carbs, live, 
And all the Wrongs that I have one forgive. 
D.. Carl. Life was my Cu and gi'n me fore i hight 
Oh! had I periſht whea l firſt 
Ron then m_ —_— cata ol 
n you, nOT bY you thought. 
" Prop me : apace I feel my Life 


The little time on Earth I have: to | : 

Grant I without Offence __ here beſtow, - Pointing fo 

"y _—_— certainly be ] $ RoW. the Queens. 
ng. Break, break, my Heart=—— Leads D. Carlos. 


. ; ok Yeave thus dee att Gowm:-: to the Char.” 
Than if rut Comet engines er yeoy Throne. 
Methinks ſo highly happy I appear, 
That 1 could pity you, to ſee you there. 
Take me away again : You aretos good. 

Queen. Carlos, igt you ? Oh ſtop that Royal Foot ; 
Live, god bo leſs pnOED Father's Throne, when I, 


In dark and gloomy Shades forgotten he. 
D; Carlos, Crowns are beneath me, + have higher Pride: 


Thus on you-fixt, and dying by your fide, 
How much a Life and Empire þ difttain ? 
No, we'll togethes mount, where both ſhall reign 


a_ all yo _ and never more complain, 
Youth ! © Cooſtancy Divine ! | 


a Was ASE Love that equalPd thine ; 
Norahy fo Unfortunate as _— 
forſaken 


When they would cl their om ring thy Wrongs ; 
And-in remembrance of thee, for thy fake, 
Adolemn annual Proceſlion make ;, - 


*# 


—  — 
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In chaſt Devotion as fair Tg_s come, 
With Hyacinths and Lillies deck thy Tomb. 
But one thing more, and then, vain World, adieu : 
It is, _to reconcile my Lord and You. ; 
D. Car. H'has done no wrong to me, I am poſſeſt 
Of all, beyond my expeRation bleſt.. - 
But yet methinks there's ſomething in my heart 
Tells me I muſt not too unkindly part. 
Father, draw nearer, raiſe me with your hand ; 
Before I die, what is't you would command ? 
King. Why wert thou made ſo excellently Good ? 
And why was it no ſooner underſtood ? FR 
But I was cury'd, and blindly led aſtray, 
Oh ! for thy Father, for thy Father pray. 
Thou may'ſt ask that which I'm too vile to dare ; 
And leave me not tormented by Deſpair. 
D. Carl. Thus then with the remains of Life 5) D. Carl. and the 


(kneel; } Queen /ink out 
May you be ever free from all that's Ill. the Chairs, 
Queen, And everlaſting Peace upon Zou dwell. C and kneel. 
Kimg. No more : this Vertue's too divinely bright ; 
My darken'd Soul, toq-converſant with Night, 
Grows blind, and overcome with too much Light. 
Here raiſe *em vup.: gently, ye Slaves, down, down. ' 
Ye. glorious Toils, a Scepter.and a Crown, 
For ever be forgotten, in your ſtead '. 
Only eternal darkneſs wrap my head. | 
ucen, Where are you ? Oh! farewel,. I muſt be gone, 
K*ng. Bleſt happy Soul, take not thy flight ſo ſoon ; 
Stay till I die, then bear mine with thee 
And guard it up, which elſe muſt ſink below, 
2«. From all my Injuries and all my Fears, 
From Jealoulie Love's hane, the worſt of Cares, 
Thus 1 remove to find that ſtranger Reſt; 
Carlos, thx Hand ; receive me on thy Breaſt : 
Within this Minute how ſhall we be bleſt ! 
D. Carl. Oh, far above. ' -- 
W hat-ever Wikhes framd,or Hopes deſign'd ; 
Thus, where we go, we ſhall the Angels find 
For ever preſling, and for ever kind. | 
Qu, Make haſte,jn the firſt Sphear PII for you ſtay ; 
Thence we'll riſe both to everlaſting day, Mott ad" 


Farewel | a [ Dies. 
D. C. 1 follow you, now Cloſe my Eyes 3 [Zeans on ber Boforn, 
Thus all o're bliſs the y Carlos dies, wo . 


' King. Tivare gone, thare gone, where I muſt neer aſpire. 
Run, ſally out, and ſet the World on-fire, _ ) We | 
. p ; , p . A 


- A - 
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Alaram Nature, let looſe alt the Winds z 
Set free thoſe Spirits whom ſtrong Magick binds 3 
Let the Earth open all her Sulpt*rous Veins, —  _ 
The Fiends ſtart from their Hell, and ſhake their Chains 3 
Till all things from their Harmony decline, | 
And the Confuſion be as great as mine. 
Here I'll lie down, and never more ariſe ; | 
Howl out my Life, and rend the Air with Cries. 
D. Fobn. Hold, Sir, afford your lab'ring heart ſome Eaſe. 
King. Oh! name it not : there's no ſuch thing as Peace. 
From theſe warm Lips yet one ſoft Kiſs Pll take. 
How my Heart beats ! why won't the Rebel-break 'C 
My Love, my Carlos, Pm thy Father, ſpeak. 
Oh ! he regards not now my Miſcries, : 
But's deaf to my Complaint, as Ihave been to his.. _ 
Oh, now I think on't better, all is well; 
Here's one that's juſt deſcending into Hell : 
How comes it that he's not already gone ? 
The Sluggard's lazy, but PII ſpur him on. 


Hey ! how the flics,! © {[[$tabs R. Gomez. 


R. Go. ”Twas aid well at my Heart. 
That I had Strength enough but to retort. « 
Dull Life, DARE muſt I from thee part? 

Curſes and Plagues! Revenge, where art thou now ? 


Meet, meet me at thy own dark Houſe below. : 

P King. He's gone, and now there's not ſo vile a thing _ 
SI. ol 
D..Jobn. Remember, Sir, You are a King. 
King. A King? it is too little 3 Pll be more;. 

I tell thee. Nero was an Emperour ; 

He kilPd his Mother : but I've that out-done, 

Murther'd a Loyal Wife and Guiltleſs Son. 

Yet, Auſtria, why ſhould Tgrow mad for that ? 

E it my Fault I was Unfortunate ! ' 
D. Fobn. Colle& your Spirits, Sir, and calm your Mind- 

- King, Look to't; ſtratige things I tell thee are delign'd... 

Thon, Auſtria, ſhalt grow old, and in thy age 

Doat, doat,- my Hero : Oh, a long gray Beard, 

With Eyes diſtilling Rheum, and hollow Cheeks, _ 

Will be ſach Charms, thou canſt not want Succeſs. 

But above all beware of Jealouſie : 

It was the dreadful Curſe that ruin'd me. e's 
D. John. - Dread. Sir, no more. 
King. Oh Heart ! Ol-Heav'n ! but ſtay, 

Nam'd I not Heav*n ? 1 did, and at the word” 

(Methought I faw't) the Azure Fabrick ſtirr'd. 


- 


5s _ Don Carlos Prince of Spain, 
Oh, for my Queen and Son the' Saints prepare. = t 
Bur PN parts and; overtake %rm there. 
Whirle, ſtop the Sun, arreſt his Charioteer 5 
Fl ride ig that away + por him-down. 
Oh, how T'll hurl the Wild-hre as i cua ! 


Now, now '| mount— {Roms off raving. 
D. Fohn, Look to the Kang. | | 
"N See of this Fair one.too ſtrict care be had. > Fenn Bo 


No more in Love's ctervate Charms Pll-ly ; 
Shaking off Softneſs, to the Camp Fl fly, 

Where Thirſt of Fame the active Hero warms, 
And what Pve loſt in Peace 3 regain in Aras. 


Deſpair, how valt a Triumph Haſt thou made ? Henrietta. 


6c |. OE : : 


OW what d'ye think my Meſſage bitber means ? 

Yonder's the "Poet py ers own ] W-0" 
He told me there was Pity in my Face, , 
And therefore ſent me bere to muake-bis Peace, 

Let me for*once perſwade ye to be hind ;; 

For gg Lotuny me to. fend my Friend, 

And if this: trme 1 can Log 6/5 move | 

Hell write for me, Rr al dbove, ; - | 

When T am big enough to be 18 Lowe, : 1 

Now won't you be good __—, 9 mot 


hk. — 


Indeed ll grow us faſt as Ore I c 
And try if to bis ak 1 be orig. 


But I may grow is Lowe 
Or, at the worſt, Pm certain 


_ . 


"HISTORY =» FALL 


> OF 


4 / = 


FRAGEDY. 


-..--  Asit is Aded at the 


- = +> [Y 


5s _ Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 
Oh, for my Queen and Son the Saints prepare. 
But PI hn and; overtake %m there. 
VWhirle, ſtop the Sun, arreſt his Charioteer ; 
Fl ride in that away ; pol him down. 
-hre 


Oh, how Tl hurl the asI run!” of 

Now, now I Mount—— Rims off raving. 
D. Fobn, Look to the King. l 

See of this Fair one too ſtrict care be had. Pointing to 

Deſpair, how valt a Triumph haſt thou made ? Henrietta. 


No more in Love's enervate Charms Pll ly ; 
Shaking off Softneſs, to the Camp PII fly, 
Where Thirſt of Fame the active Hero warms, 
And what Pve loſt in Peace 3 regain in Aras. 


s 
IE I OO OI _ tt. Att. Mh. . a —— 
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THE 


Spoken by a Girl. 


OW what d'ye think my Meſſage bither means ? 
Yonder*s the "Poet ply ew Srenes, 
He told me there was Pity 1m my Face, 6 
And therefore ſent me bere to make - bis Peace. 
Let me for*once perſwade ye to be hind ; 
For he has promi4'd mt to fland my Friend, 
And if this: time 1 can your Kindneſs wmve, 
Hell write for me, be ſwears by all above, 
When IT am big enough to be 1n Love, J 
Now won't you be good natur'd, ye fine men ? 
Indeed ll grow as faſt as ere 1 can, 
And try if to bis Promiſe he'll be true. 
Think owt ; when that time comes, you do not know, 
But I may grow in Lowe with ſome of you, -4 
Or, at the worſt, P'm certain 1 ſhall ſee 
Amongſt you thoſe who'll ſwear they*re ſo with me. - 
But now, if by my Suit youll not be won, 
Tou know what your Unkindueſs .oft. bas done /; 
Fu ©n forſake the Play-Houſe, .and' turn Nun. 
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' TO THE 


Lord VISCOUNT 


FALKLAND. 


My Lord, 

JA. Hen firſt it entred into my 
V Thoughts to make this Pre- 
ſent to your Lord(hip, I rc- 
ceived not only Encouragement, but 
' Pleaſure, ſince upon due examination of 
my clf, I found it was not a bare Preſum- 
ion, but my Duty to the remem- 
rance of many extraordinary Favours 

which I have received at Your hands. 
For heretofore having had the honour 
to be near -You,and- bred under the ſame 
Diſcipline'with Y ou, I cannot but own, 
that in a great meaſure I owe the ſmall 
| ſhareof Tetters Thave to your Lordſhip. 
For Your Lordſhip's Exampletaughtme 
tobe aſhartyd of Idleneſs; and I firit grew 
in love with Books, and learnt to value 
them, by the wonderful Progreſs which 
even in Your tender'years You made in 
theny; fo that Learning and Improve- 
.- a4 - ment 


\ 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
ment grew daily more and more love. 
ly in my Eyes, as they ſhone in You, 

Your Lord(hip has an extraordinary 
Reaſon tobe a Patron of Poctry,for Your 
orcat Father loved it. May your Lord- 
thip's Fame and Employments grow as 
oreat,or greater than his were; and may 
Your Vertues find a Poct to record 
them, equal (if poſſible) to that great 

* Genius which ſung of him. »Mr. aler 

MY ſlender humble Talent muft not 
hope for it ; for You have aJ udgment 
which Imuſt always ſubmit to, a general 

Goodnefs whichlI never (toitsWorth)can 
value: and who can, praiſe that well 

which he knows not how to comprehend? 

Already the Eyesand Expectations of . 

Men ofthe beſt Judgment are fixt ug on 

You: for whereloever' You comme, You 

have their Attention when preſent, and 

their Praiſe when Y ouare/gons : andIam 
ſurc (if I obtain but Your Lordſhip's Par- 
don) 1 ſhall have the Congratulation of 
all my Friends, for having * taken this 

opportunity to expreſs my lelf * 

; Toxr. Lordſhip « moi# Humble Serulgy , . 

$45: {3-6 Thomas Otway- 
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N Ages paſt, ( when will thoſe Times renew ? ) 
I Whos E mpires flouriſh'd, ſo did Poets too. 
When Great Auzuſtus the World's Empire held, 
Horace «and Ovid's happy Verſe excell'd. 
Ovid's ſoft Genius andhis tender Arts 
Of moving Nature melted hardeſt Hearts. 
nl did th* Imperial Beauty, Julia, move 
To liſten to the Language of his. Love. 
Her Father honour 'd him : and on her Breaſt, 
With raviſh d ſenſe in ber Embraces preſt, 
He lay tranſporged, fancy. full and wo 
Horace”s lofty Genius rear d. 
Fs manly beat, and throwgh 
Her richeſt Pleaſures in his Verſe refun &, 
And *em to the reliſh of the Mind. 
He la(b'# with @ true Poet's fearleſs Rage- 
The Villainies and Follies of the Age. 
od Tow ore Meccenas that great Fav rite 145d 
gh, _ by bim was he highly prass'd. 
Oar SISKAf wrote 100 in 4n Ape as bleſt, 
- be happieſt. Poet of his 1ime, and beſt. 
A gracious Prince's Favour chear @ bis Muſe, 
A conſtant Favour hos Sls Mo to loſe. 
wrote ancy unconfin'd, 
And Thoughts that purlagy 4s bis Mind.: 
And from the.Crop of bis luxuriant Pets 
E'er ys ſucceeding Poets  bumbly lean. 
moſt unworthy 44 the Throng, . 
| Our — Poet fears b'bas done bim wrong. 
| ned Beggars that teal Sheaves away, 
Hl b*has rif!'d bim of balf a Play. 
And}, this bafer Droſs you'll ſee is ſhine 
AMoft beaut autiful, amazzng, and Divine. 
To ſuch low $ 
ang 
0 cand P return 
When fs." -7f pong Id bims 


_ Mid ſt ſhining Boxes Side Comrely Pit 
The fs of Heres, and Preſident of KK. 


ri of late are- Poets worn, 


PROLOGUE 


Spoke by Mr. Betterton, 


all Nature fteer'd; 


it's and Cxſar*s- Abſence Mourn. z 


When that bleſt come) appears 
His Cares ee ba, ana js Nation's 7 
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Th j ul Muſes on their Hill hal ng 
Triumphant Songs of Britain's bappy King. 
Plenty and Peace =f + flouriſh in our Iſle, 

And al! things like the Engliſh Beauty ſmile. 
You Criticks | ſhall forget your nat'ral -_ 


And Poets with unbounded-F ancy writ 
Ev'n This. day's Poet ſhall pormuds w 
Flis Thouphts more re en 

And he hymſelf, dra you = oa] 
As much tranſported as he's humble now 


Perſons repreſcated. 
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Sylla, , Mr. Wi8iams. 
Marinas junior. | Mr. Smith. 
Granius, | Mr. Percivalc. 
Metelles. | - Mr. Gillow. 
Quintus Pompeius, Mr. Williams. 
Cinna. Mr. Jexov. 

* Sulpitiua, _,, Mr. Underhill. 
Ancharius a S:nator. \ 
Prieſt. 
Apothecary. | <4 
Q. Pompeius's Son. . | 
Guards, LiQtors, RY 
Ruftians, &c. 
Women F., By 
Lavinia. | or ore. 


Nurſe. 


(1) 
T HE 


HISTORY ad FALL 


OF 


Caius Marius. 


TRAGEDY. 


ACT I SCENE L 
Within. Li 1 Liberty! Marine and Sulpitins ! 
: Lindy Liberty! Liberty * &c, 
T Enter Metellas, Antotins, Cinna, and Senators. 
Metel, v Hen will the Tut'lar-Gods of Rome awake, 


N\ 


Ovught firſt to govern, and w 
It was not thus when God-like Scipio 
The Scale of Power ; he who with temp'rate poiſe 
Knew how to guide the People's 
In its full bounds, nor did the Nobles wrong, 
For he himſelf was 0nemn _  _ 
Cinns, He was indeed, 
” A Noble born, and ſtill in Rowe thereare 
Moſt worthy Patrons of her ancient Honour, 
Such as are fit to fill the Seat of Pow'r, 
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2 The Hiſtory and Fall 
And awe this riotous unruly Rabble, 
That bear down all Authority before *em, 
Were we not ſold to Ruine.. 
Aetell, Cinna, there 
Thon'ſt hit my Mark: We are to Ruine ſold ; 
In all things ſold ; Voicesare fold in Rome: 
And yet we boaſt of Liberty. Juſt Gods! 
That Guardians of an Empire ſhould be choſen 
By thelewd noiſe of a Licentious Rout / 
1 he ſturdieſt Drinker makes the ableſt Stateſman. 
Anton. Would it not anger any true-born Romar, 
To ſee the giddy Multirude together, | 
Never conſulting who tis beſt deſerves, 
But who feaſts higheſt to obtain their Suffrage ? 
As 'tis not many years ſince two Great Men 
In Rome ſtood equal Candidates together, 
For high Command: In eyeryhouſe was Riot. 
To day the drunken Rabble reel to one ; 
To-morrow they were.mad agen fort'other ; 
Changing their Voices with their Entertainment: 
And none could gueſs on whom the Choice would ſettle ; 
Till at the laſt a Stratagem was thought of. 
A mighty Veſlel of Falernian Wine | 
Was brought into the Forwn crown'd with Wreaths 
Of lvy ſacred to the Jolly God. 
The Monſter- people roar'd aloud. for Joy : 
When ſtraight the Candidate himſelf appears 
In pomp, to grace the Preſent he had made 'em. 
The Fools all gap'd. Then when a while he had 
With a ſmooth Tale tickled their Aſſes Ears, 
H'at both ends tapp'd his Butt, and got the Conſulſhip. 
Cinna. This Curie we owe to Mariw's Pride, 
That made him firſt moſt baſely bribe the People 
For Conſul inthe War againſt Fugurtha: 
Where he weft out, Aderellws, your Lieutenant. 
And how the Kindneſs was return'd, all know. 
I never lov'd his rough, 'untoward Nature, 
And wender ſucha Weed got growth in Rome. 
Metell, What ſays my Cinna ?. 
Cinna. That Ilike not Marims, 
Nor love him | 
Metell. There Rome's better Genius ſpoke. LY 
Let ns conſult and weigh this Subje(t well, 
O Nomans, he's the Thorn that galls us all. | 
Our harraſs'd State is crippled with the weight 
Of his Ambition; We're not ſafe in Xarine. 


of Caius Marius. 
Dol got know his Riſe, his low beginning,” 
From what a wretched deſpicable Root 
His greatneſs grew? Gods ! thata Feaſant's Brat, 
Born in the ou tmoſt Cottages of Avpos, 

And foſter'd in a Corner, ſhould by Bribes, 

By Covetouſneſs, and all the hateful means 

Of working Pride, advance his little Fate 

So high, to yaunt it o'er the Lords of Rome ! 

Anton. Ambition, raging likea Demos in him, 
Diſtorts him to all ugly forms, ſhe'asneed touſe. 
In his firſt ſtart of Fortune, Oh how vile 
Were his endeavours and Submiſſions then ! 

When ſuing to be choſen firſt Edilis, 

He was by general Vote repuls'd, yet bore it ; 
And in the ſame day ſhamefully return'd; 

T” obtain the ſecond Office of that name. 
Equal was bis ſucceſs, deny'd in both : 

Yet could he condeſcend at laſt to ask 

The Prztorſhip, and but with Bribes got that. 
Yet this is he that has diſturb'd the World, 
Rome's Idol, and the Darling of her Wiſhes. 

Merell. | muſt confeſs it burthens much my Age, 
To ſee the Man | hatethus ride my Country. . 
For, Romans, | have mighty Cauſe to hate him. 

I was the firſt ( and 1 am well rewarded 

That lent my hand toraiſe his feehls State. 

When firſt 1 made him Tribune by my Voice, 

I rhought there might be ſomething in his Nature 
That promis'd well, His Parents were moſt honeſt, 
And _—_ my F juſtly in _ Traſt, , 
Thea as his Fortunes grew, when, I was Conſul, 

And went againſt Fugurtha ino ffrick, 

I took him with me one of my Lieatenants. 

'Twas there his Pride firſt ſhew'd ir ſelf in Aﬀtions, 
Oppreſt my Friends, arid robb'd me of my Honour.” 
Cinn, The Story'sfamons. Baſe ingratitude, . 

Diſſimulation, Cruelty, and Pride, 
Il Manners, Ignorance, and all the 11ls 

Of one baſe borf, in aries are join'd. 

_ _ Meatcll, Ev'n Age can't heal the rage of his Ambition, 
Six times the Conſul's Office has he born : © 

How well, our preſent Diſcords beſt declare. 

Yet now 3600, —_ —_ worn Dd 

Conſum'd with Age, y Diſeaſes 'd, 

He courts the People to be once more choſen, 

To lead the War againſt King - Ri | 
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4 The Hiſtory and Fall - 
Anton. For this each day he riſes with the Sun, 

Andin the Field of Mars appears in Arms. 

Excelling all our Youth in warlike Exerciſe : 

He Rides and Tilts, and when the Prize l'has won, 

He brings it back with Triumphinto Rome, 

And there preſents it to the ſordid Rabble ; 

Who ſhout to Heav'n, and cry, Let A4arixs live. 

© _ MAetell. He ſhall not have if, by the Gods he ſhall not.. 
There is a Koman, noble, jaſtand valiant, 

Syiia's his Name, ſprung from the ancient Stock 

Of the Cornelii, bred from's Youth in War, 

Fluſh'd with Succeſs, and of a Spirit bole, 

And, more than all, hates Marius, ſtill bas crpſt 

His Pride, and clouded ey*n his brighteſt Triumphs : 

He's Conſul now. Then let us all reſolye 

And hx on him, King this Hayocker, 


That with his Ketnel of the Rabble hunts 
Our Senate into Holes, and frights our Laws. 
Cinna. Agreed for Sylla. 
All, AV for Sylla. 
Merell, Nay, © e . 
This Monſter Marins, who has ns'd me thus, . 
Ev n now would wed his Family with mine, 
And asks my Daughter for his hated Offspring. 
Bur, for my Wrongs, Zavinia ſhall be $y/lz's, 
My eldeſt born, her and the beſt of all 
My Fortune I'll confirm on him, to-cruſh the Pride 
Of this baſe-born, and Ptebeian Tyrant, 
Anton, Now Rome's laſt Stake of Liberty is ſet, 
And muſt be puſh'd.for tothe Teeth of Fortune; _ 
Cinn, Then Cains Marius ſhall not have the Conſulſhip, 
Aetell. No, I would rather be Snlpjrinss Slave, 
That furious Headlong, Libertine Sulpzrijus, - 
Fhac mad wild Bull, whom AMarixs lets looſe | 
Oa each occaſion when he'd make Rome feel him, | 
To toſs our Laws and Liberties ?th* Air; \ 
Anton, That lawleſs Tribune then muſt be xeduc'd, 
Unhing'd from off the power that holds bim up, 
His Band of full ſix hundred Roman Knights, 
All in their Youth, and pamper'd high with Riot, 
Which he his Guard againſt the Senate calls 
Fall wid young Men, and fit for glorious Miſchiefs. 
Metell. Fear nothing, let bit Sylis once have Pow'r, 
And then fee how.like Day he'll break 'em, F 
And ſcatter'all thoſe Goblins of the Night,” - 
Confulion's Night, wherein thedark Diſorders  - 
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of Caius Marins. 
Ofa Divided State, Men know not where 
Or how to walk, for fear they loſe their way, 
And ſtumble upon Ruine,; Mark the Race 
Of Sylla's Life ; obſerve but what -has paſt, 
How ſtill h'has born a Face againſt this Adarivs, 
And kept an equal ſtretch with him for Glory. 
Cinn. H'has in the Capitol an Image ſet 
Of Gold, in honour of his own Atchievement ; 
Wherein's deſcribed how the Numidian King 
Gave up J«gwtha Priſoner to Sylla, 
And all in ſpite of 24arivs. Oh,now, 
If you are truly Romar Nobles, wake, 
Reſyme your Rights and keep your Syla Conſhl. 
Courage, Nobility, and innate Honour, 
Juſtice uabyaſs'd, the true Roman Spirit, 
Preſence of Mind, and reſolute performance 
Meet m_ em for Syll | 
Meell. Let's agree for b 
Zll- All for Syila 


Enter Marius ſenior, Marius junior, Granius. 


» Marius ſen. There Rome's Dzinons go. 
Like Wigches in ill Weather, in this Storm 
And Tempeſt of the State they meet in Corners, 
And urge Deſtruction higher : for this end | 
They've rais'd their Imp, their dear Familiar $ylla, 
Tocroſs my way, and ſtop my Tide of Glory, 
If lam Cains Marins, if Pm he a 


That brought Jugartbs chain'd in Triumph hither ; 


If 1am hethat led Rome's Armies out, 
Spent all my.years in Toil and cruel War, 
i'd "ID Youth in cold and Winter-Camps, 


Till I brought'ſettled Peace and Plenty, 
Made her the Courtand Eayy of the World ; 
Why does ſhe uſe me thus? 
Mar. jun. Becauſe ſhe's rul'd 
By lazy Droans that feed on others Labours, 
And fatten with the Fruits they never toil'd for ; 
Old gouty Senators of crude Minds and Braigs, 
That always are fermenting Miſchief up, 
And ſtyle their private Malice pat 
Gran. © ſcontentec 
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6 The Hiſtory and Fall 

And to that curſed end he'd facrifice 

His Country's Honour, Liberty or Peace : 
Nay, had he any, ev'n his yery Gods: _ 

Mar. ſen, H' has taken Rome even inthe niceſt Minute, 
And eaſily debauch'd her to his ends, 

When ſhe was over-cloy'd with Happineſs, 
Wantonly fall, and longing after Change. 

For Sylla too, a Boy, a Woman's Play-thing, 
She has relinquiſh'd me, andflouts my Age. 
Conſtant il] Fortune wait vpon her for't, 

And wreck her Fate as low as firſt ] found it, 
Whenit lay trembling like a hunted Prey, 

And hungry Ruinethad it inthe wind ; 

W hen barbarous Nations, ofa Race unknown, 
From undiſcoyer'd Northern _ came, 

To lay her waſte, and ſweep her the Earth; 
Till 1, I Mariws roſe, the Soul ofall 

The Hope ſh'had left, and with nawearied Toil, 
Dangers each hour, and never-ſleeping Care, 

C A burthen for a God) oppos'd my ſelf 
"Twixt her and Deſolatian, gorg'd the maw 

Of Death with ſlaughter'd-numbers'of her Foes, 
Reſtor'd her Peace, and made her Nate renown'd. 

Mar, jun. The Glory of that War muſt beremember'd, 
When Rome, like her old Mother Troy, ſhall lie 
In Aſhes——— Full 300000-men, | 
All ſons of Fortunezborn/and bred in Fields | 
Whoſe Trade was War, and Camps their Habitation, 
Huog like a Swarm of Miſchiefs on the Hills 
Of®"/raly, and threatned Fate to , 

Gran. They came in Tribes, as if to take yolleſſion, 
And ſeem'd a People whom the hand of Fate- 
Had ſcourg'd by Famine fr6m a barren Land, LO 
Ot Viſage foul and ugly, pinch'd and chapp'd Fas ih, 
By bitter Froſty and winter Winds ; yet - ce 


As hungry Lions of the Deſart. » 

Their Wives with loads of Children at their backs, 

Bold manly Hags, whom. e had long forſook, 

And vagrant living had ioor'd to.Ill, 

Follom'd in Troops like Furies. 
Mer. jun. And alt was dove tot at Dolt Mete/lis | 

RE NES is fearce was heard of.. . © 
AMar. ſen, That curſt Adrells/ THIF has been m ue; 

And ever done me'moſt de berate Wrc 3 fre I 


Becauſe, like a tame Hawk, I ſcorn wd 
Juſt at his 
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of Cains Marius. 
Becauſe | grew too great for bim in Wars, 
And ſery'd his Country well, he hates me. Twice 
Have l already offer'd him Alliance, 
And ask*'d Lavinia, Marius, for thy Bed. 
Beggary catch me when again I court him. 
Why figh'ſt thou, Boy ? ſtill at the nalucky name 
Of that Lavinia, | have obſerv'd thee thus 
With thy Looks fix'd, as if thy Fate had ſeiz'd thee. 
Mar. jun, Why did yow name Levinis? would ſh' had ne'er 
Been born, or that Merellus had not got her. 
Mar. ſen. Forget her, Marius, ſhe's a dainty Bit, 
A Delicate for none but Sylla's taſte, 
The Fay'rite Sy{&@, th' Idol that'y ſer up- 
To blaſt thy Hopes, and cloud-th _ $Glories. 
Conſider that , my 44arixs, and fo gee Her 
Mar. jun. Forget her ? Oh! 1 Beauty might enſnare 
A Conqueror's Soul, and make himleave his Crowns 


Fog her? Oh 7 Out ec ex ms fd ) teach me 3 


Done. that Dd 
bo SES 

nd quite randy Loving &er 6 ere... 
Merhinke 'twould not be c'ent he Senate, 
To ſtrike this through him in 
vm _ thence, and mount it in bis 


And all her Peo 

Driven by Sul ir Hives,z 

Much rather her Senators i = Chains 

Dragg'd through the 

Then ſeethat vain | 

Succeed to lead the you have bred. 

Max. ſen. *Tis ſuch a wrong as eveo tortures Thought, , 

L: we who've been her-Champion forty years, 
t all her Battels with renown'd Ys 

And pouer aL ENS + —_— ain,. 

,00W ne: Shord is ortune I 

And And Afr der rd'i 


[cl GO ark 


1S Crs ve £ 
> iis r 


Petulan 


8 The Hiſtory and. Fall 
Petulant Envy, and malignant Spight 

Of that old barking Senate's-Dog AMerellus, 
Stake me, juſt Gods, with Thunder to the Earth, 

Lay my gray Heirs low in the Cave of Death, 

Rather than live in-mem'ry of ſach Shame. - 

Gran Periſh Metellus firſt, and all his Race. 

Mar. ſen, There ipoke the Soul of Aarius, By the head 
Of Jove, 

I hate him worſe than Famine or Diſeaſes, 
Periſh his Family, let inveterate Hate 

Commence between our Houſes from this moment ; 

And meeting never let 'em bloodleſs part. 

Go, Granius, bid Sulpitius ralght be ready 

To meet me with his Guards upon the Forum. 

By all the Gods, 1'll chaſe the Dzmon out, 

That rages thus in Rome ;, or let her blood 

To that degree, till ſhe grow tame enough 

To tremble at the Rod of my Revenge,: 

Why didſt not thou appland me for the Thought, 
' Take m' inthy Arms, and cheriſh my;gld Heart? 

*T had been a lucky- Omen. - Artthou dumb. 

Mar. jun. As dumb asſolemi Sorrow ought to be. 
Could my Griefs ſpeak, the Tale would have no end. 

Muſt 1 reſolveto hate Adzrelias Race, 
Yet know Laviniatook her Being thence ? 
ma Oh! there's Muſick inthe Name, 
That ing me to Infant Tenderneſs, 
Makes my Heart ſpring like the firſt leaps of Life. 

Mar, ſen. Then thon arr loſt: if thou art Man and Roman, 
If thou haſt Vertue in thee, or canſt prize - | 
Thy Father's Honour, ſcorn her like a Slaye. - 

Hell! Loveher? Damn her: there's Mezellss in her. 


In every line of her ears 

There's a Reſemblance tells whoſe Brood ſhe came of. 
I'd rather ſee thee ina Brothel trapt, Ty, 

And baſely Wedded toa Rufhan's Whore, 4” 

Than thou ſhopldſt think to taint my Generous Blood 
With the baſe Puddle of that o*er-fed Gown-man. 
Lavinia? —— 

Mar. jun. Yes, Lavinia: is ſhe not 

As harmleſs as the Turtle of the Woods ? 

Fair as the ronrrmetaae 2, Wind 

As opening Flow?*rs un tainted: 1. Winds, 
The Pride of Nature, and the Joy-of Senſe ? 

Why firſt did you bewitch me elſe to weakneſs ? 
When from the Sacrifice we came together, 
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of Caius Marius. f 
And as by her's our Chariot drove along, 
* Theſe were your words : That, arias, that is ſhe 
That muſt give Happineſs to thee and Rome, 
Confirming in thy Arms my wiſh'd for Peace 
With old Arellxs, and break Syila's heart. 
Mar, ſen, Then ſhe waSTharming. 
Mar, jun, Oh! I found her ſo. 
Flookt Le gaz'd, and never miſs'd my heart, 
lt fled ſo pleaſingly away. Butnow 
My Soul is all Levinia's, now ſhe's fixt 
Firm in my heart by ſecret Vows made there, 
Th' indelible Records of faithful Loye. 
You'd have me hate her. Can-my Nature change ? 
Jn me o'er again -—-and 1 may be p 
t haughty Maſter of my ſelf you'd have me: 
But as | am, the Slave of ſtrong deſires, 
That keep me ſtruggling vader. Though | ſte 
The hopeleſs State of my u y Love 3... 
With Lognent, -_ ſtubborn 51: 


Our Souls canneer +" ray 
Mar. ſen. ,No more: I'll have'Lavinie nam'd no more 
When next thou nam'{ ber, Jet it be with infamy. 
Tell me, ſh'has whor'd or fled her Father's 
With ſome courſe Slayet' a ſecret Cell of Laſt, . 
And then I'll bleſs thee- 
Mar jw. | ſhall obey. Gods, from your Skies look down; 
And find like me one wretched if you can. - ” 
No, Sir, VIl ſpeak that hateful name-no more, . 
But be as Curſt as you can wiſh your Son. 


Enter Sul pitius. 


Mars, ſen, Oh Salpitins 
Thou darling of m' nl = thou come? 
What news? 
Swlpit. I've left a-Preſent at your houſe, 
The Head of a Merellu;, a gay, tall, * 
Young thing, that was in EpaFigyebeen: a Lord; . 
But he's bu-Worms Wenn: $55: os. 
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' Mar. ſen, My beſt Sulpitins, - * 

Thou always comfort'ſt me. Sechere a man, 

A Stranger to my Blood as well as Fortune, 

But meerly of his choice my Honour's Friend : 

What mighty things would he not do for me ? 

Could'ſt thou, when Honour call d thee, whine for Love ?. 
Sulpit. How ? my young Son of War in Love? with whom? 
Mar. jun. A Woman, Sir. —— | muſt not ſpeak her Name. 
Slpit. If it be hopeleſs Love, uſe generous means, 

And lay a kinder Beauty to the Wound. 

Take in anew InfeCtion tothe heart, 

And the rank Poiſon of the old will. die. 

Mar. jun. A plantane leaf is excellent for that. 

Sulpit, Fay what? 

Mar. jun. For broken Shins, 

Salpit. Why ? artthou mad ? 

Aar. jun. Not mad, but bound more than a mad-man is, 

Confin'd to limits, kept without my food. 

Whipt and tormented, —Prithee do not wake me 3 

Let me dream on D E 
S{pit. Oh ! the imall Queen of Fairies 

Is buſie in his Brains ; the Mab that comes 

Drawnby alittle Team of Atoms 

Oyer mens Noſes as they lie 

In a Chariot of an empty Hazel-nut 

Made « fo Joyner Squirrel: ia which State 

She gal ps night by night Lovers Brains. 

And then how wickedly they dream, all know. 

Sometimes ſhe courſes o'er a Courtier's Noſe, 

And then he dreams of beggingan Eſtate. . 

Sometimes ſhe hurries o'eraSouldier's Neck, 

And then dreams he of cutting —_— 

Of Breaches, Ambuſcadoe's, temper*d Blades. . 

Of good rich winter-quarters, and falſe Muſters. 

Sometimes ſhe tweaks a Poet by the Ear, 


Aud then dreams he , 
Of Panegyricks, flatt'rigg Dedications, 


And mighty Preſents from the Lord knows who, 

But wakes as empty as he laid him down, 

Sh has been with Sy{la too, and he dreams now 

Of nothing but a Conſulſhip. | 

* Aar. ſen. A Rattle! 

Give the fantaſtick giddy Boy a Rattle ; 

The puling Fondling ſhould fot want a Play-thing. 

A Conſulſbip ? A 
Swipit, By all the Gods, he'll 
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of Caius Marius; 
H'has drawn a Force from Capas here to Rome, 
As if he meant DeſtruCtion or Succeſs : 
The Rabble too are drunk with him already. —— 
Mar. ſen, Alarm all our Citizens to Arms 
That are my Friends, Draw you your Guards together, 
And take poſſeſſion of the Forum, Thon, - 
lnglorious Boy, behold my Face no more, 
Till chou'ſt done ſomething worthy of my Name. 
Mar jun. Firſt periſh Rome, and allT hold moſt dear, 
Rather than let me-feel my Father's Hate, — 
Mar. ſen. Why, that's well ſaid — 
Sulpie, My Troopsare all together, 
All ready on the Forum : But the Heav'ns 
Play rricks with us. Our Enſigns, as they ſtood 
Fa (em before our Troops, took Fire untouch'sd, 
And burnt to Tinder. . 
Three Ravens brought their young ones in the ſtreets, 
Devouring 'em before the people's eyes, 
Then bore the Garbage back into their Neſts, « 
A noiſe of Trumpets rattling in the Air 
Was heard, and dreadful Cries of dying men. 
Mar. ſen. It was the Roman Genius that thus warrns 
Me, her old Friend, not tolet {lip my Fate. 
Ambition! Oh, Ambition ! If Prvedone ; 
For thee things great and well—ſhallFortune now , 
' Forſake me? 
Hark thee, Swlpirizs, if it come to blows, | 
Let not a Hair of that Mete/lus ſcape thee, 
Who'd ſtrip my Age of its more dear-bought Honours. 
Elſe why have I thus buſtled in the World, 
Through various and uncertain Fortunes hurl'd, 
But to be Great,” unequall'd, and alone ? 
Which only he can be who ſtill ſpurs on 
As ſwift at laſt as when he firſt begun, — { Exenrt, 


The End of the Firſt A C T. 
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ACT. IL 


Enter Metellus and Nurſe. 


Metel, [ Cannot reſt to night : Ill-boding Thoughts 
Have chas'd ſoft Sleep from my unſettled Brains. 

This ſeems Lavinia's Chamber, and ſhe vp. © 
Reſt too to Night has been.a ſtranger here. | 
Lavinia | My Daughter, hoa ! Where art thou ? _- 

Nurſe. Now by my Maidenhead, (at twelve yearsvldI had one) 
Come, what Lamb ? What, Lady-bird ? Gods forbid, 
Where's this Girl Lavinia? 


's Emer Lavinis. 


Lavin. How now ? Who calls ? 
Nurſe. Your Father, Child. 
Lavin. I'm here. Your Lordſhip's Pleaſure. 
AMetell, Why up at this uolacky rime of Night, 
When nought,. but Ioathſome Vermin are abroad, 
Or Witches gathering pois'nous Herbs for Spells 
By the pale light of the co ing Moon ? 
Lavin, Alas | I could notteep: In a ſad Dream 
Methought I ſaw one ſtanding by my Bed, © +; 
To warn me 1 ſhould have a care of Sleep, 
For *twould be baneful 
Metell. Dreams give Children Fears, 
Lavin. At which | roſe from my uneaſie Pillows, 
And to my Cloſet went, to pray the Gods 
T' avert th*unlucky Omen. 
Metell. *F'was well done; 
Nurſe, Give us leave a while : Fmnſt impart 
Something to my Lavinia. Yet ſtay, | 
And hear it too. Thou know'ſt Lavinie's Age. 
Nurſe. 'Faith, I know her Age to an hows 
Metell, She's Sixteen. 
Nurſe. Vl lay Sixteen of my Teeth of it ; and yet no Diſpa- 
- Fagement, I have but Six; She's not Sixteen. - How long is't now 
hnce Mariw.triumph'd laſt ! _ 
Metell. No matter, Woman ; what's that to thee ? 
Nurſe, Even or odd, of all days ia the year, fince Aarims enter'd 


Rome 


bl 


of Caius Marins. 13 
Rome in Triumph, 'tis now even Thirteen Years. Young Mari 
then too was but a Boy. My Liz and ſhe were both of an Age. 
Well, Lais is in Happineſs, ſhe was too good for me. But as 1 
was ſaying, a month hence ſhell be Sixteen. 'Tis fince Aerie 
triumph'd now full Thirteen Years,and then ſhe was weaned. Sure 
I ſhall never forget it of all days.—- Upon that day (for I had then 
laid Wormleed to my Breaſt, ring in the Sun under the Dove- 
houſe-walt) my _ and you wereat theShow. Nay, 1 do bear 2 
Brain ! But, as | ſaid before, when ir did taſte the Wormſeed on 
my Nipple, and feltit bitter, pretty Fool ! to ſee it teachy and 
fall out with the Nipple. Shout, quo' the people in the ſtreets. 
'Twasno need, [ trow, to bid metrudge. And fince that time it is 
Thirteen Years; and thenſhe cgu'd ſtand alone, nay, ſhe cou'd run 
and waddleall about : for juſt the day before, ſhe broke her Fore- 
head, and then my Husband (Peace be with himy he was a merry 
man) took up the Baggage. Ay, quoth he, doit thog: fall apon 
thy Face ? Thou wilt fall backward when thou haſt more wit ; 
wilt thou not, Vinny? and by my fackings, the prettty Chit lefe 
Crying, and ſaid, Ay.—l warrant and I ſhonld live a Thouſand 
+ Years, I never ſhould forget it, - Wilt thou not, Yi»zy, quoth he ; 
and pretty Fool, it ſtopt,. and ſaid, Ay. _ 
cre, Enough of this; Ronray impertinent Chat. 

Nurſe. Yes, my Lord : yet I canno#chuſe but lauch, tothiok ic 
ſhould leave crying, and ſay, Ay,——And yet in ſadneſs it had a 
Bump on its Brow as big as a Cockril's ſtone, a parlous Knock 
and it cry'd bitterly. Ay+quo my Husband, fall'ſ npon thy Face? 
thon wilt fall backward when thou cem'ſt to Age, wilt thon not, 
Vinny? Look you now, it ſtinted, and ſaid. Ay 

cre}, Intolerable crilling Goſlip, ; 

Nurſe, Well; thou walt the pretty'lt Babe that e'er I nurſt. 
Might I but live to ſee thee marry'd once, 1 ſhould be happy. It 
ſtinted, and ſaid, Ay. 

Metell, What think you then of Marriage, my Lavinia ? 

It was the SubjeCt that I came totreat of. | 

Lavin; It is a thing I have not dreamt of yet. 

Nurſe. Thing ? the thing of Marriage? were |'not thy Nurſe, 
I would ſwear thou hadſtſucktthy Wiſdom from:thy Teav, The 
Thing ? | 

AMetell. Think of it now then, for 1 come to make 
The are for Hite, the penny? the guys tie hand 

hey are for 5y#, the young, the gay, t ome, 

Noble in Birth and Mind, the valiant Sy4a, 


Nurſe, A Man, Lady,Lady,fach a man as alt the world--- 
why he's a man of W AT gies 


Metell. Conlider, Child,- my Hopes are all in Thee 
And now Old Age gains Ground fo - vpon me, 
; 'C'2 


Monegſt 
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'Mongft all its ſad Infirmities, my Fears 
For Thee are not the ſmalleſt. 
Therefore Pve made Alliance with this Sy4a, 
A high-born Lord, and of thenobleſt Hopes 
That Rome can boaſt, to give thee to his Arms ; 
So in the Winter of my Age to find 
Reſt from all worldly Cares, and kind rejoycing 
la the warm Sun-ſhine of thy Happinefs. 
Lavin, If Happineſs be ſeated in Content, 
Or that my being bleſs'd can make you ſo, 
Let me implore it onmy Knees. I am 
Your only Child, and ſtill, through all the Courſe 
Of my paſt Life, have been obedient too : 
And as y*have ever been a loving Parent, 
And bred me up with watchful tender'ſt Care, 
Which never coſt-me hitherto a Tear ; 
Name not that Syla any more, indeed 
I cannot love him. 
Merell. Why ? 
Lavin, Indeed I cannot. 
Aetell. Oh early Difobedience ! by the Gods, 
Debauch'd already to-her Sex's Folly, 
Perverſeneſs, and untoward head-Rtrong Will! 
Lavin. Think me not 103.1 gladly ſhall ſubmit 
To any thing; nay, muſt ſubmit to al] : 
Yet think a little, or you ſell my Peace. 
The Rites of Marriage are of mighty moment : 
And ſhould you violatea thing'ſo "= on 
Into a lawful Rape, and load my Soul 
Wit) bateful Bonds, which never can grow ealie, 
How miſerable am | like to be ? 
Metell, Has then ſome other taken up your Heart ? 
And baniſh'd Duty as an Exile thence ? | 
W hat ſenſual lewd Companionof the Night 
Have you been holding Converſation with, 
From open Windows at a midnight hour, | 
When your looſe Wiſhes would not let you. ſleep ? 
Lavin. If 1 ſhould love, 'is thata Fault In one 
So young as 1? I cannot gueſs the Cauſe, 
But when you firſt nam'd Sylla for my Love, 
My Heart (brunk back as if youw?ddone it wrong, 
If 1 did love, I'd tell you if I durſt. 
Oh Mari ! "ME 

Metell. Hah! : 

Lavin. "Twas Marins, Sir, I nad, ' 
That Enemy toyou and all your Honſe.  * 


. i » .Y 
"Twas an unlucky Omen that he firſt + 
Demanded me in Matriage for his ſon. 
Yet, Sir, believe me, 1as+ſoon cou'd wed © 
That Mari, whom I've couſe to hate, a8&5/a. 

Metell. No more by all the Gods, 'twill make me mad, 
That daily, nightly, hourly, every way 
My care has been td make thy Fortune high ; 
And having now provided thee a Lord 
Of nobleſt Parentage, of fair-Demeſns,i 
Early in Fame, Youthful, and wel) ally'd, 
In every thing as thought cou'd with a Man, + 
To have at laſt a wretched puling Fool, 
A whining Suckling, ignorant of her good, 
To anſwer, Il nor wed, I canngt love. 
If thou art mine, reſolve npon Compliance, 
Or think no more to reſt beneath"my Roofs. 
Go, try thy risk in Fortune's barren Field, | 
Graze where, thou wilr, but think no more of Me, 
Till thy Obedience welcome thy Return: 
Lavin. Will you then caſt off your poor Lavinia ? 
Andturn me like a Vag ut! 
Towa and down'the'S 
2 ee 
The proud a ilipgs of.a | 
Fat with his Maſter's plenty, when 1 ask - 
A-little pity for my pinching Wants? © 
-= Shall I endure the cold, wet, windy Night, 

To ſeek a ſhelter under dropping Eves,- . 

A Porch my Bed, a Threſhold for my Pillow 
Shiv'ring andſtary'd for want of warmth and food, . -- 
Swell'd with my Sighs, and almoſt chagk'd with Tears ?. 
Muſt | at the ancharitable Gates | - 
Of proud great Menimplore Relief in vain ? 
Muſt I, your poor Zevinis, bear all this, 
Becauſe 1 am not Miſtreſs.of my;Heart, 
Or cannot love according to your liking ? 

Adctell. Art thou not Miſtreſs of chy Heart then? - 


Lavin, No. '+ 
"Tis giv*n away: 
Metell. To whom ? - 
_ Com not tell," _ ; 
Bat VII endeavour ſtrangely to forget him 
If you'll forget but Syile. — - Ty 
Mel. u doſt wel). 
Conceal his Name if thou'dſt preſerve his Life, . | 
For if there be a Death in Kome that might . * 


oy - 


is —TeHſojtdfdl 


LY 


Be bought, it ſhould not miſs him. From this hour 
Curſt be thy Purpoſes, moſt curſt thy Love. 
And if thou marry'ſt, inahy Wedding-night 
May all the Curſes of an Wjured Parent - 
Fall thick, and blaſt the Bleſſings of thy Bed. 
Lavin. What have you done ? alas ! Sir, as you ſpoke, 
Methought the Fury of your words took place, 
And ſtruck my Heart, like Lightning, dead within me. 
Gone too? + LExit, Metellus. 


winkle, and rowl, cer ? 
ſte Marixc W3 ! 


he's a rude, 
not the Flow'r of Courteſie ; 


Ce I ed Lead Girdas 
Sad Nights ſeem oe: wnin | : 
TE Ne * "—7 
Shines fair with all her Virgio-ſtars about her. 
Not one amongſt -em all a Friend to me : - 


Yet by their Light a while Pll ſteps, 
Ac lk what courſe my hurry muſt take. 


Oh, Marim! 0a [Exit Lavinia. 


SCENE. 


of Caius Marius: | 


SCENE. 
AWaled Gardey Seltuging to Metellus's Have. 
as Marius j junior. 


Mar. jurr. Tf Ow vainly have I ſpent this idle Night ! 
a H EvY'n Wine can't heal the ragings of my Love. 
This ſure ſhould be the Manſion of Levinis ; 
For in ſuch Groves the Deities firſt dwelt. 
Can go forward when my Heart is here? 
Turn back, dull Earth, and find-thy Centre ont. 
[ Enters the Garden, 


Enter Granius ax Selpities. 


Gay, This waſnt he 1 
. Perhaps he's. 
7 qonts a 


| Maxine! - 
2d 
L 
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The 


One his Lady addles him. 
+." Gran, Heran this way, and eap'd this Orchard-Wall: 
Call, good Swlpitine, 


Swlp. Nay, Vl conjure too. 
Why, Mearixs | Humours !. Paſſion ! mad-man Lover?! ' 
atm ogad in the likeneſs'of a Sigh. 

k but ane word, and lamſausfied. 


T cogjure thee by bright -—422% 
re thee by bri 

By her high Forehead, and -S > 
By her five Fook, ſtrait Leg, and q Thigh, 
And the Demeſns that there adjacent lie, | 
That in thy likeneſs thou pi, ths wild i 4 as 

Gran, Hold, good Smlfsrmus bin ——— 

Sulp; This cannot anger 

To raiſe a Spirit inhis 
Till ſhe hadyaid and rm wg down agen. 

Gran. — go; bl” himſelf _—_ theſe-Trees, -. 
To dye his Melancholick Mind in N 
Blind is his Love, and beſt.befits the 

Swlp. Pox o'this Love, thiddietle Scafevow Love, 

That (rights F Foolswith his painted Bow of Lath 
0Grar, Sap therg-— od leon theabje 

- Gran e andits Slave 3 
Or,burn Mecks Hole abawt bi Ear 


hears not; neither ſtirs pow 


Swlp, 


x8 The Hiftory and Fall 
Sulp. This morning Sy/la means toenter Rome : 

Your Father too demands the Conſulſhip. 

Yet now when he ſhou'd-think' of cutting Throats, 

Your Brother's loſt ; loſt in a maze of Love, 

The idle Truantry of Callow Boys. 

Pd rather truſt my Fortunes with a Daw, 

That hops at every Butterfly he ſets, 
[Than have to doin honour with a Man 

That ſells his Vertue for a Woman's Smiles—— CExcunt, 


Enter Marius junior 4# the Garden, 


Mar. ju. He laughs at Wounds that never felt their fmart. 
WhatLight is that which breaks through yonder Shade? ror in 
Oh! tis my Love. the Balcony 
She ſeems to hang upon the cheek of Night, 

Fairer than Snow upon theRaven's back, 

Or a rich Jewel in an e/fth1op's ear. wy . 
Were ſhe in yonder Sphere, ſhed:ſhine ſo bright, -—- 
That Birds would ſing, and think the Day were breaking. 

Lavin. Ah me! 

Mar. jun. She ſpeaks. . 

Oh ! ſpeak agen, bright Angel : for thou art 

As Glorious to this Night, as Sunat Noon 

To the admiring eyes of gazing Mortals, £ 
When he beſtridesthe lazy puffing Clouds, | X 
And ſails upon the boſom of the Air. | 

Lavin. O Marine, Marius! wherefore art thou Marin? 

Deny thy Family, renoance thy Name: - 
Or if thou wilt not, be but ſworn my Love, 
And VII no longer call Aftellas Parent. 
Mar. jun. Shall Ihear-this, and yet keep ſilence ? 
Lavin. No. 
"Tis but thy Name that if my Enemy. 
Thou would'ſt be ill thy ſelf, thongh not a Marius, 
Beloy'd of me, .and charming as thou art. 
What's ina Name? that which we call a Roſe, 
By any other name wou'd ſmell as ſweet. 
So Mariws, were: henot Adarins calPd, © 
Be ſtill asdear to my deſiring Eyes, - 
Withont that Title. Marixs, loſe thy Name; 
And for that Name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all Lavinia, | k is | 
- = w- .. thy _ [ _— | 
all me but Thine, and Joys wi were me, 
I (hall forget my ſelf, and quite be chang'd. - 


Lavin. 
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Afar. mn Witneſs Pow'rs 
Lavin. Nay, do notſwear although my Joy be great,” 
I'm hardly taty'd with this night's Contract: 
It ſeems too raſh, too unadvis'd and ſudden, 
Too like the Lightning, which does ceaſe to be 
Ere one canſay it is.” Therefore'this time 
Good night, my Marws : may abappier hour 
Bring us to crown our Wiſhes. - * 
Mar, jun, Why wilt thou leavene ſa unſatisfy'd ? 
Lavin, What wouldſt thou have ? 
Mar, jun. Th'Exchange of Love for mine. 
® "Lavin, 1 gave thee minebefore thu didſt requeſt it ; 
And yet | wiſh] could retrieve it back; | 
Mar. Jun un.” Why? oF 
Lavi t to be fiank, and give itthee agen. 
My Boudlfy is as boundleſs as Sea, s 
My Love as Ar ny the more1 give to thee, P: #. 
Themorel have both are lphnite. * 
| hear a Noiſe w Farewely wy. 24arias ; 
Oc ſtay a lictle, and I'N come agen. 
Mar. jun. Stay ; ſure for eyer.., 
Lavin, Three words, and, Marius then good night igdeed. | 
if thaf thy Love be honourably meant, 
Thy purpoſe Marriage, ſend me word to morrow, 
And all my Fortunes at 7 feet _ lay. 
Nur ſe within,” Maddy ! 
Lavin. | come anon, But 
i do beſcech thee, - WT 
Nitrſe within. Ree | 
Lavin. By and by, 1 


To ceaſe thy Suit, 15g lnvemeto my Golf » 


Fo morrow | will ſend. 
Mar. jun. So thrive L fs notall this a Dngam, 
; to be true! 


Too lovely, ſweet and 
Lavin, Hiſt;" Marius, hit. Ohfor-a ykoes' s Voice, 
| - To lure this Taſlel-gentle agen, .. 
Reſtraint has Fears,.: and not. 1] 
Elſe would I tear the Cave where Echo ” A 
With repetition of nh Afarius, — v., 
Mar. jun. It is my Love that calls me YH agen. 


= 


mean not well, 


go 
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2 How ſweetly Lovers Vainid ſoundby, night | » 
Like ſofteſt Mock ragenticg Lars " Se 
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L2vin. Math 
Sar. gun. 


Lavin, *What va to mors 
- "nh Jun. At rof Nine: 
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of + cattle” 


- -Zidths; 1 will n0t fail : 'Tis tyentF years till F'ots 
Why did 1 call thee back ? 
Mer. jun. Let me here Wy till thou ramember'ſt why. 

Lavin. The morning's | wou'd have thee gone, 
And yet no farther than a Wanton's Bird, 
That lets it hopa little from his hand, 
To pull it by irs Fetters back 
Mar. jun; Would | were thine./ 
Lavin. Indeed and ſo would 1. _, 


Yet I ſhould kill thee ſure with too  iing 
No more. — Good night. - 
Mar. jun. There's ſuch ſweet pain in parting, 
That I could hang for ever onthy Arms, MX. « 
, $06 look away my lite intothy Eyes. 
Lavin.*To morrow wiil come; ; 
ar; jun. $0 it will. . Good night. | 
v'ifbe thy Guard 4 and all gs wair Uge. — { Ex.Lavin. 
omorrow.! 'tis go longer ; on” 3-2 
Are ſwift, and longing Loy&wou'd laviſh time, 
To morroys ! oh to morrow ! till that 
The tedjous hours moye heavi 
And each long minute ſeems. a”; 
Already Light is mounted in the Aig, 
Striking it ſelf through ever hens ; 
Our Party willby _ time 
\To try the Fate of 2Mw#jns and 
Love and Renown ſure Court N24" 
Smile, ſmile, ye Gods, to both. Exit, 


 CEME. oe Fon 


Evter Four, Citizens. : 
3. Cit. V - IF ElI,Ne 1 rigf@voriow we arc here,mha muſt we do? 
1. Cit, Why, you rt | | kigfdoſior Vote for Cains, Marius to be 


Conſul : and if any body againſt you knock *em dow, 
2.Cit. The truth on't re's Gol. ea Civil Government, 


2 out to mail» 


es. 
you — but what's this $yll litlxe beard 
great talk of him: — He's'a 1 ow. they ſay ; 
but hang him —— he's a Lords. | 


Cit. Ay, ſohe is, 3 "Wy: Kndw for why. any one 
ſhould be a more another. * -1care for a Lord : what 
good do they do ? nothing Lubhnnt Nate deb » and lic with Gs 
Wires, — 


4 — A" . 


2.2 ik ſir ol Full: 

4: Cit. Why, there's a Frievance. now-—lhave thr at 
home, no more mine than Xomte's mine. They are. all fatfcur!'d- 
hair Cupids ; : andl am an honeſt black fapoy Kertle-fac'd Fellbw, — 
Pl ha'no Lords. —- [ Drum and Trumpets. 

1. Cit. Hark! hark! \Drumsand Trumpets [ Drums an&Trum- 
” pers! They are coming» Be you ſureyou roar out for a. Marin: : 


and-do as much miſchief as —_—_ 


Enter Marius ſenior and his $ . Marias born upon. the Shoulders of 
two Roman Slaves ; .S1 itius at the Head of the Guards. 
* V4 & 4 a4 [Trumpets 


Sulpit; ken, ye men of Rome. |, | Sulpitius, 
Your Tri and Protector of your Freetloms, 
By virtue-of that Office here have call'd you. , 
To chuſe a Conſul.  Mithridates King of Portis has begun y 


ypon Us, | , 
Invaded our ano EdiCts: ted; = 
And threatens Rome it. ſelf. vill you cliuſe 
Tolead you forth in this moſt Gl yWar? 
Marixs, or Sylla? ® 

All Cit. & Maris | 1a Marius) "a Maicly 

Mar. ſen. Country.men; 
And Fellow Citizens, my Brethren AY 
Or, if it may Da thonghts COnngungn 
My Sons, my Ny; Gleryof my 


I come ys i, + 
a $ lla does to enter I 
he meant a Tri 
them not-made a Party in the ary "» 


To bring you into.blavery, 
Your Necks with the hard Yoke of - Oy Pow Ss 


La 


| am no Noble,. but a Free hare man, 
A Citizen of Rome, as all you 
et ay WI " 
our Rights and Privileges.. Win 
T Ph le ey ns ,which. in \.in your Service he gots 
| plead for l 
Cir Marine | Mari ! Marius! NdSylls ! no Sylla! ng Syllet 
Snipit. No more 10S, 
Moſt hbricurable Conſul, t ſtreight-you moutit *_ 
The Spe L— ingyourRads, , 


Axes 


bu 
% - — 
4g 
Lo 
& 


Ti equapers, Enter Mere ___ ID Quintes Pompeius, 


his Son, 


\ of Caits Mai x 23 


"Merch See, Romans, there the Ruine of your Freedom, 
The blazing Mereor that bodes ill te-Rome, 
Oppreſlign, Tyranny, A : 
- center in _ iran me 
If youare mad for $ to try 
The weight of abs'lute Chaitls, once more proclaim him, 
And ſhout ſo loud till Mitbridazes hear 
And laugh to think your fit for his Sword. 
To me, take alt yoor Ces, and drag. 


headlong to the T) wr nplangy us in; 
muſt do, and 
As Gohful, we pobas ro 


Ad bid adieu to Liberty for ever— 
, who ſell Ir 
- Juſticeof Maris, and prodeinhin Ta Traitor. 


* turn and fall-before your new .made God ; 
(+ Ws f 
Q, Pomp. Deſcend then, Traitor to the State” 


g your Eſtates, y en. and your Wives, 
lay *em at the "nt wei Ficcns 
Hell, Quintus P "inthe he Senate's 
And Liberty of Rome, and hear thy Setitence.”" 
atk Now,, by Wo 6, th Cauſe is worlly of me,. 


Fectk y Fate. 
the Right and An 
To g-- KFLawfolConfsl 
Unjudg'd, and. brand him with * rc Traitor ?. 
Draw all your Swords, all you that are my Frietds' 
Sulpitins, d Rabel wok 
Like common well- Fool, - 
That popular Click our-Fates 2 * 
So dear, that Rome with our fall,” . 
+. AllCit. No Marine! ho 'Downwith op Accandng and 
Sulp, Ha! what art thou ? 
rc: Pgmp. The Is 'Son. - 
Sulp, A Worm; « S. 


A © Skir/fall of ono and thus LtFead thee | 
Intot 


[Kills him 


"* The. Hiſtory and Fall 
Thus maſſacred before our Eyes ? Come all . 
That love'Pomptius, and revenge his loſs. 


Swlpit . Fall on. 

All Cir, No Marin ! © Mi Liberty! Liberty ! &c. 
They fight, Ma- 
rius Conguers,-- 


Mar. ſer. Thanks ſor this goodbeginning, Gods, Theſe Slaves 
Theſe wide-mouth'd Brutes that thus for Freedom, 
Oh how they ran before the hand of pow'r,' 
Flying for ſhelter into every Brake! © 
Like cow'rdly fearful Sheepithey bregk their Herd, 
W hen the Woolf s out ecppiny bog his Prey. 
. Sulpitivi, thy Guards did noble Service. © 
Sulpit, Oh ! they areFellows fit for you and I, 
Fit for the work of Power: ſay:the word, 
Not one amongſt 'em all but what _ nog " 
Take an old grumbling Senator b mo # 
And ſhake his on from ig Shoulders | 
Mar. ſen. Sylls, 1 hear, is at IX of Rome. 3H 33 
Proclaim ſtraight Li £0 ey my 
That will but own (Cauſe of Co Cant oy 
Horrour, Confuſion, and inverted Ord 
Vaſt Deſolation, Slaughte:, Death and R Id y 
Muſt have their courſes ere this Ferment ſettle. | 
« Thus the Great Joveaboye, Wiſho Rules alone, 
«© When men forget his God-like Pow'r to own, 
©* Uſes naitommon means, '0@ © Tue Wor 3 
« But ſendsforth Thunder, ano, Wor! obeys, > Omnes, 


Fea 


The end of the Second A C T. 
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3 
Enter Sulpitius#Gragins, (and all the Guards. 


: Sulpit. Ome never ſaw a ct ſure like this : 
Now ſhe beginfſfo know the Rod of Pagy'r ; 
Her wanton blood can ſmart. - 
Werel the Conſul, not a Heal-in Rome. i 
That had but Thoughts of Sylla, ſhould ſtand ſafe. 
Gran, Slaughter ſhou'd haye continu'd with the days; 
Mercy but gives Sedition time to rally. 
Ev'ry ſoft, pliant, talking, buſe Rogue, 
Gatherive, a Flock of hot brain'd Foals together, 
Preach vp new RebMijon, ©, Till the Heads 
Of all thoſe heavenl fa 


No Power ca obyfife— 


Sulpit. Mac aa 
Determine 3 Syll#'s n the Walls, : 
And all his Forces ready mand. 


yY Four thouſand Slaves DAT hald an Freedom, 
ws And come on Proclamation to oe. 
14, Gran, Where ſhould my Brot ? hecame not hometonight. 
Sulpit. Think of him. asa Wretchthat's dead,, 
Stabb'd with an Eye, run thrgagh the Brains: with Love. 
Gran. He talkt of fendipg a Defiance... 
Sulpir, Writ with aPey m % of PERO - % 
Gran, Why, whatis Rea *. 
Slpit. A- molt couragi f F 
He fights by meaſure, . as 
Keeps Diſtance, Time, 


Oh! he's As very t 
Gran. Would Lcould ſeemy.Brother, 
Of Women ruines Nableſt, Purpoſes. _ = f 
Suipit. That Sex Wl in mockery of us made. of 

| 


They &e the falſedecejgfyl Glaſles where 
\We gaze, and dreſs ourTelyes to all the Shapes 
Of Folly. Wwhate't Women cannot do ? 1 


Shell make a States-man is Cunni b 
ape Fg | 


And truſt his dearEſt 
Where Fops have d rance : make a Prieſt + ' | 
Forgetting the Hy f*'s.Office, + F] 


"Sz 


Dance and jeftor _ tox 
Make a Pro ut 
Put on falſe hair, — 
Though ſhe be known yk | 
Shell Sa ſome Fool or other think ſhe's honeſt. 
Your Father promis'd me to meet me here, 
I wonder he delays ſo long, 6 

Gran. He comes. 
And wy him tg: m Brorhgr. 

Sulpit. See , 
Salute him Wax my Fellow- ly 

en, This, © F 
Sulpite8F looks like Power. -Grau, here 
Receive thy Brother to thy Arms and bleſs him : 
H'has wy thing moſt worthy of cur Name, ©. 
Sent a ce into Sylla's Ps 
Challenging forth the ſtonteſt Chawpion there, 
his Afſwer. 


fn ——"—— TIP gs 6 4 *A vo 
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In vindication of his Father's Cavſe, 
Andnot ah Out-law there dare 
Once more, Smpirins, are the Peo 
Enrag'd with Kh ORE arm' 
The City. At or 
He's poſted now, let's ſend hi him ftraffht 34.0 
I'th' name o'th* Senate and the Komen Pepple, 
Teadvanceno farther, till the State of Rome | {8 
Be heard in publick, and my confirm'd, ME 
Or he continu'd Conſul. — , 
Salp. That would be] © a 
But to prolong Neceſlity ; for Ri 
Muſt bleed : and fince the Rabbl 


tears 


Keep ools hot, Preach Dangers in their Ears, _ 
Spread falſe Reports o'th'Senate, wori ing ww 
Their MaCneſs ol t . 
1 ill they run ; | 


And do our * bulingſs with 


Clams, wh'hbas rais 7 Fortune by 

And Diſcords of - his Cotntry : like | 
O'er Fleſh, he buzz abourat: 
Till he has ens 
Tofeſter i 


of Caius Marius. 
Mar ſen. And ſafe be ſhall be : let him be proſcrib'd, 

The Fine upon his head its weight in Gold. 

Wovu'd I cow'd buy Arellws's as cheap. 

I have a tender Fooliſhneſs within me 

May ſometimes get the better of my Rage. 

Sulpitixe, therefore keep me warm ; Kill ply 

My ebbing Fury with the Thoughts of Sylla, 

Th' uugrateful Senate, and Mere#us Pride ; 

And let not any thing may make me dreadfal 

Be teft undone. Now to onr Troops let's haſten, 


27 


And wait for Sylla's Anſwer at our Arms. 4 [ Ex, Mar. ſen. 
& Granius. 


' Sulpit, 1s not this better now than whining Love ?, 
Now thou againart Marius, $on of Arms, 
Thy Father's Honour, and thy Friends Delight. 


Enter Nurſe and Clodius. 


Mar. jun. Sulpitius, what comes here ? A Sail, Sulpitis. 
Sulpit. A tatter'd one, and weather-beaten much. 
Many a boiſterous Storm has ſhe been toſ$'d in, 
And many a Pilot kept her tothe wind. 
Nurſe. Clodius. 
- Madam. 
Sulpit. Madam. 
Nurſe. My Fan, Clodins. 
Sulpit. Ay, good Clodins, to hide her Face. 
Nurſe. Good morrow,- Gentlemen. 
Sulpir. Good even, fair Gentlewoman. 
Nurſe. Fair Gentlewoman ! Really 'tis very hot. 
Salpit. It ſhould be ſo by your Ladyſbip's parch'd Face. 
Nurſe. Marry come up, my Goſlip z whoſe Man are you ? 
Sulpit. A Woman's man, my Sybil, would'ſt thou try 
My ſtrength in Feats of amorous engagement. 


Lead me amongſt the Beanteous, ghery Oy ru 
Wild in their Youth, and wanton to their VVildneſs, 
Where I may chuſe the foremoſt of the-Herd, : 


And bear her trembling to ſome Bank, bedeck'd 
With. ſweeteſt Flowers, ſuch as Joy would chuſe 
To dwell in; throw my 'd Arms about her, 
And preſs her till ſhe her ſelf more bleſs'd 


Than Jo panting with the of Jove. 
Nurſe. Panting? Joys? and Fove h. New thy froth, 'tis wy 
- Bar, can any of you tell where 1 may - 
ren ny 


Mar. jun. Yes, I can tell you, _ Tam he. 


Suit 
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Sulpir. Hab! by this light a Bawd. So ho ! 


Zome let's away. 1 hate a morning Bawd, 
That ſtinks of laſt-night's Office 


[Exit Sulpit. 
Nurſe. Pray, Sir, what ſawcy Fellow's he that's gone 7. 
Mar. jun. A Gentleman, Nurſe, that loves to hear himſelf talk ; 
and will ſpeak more in a minute than he'i] ſtand to in a month. 
Nurſe. And he ſpeak any thing againſt me, I'V take him down, 
and he were luſtier than he is, and twenty ſuch Jacks, or 1'l] find 


thoſe that ſhall. Bur now, Sir, | wiſh you much Joy 
YOU aVC——— 
Mar. jun. Marryd, th's day the bleſſed deed was done. 
When the unhappy Diſcords firſt rook flame 
Betwixt my Father and the Senate ; then 
A holy Prieſt of Hymes, whom with Gold 
1 trib'd to yield us privately his Office, 
Joyn'd our kind Bands, and now She's ever mine. 
Nurfe, Well: fore God, 1am ſo vex'd,that every part about me 
quivers. But pray, Sir,aword: and as | told you, my young Lady 
bade me figd you out, What ſhe bade me fay, 1'll keep tomy felf. 
Put firſt let me tell you, if you have led her into a Fool's Paradiſe, 
as they ſay ; for the Gentlewoman-is young, and . therefore if you 
ſhould deal doubly with her,though you don't look like a Gentle- 
man that wouduſe double dealing with a Lady. 
Mar. jun, Commend me to thy Lady, 1 proteſt womnne— 
Nurſe, Good heart, and Pfaith, I will tell as much. Lord!Lord! 
ſhe will be a joyful Woman. | 
Mar, jus. Bid her deviſe this Evening to receive 
Me at her Window : Here,is for thy pains — [Gives money. 
Nurſe. No truly, Sir; nota Drachma. 
Mar. jun. Away; I ſay you ſhall. 
Nurſe. This Evening, ſay you ? well, ſhe ſhall be there. 
Mar jun, And ſtay, kind Nurſe, behind the Garden-wall. 
Within this hour my Man ſhall meet thee there, 
And bring thee Cords made like a Tackling-Ladder, 
Which to the bleſſed Manſion of my Joy 


| bear 


Muſt be my Condutt in the ſecret Night, | 
Farewell, be ti 1d 1 reward thy pains. 
Nurſe. Now Heav'ns blels thee ——— Hark you, Sir. 


Mar.” jun. What ſay'ſt thou, Nurſe? 

Nurſe. Nothing,but that my Miſtreſs is the ſweeteſt Lady. Lord ! 
Lord! when'twas a little prating thing———OQh!-——— there's a 
Spark, one Sula, that wouls fain have a finger in the ,Pye,—but 
ſhe, good Soul, had as li zrof a Toad, a:very Toad, as bear 
of him. Langer her and tell pls is the /properer 


man.——But Il] warraht you, when I ſay ſo; ſhe looks as pale as any 
Qlout inthe verlalmadd, | Well, youll-be fare to come. 


Adar. jun. 


of: Cains Marius. 29 
Mar jun. As ſure as Trath- | i 
Nurſe. Well, when it was alittle thing,and us'd to lie with me, 

ic wou'd ſo kick, ſo ſprawl and ſo play---and then I would tickle 

it,and then it would laugh, and then'it would play agen. When it 

had tickling and playing enongh,it would go to ſleep as gently as a 

Lamb. 1 ſhall never forget ir—= Then you'll be fare to come— 
Mar. jun; Can| forget to live? 

Nurſe. Nay, but-ſwear though. " 

Mar. jun. By this Kiſs, which thou ſhalt carry to Lavima. 

Nurſe. Oh! dear Sir,by to means. Indeed you ſhall not. I have 
been drinking Aqua»wite.” Oh! choſe Eyes of yours! 

Mar. jun, Till Night farewell, : 

Nurſe. Till Night; I'll fay no more, but da da. Come, Cloains 

Ah! thoſe Eyes! [Ex. Nurfe and Clodius. 
Mar. jun. What pains ſhe takes with her officious Folly ? 

How happy is the Evening-tide of Life, 

\ When Phlegm has quenct'd our Paſlions, trifling out 
The feeble Remnant of our filly Days ; 

In Follies, ſuch as Dotage belt is Pleas'd with, 

Free from the wounding and tormenting Cares 

Thattofs the thov active, buſie migd ? 

Though this Day'be thedeareſt of my Life, | 

There's ſomething hangs moſt heavy on my Heart, 

And my Brain's lick with Dulneſs. 


Enter Marius ſenior. 


Mar ſen.Where's this Loyteter, 
This moſt inglorious Son of Caius Marine ? 
With folded Army. and down-caſt Eyes he ſtands, 
The Marks and Emblem of x, Woman's Fool. 
Mar. jun. oy Father. © 
Mar. ſen. Call me by ſome other Name; 
Diſ me not: I'm Afarixs ; 
ſurely 2A4erixs has ſmall right in thee. 
Would Sy{a's Soul were thine, and thine were his, 
That he, as thou haſt done, now Glory calls, 
ight run for ſhelter to a Wotnan's Arms, 
hide him in her Boſom like a Babe. : 


che: 'yetlire. 
Y have raivd a Spirit in me rr rzon " 
| 2 0 
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To ſuch a Work as Fame neer talkt of yet. 
How'll you diſpoſe Lavinia? 
Mar ſen. Let her fall, 
As I would all her Family and Naine, 
Forgotten that they either ever gave 
Thy Father's Head Diſhonour, or thee Pain. 
Mar. jun, *T was anunlucky Sentence. She's ſcarce more 
Metellus's Daughter now than Your's* our Hands 
Were by a Prieſt this morning join'd. , May Heav*n 
Avert th'ill Omen, and preſerve my Father. 
Mar. ſen. Marry'd? ſay ruin'd, loſtand curſt. 
Mar, jun. Y have torn 
The Secret from me, and I wait your Doom. 
Mar. ſen. Go where I never more may hear thee nam'd ; 
Go fartheſt from me, get thee to Merellas, 
Fall on thy Knees, and henceforth call him Parent. 
i've yet one Son, that ſurely won't forſake me : 
Elſe in this Breaſt {WM have gloriays Thoughts, 
That will at leaſt give Luſtre to my Ruine, 
Farewel my once beſt Hopes, now greateſt Shame. 
Mar. jun. Condemn me rather to the worſt of Deaths, 
Or ſend me chain'd to Sylle like a Slave, | 
Than baniſh me the Blefſing of your Preſence. 
I've thought and bounded all my ” Wiſhes ſo, 
To die for you is Happineſs enough 3 
'Twould be too mucht' enjoy Lavinia too, 
Mar. ſen. Again Lavinia? 
Mar. jun. Yes, this Coward Slave, | 
This moſt ingloriqus Son of Cains Marin, 
Though wedded. to the brighteſt Beauty, rais'd 
To thyhigheſt expeQation of Delight, 
Ev'n in this minute when Love prompts is Heart, 
And tells what mighty Pleaſures are preparing, 
Is Maſter of a Ming uofetter'd yet. 
Mar. ſev. What can'ſt thou do? 
Mar. jun. This Night 1 ſhould have gone, 
And ta'en poſſeſſion of Levine's Bed. 
But by the Gods, theſe Eyes no move (hall ſes her, 
Till I've done ſomething that's above Reward, 


And you your ſelf preſent her ro my Arms. | 3 det 
Mar, ſen. Why doſt thoutalk thus to me ? k 
—_— jan. Hark, | { Trumpets. 


Cn, and buſes is at haod. 
—_ our Guards upon 
VVerse juſt engag'd, and 

dogne.me 


a 


$eCome won vm. 


od 
ﬀ7 


The Gods have 


of Caius Marius. 


Mar. ſen. Get thee gone, 
And leave me to my Fate, 
Thou maim'd and wounded, and unfit for VVar. 

Mar. jun, \'It follow you. 

Mar, ſen. Thou ſhalt not. 

Mar. jun. By the Gods, I will. 

Mar, ſen, How ? diſobey'd then ? 

Mar. jun. Bid a Courſer ſpur'd 
Stop in his full Career ; bid Tides run back, 

Or ſailing Ships ſtand ſtill before the VVind, 

Or VVinds themſelves not blow when Fove provokes 'em. 
Mar. ſen. Away, and do not tempt my Fury farther. 
Mar. jun. VVhy! would you kill me? 

Mar. ſen. No, no: I hope thou art reſerv'd yet for 
A better Fate. 

Mar jun. Thanks, Heav'n, 

Theſe few kind words ſhew I'm not quite uahappy. 

- Mar. ſen. Then do nog contradidt my YVVill in this; 

Bat and when pur handg;next meet agen, 


Be't inthe Heart of Syla or [ Exit. 

BE... 5 44 - [Trumpets agen. 
Mar. jun. Sound higher, ye ſhrill laſtraments of VVar, 
And urge its Horrours up,. till they become, 
* If poſlible, as terrible amine. 

Oh my Levizi« ! though this Night 1 fa!l, 

At my return I ſhall be doubly q 

Such Trials the great ancient ſ, 

VVho little preſent Happineſs: taſt, | 

Vetdid great Actions, and w ods at laſt. | [ Exit. 


S'C E NE Metelluss Houſe. 
' «a 
© pEnce? Lavinia 
(Go amamae) yo hery-ootd Steeds, . 
w's Lodging; Such a Charioteer 


Tow: 
AS Phacron would laſh the V Veſt, 

And bring in cloudy Nig — am" » 4:0 
Love-performing I 
7 ſober-ſuited Matron all io-black; p 


Lavin, 


That jealous eyes may | Marius 
Leap totheſe Arms of and unſeen. 
Oh ! give me Maris 3, and when he ſhall dic, 


Take 
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Take him, and cut him out in little Stars 3 
And lie will make the Face of Heav'n ſo fige, 
That all the World ſhall grow inlove with Night, 
And pay no worſhip to the gaudy Sun. r 
Oh! I have bought the Manſon of a Love, 

But not polleſlt it Tedious is this Day, 

As is the Night before ſome Feſtival 

To an impatient Child thas has new Robes, 


Emer Nurſe and Clodius. 


And may not wear 'em, Welcome, Nurſe : what News ? 
How fares the Lord of atl my Joys, my Marin ? 
Nurſe, Oh! a Chair! a Chair ! no Queſtions, but a Chair / So. 
Lavin. Nay, prethee Nurſe, why doſt thou look fo ſad ? 
Oh ! do not ſpoil the Muſick-of good Tidings 
With ſuch a Melancholick wyetched Face. 
Nurſe. Oh! I am weary, very weary. Clodias,my Cordial-bottle. 
Fie ! how my bones ake! what a Jang have I had ! 
Lavin. Do not delay-me thus, butquickly'teltme, 
Will 44arius come to Night ? Speaky*willhe come Þ.- * © 
Nurſe, Alas! alas! what haſte? oh!*cannopyou ſtay a little ? 
oh ! do not you ſee that Pm out of breath ? oh this Phthiſick! 
Clodins the Cordial. ; 
Lavin, Thi excuſe thas for this unkind delay p 
Is longer than the Tale thou hi Wes 
Is thy News good or, bad? 
Say either ard I'll lay the'Ci 
Nurſe. Well,yon have made a Choice : you know not how 
to chuſea Man. Yet” his Leg excels all Men's. And for a Hand 
2nd'a Foot and'a Shape, bi they are not to betalk'd of — yet 


they are paſt compare, have yop Din'd wifhir ? 
Lavin. No, no: what fi Q <p thou ask ? 
What ſays he of his co hs E 


Nurſe. Oh! how my have | ! 
ny. b= 


It beats as it would fall i 
My back o't'other fide! ah / my Ba we 
Beſhrew your Heart for 
To catch my arg: 
Lavin. Iadeed Pm ſc 
But prethee tell me, N 
Nurſe, Why, Near 00 fa like: 
kind — = a - 
Gentleman. ([.Drin Well-—-—-what 7. ry our Father 
Lavin, Where's _ Father? way, he'ar the Senare. 
How odly thou reply'Rt? _-. _ 


Your 


of Caius Marius. 
Your Love ſays like an honeſt Sentleman, 
Where's your Rather? 

Nurſe. Oh good Lady dear / 
Are youſo hot? marry come up, I trow. 
Is this a Poultiſs for my aking Bones ? 
Henceforward do your Meſſages your ſelf. 

Lavin. Nay, prethee be not angry Nurſe, I meant 
No ill. Speak kindly, will my Marin: come ? 

Nurſe, Willhe ? wills Duck ſwim? 

Laum, Then he will come. 

Nurſe, Come? why, he will come upon all four, but he'll come. 
Go, get you in, and ſay your Prayers: go. | 

Lavin, For Bleſſings on my Marius and Thee. 

Nurſe, Well, it would be a ſad thing though —— 

Lavin, What ? 

Nurſe. If Marius ſhould not come now —for there's old doings 
at the Gates, they are at;iz ding-dong. Tantarars go the Trum- 
pets z Shout, cry the Sou + Clatter go the Swords. I'll war- 


rant, L made no ſmall haſte. 

Lavin, And isamy Aariut ? alas my Fears / [ Trumpets, 
The Noiſe comes this way. my Love, ye Gods, 
Or ſtrike me with your T whed hefalls. [Exeun. 


uy 


SC E NE the Forum. 


O | \/ 
Enter. Marinas ſenior, Marinas joulagyGranius,Sulpirius Catulus,&c. 
| Guards, ? "2 on one ſrae . 


Metallus, Sylla, Quintus Pompeias, Guards, oncht othey. 
» a6: 
W* © Clrampets ſound a March. 
Metell, H thou God, 7 . = / 
| oſt bleſt. of Men ! 


Deliverer of 
See here the Fathers c bleed | 
Proſtrate for Refuge at thy" feet *: leet! 
The Terrour of our Freedom, 'and | 
The Perſecutor of thy" Friends, . os 
Of Truth and ] the Plague of Rome. 
Mar. ſen. Whatarc Thou "that can'Riend thy laviſh cars 
To flattering HypocrifieF: oo 
Sylls, My 
fr 


And fled from. "IM 
The Terrour ne of thee 


£11 4 
' - 
- 
bo » 
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Mer, ſen. If th'art her Friend, why com'ſt thou here thus arm'd, 
Slaughtering her Citizens, and laying waſte her Walls ? 
px To free her froma Tyrant's Power. 
. ſen. Who is that Tyrant? 
Syla, Thou, whohalſt oppreſt I 
Her Senate, made thy { force a Conſul, 
Set free her Slaves, and arm'd 'em 'gainft her Laws. 
Mar, ſen. Hear this, ye Romens,and then judge my Wrongs. 
Havel oppreſt you ? havel forc'd your Laws ? 
AmlaTyrant ? I, whom ye have rais'd 
For my true Services, to what I any? 
Remember th'Ambrons, Cimbri, and the Texton: ; 
Remember the Confederate War. 
Syla. Where Thou, 
Cold and delaying, wert by Silo bray'd, 
Scorn'd by thy Soldiers, and-at laſt compell'd 
reg to ans th'un : | jd 
. Remember too who baniſh'd good Aderelius, 
The Friend and Parent of thy, 4 
That rais'd the&from a Lord. 
Mar. ſen. Baſely thoy wrong'ſtthe Truth. 
Had'ſt thou been born a , ſill thou*dſt 
But I by Service tothy Capi LIEN 
My Name renown'd in 
Syla, In the Jugart ";Y 
Pris'ner by me, 1s tr 
Mar. ſen. Thou ſtoFit hi 
Of his Wife's Luſt: Thou ba | 
And in the Capitol haſt Pageants ſer 
In of thy Vanity. and Shame. 
Syla. Thy Shame. _ 


Mar. ſen My Honor, proud preſiimptuous Boy, 
Who would'ſt be gaudy in an'unh 


My ation eller 


' him 2t the price 
his Berraying, * 


And wear my caſt-off Glories afte 
Sylla, I'd rather wear lome Beg 
By him left dangling ona High | 
Than ſoil my Laurels witha ff 1 
Thou ſcorn'd'Plebeiag. $$. *® 
Mar. ſen. Worlſt ! Catc 
Syla, Disband that Re 
And yield thy ſelf to Juſticeand the 
. Max. ſen, Juſtice from Thee d 
Firſt clear thy ſelf, quit thy u | 
Approach and kneel to me, whom thou 
Sylla, Upon thy Neckl1 would. 
Mar. ſen. As ſoon thou'dft take 


I 


A Lion 


IS I pu 


| uſt 
m ' 
 wuſt'go 


Wn ou, in you, youth 
This day. My Fried: 
Fight as I've ſeen you [oem 
Leave it to me 3 mr 
Along with Death: 
Sy. My Lords, with | 
Metell. No, truſt theG rl ſee > eh k; 
My Country's Fate, ; 5 6. 
* Mar. ſen. Now, 


now, 
% 


ria BS: anvot 


Of that tall Pine th 


Give me'l 

That pats 
_— 
wary 


've fwFdn 
a. 1 Þ 
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Mar. ſen. If th'art her Friend, why com'ſt thou here thus arm'd, 
Slaughtering her Citizens, and laying waſte her Walls ? 

Sylla. To free her froma Tyrant's Power. 

Mar. ſen. Who is that Tyrant ? 

Syla, Thou, whohaſt oppreſt | 
Her Senate, made thy ſelf by force a Conſul, 

Set free her Slaves, and arm'd 'em 'gainſt her Laws. 

Mar. ſen. Hear this, ye Romans,and then judge my Wrongs. 
Havel oppreſt you ? havelforc'd your Laws ? 

AmlaTyrant ? 1, whom ye have rais'd 
For my true Services, to what I am ? 
Remember th' Ambrons, Cimbri, and the Textons ; 
Remember the Confederate War. 

Sylla. Where Thou, on 

Cold and delaying, wert by Silo brav'd, 
Scorn'd by thy Soldiers, and at laſt compell'd 
Ingloriouſly to quit th'unwieldy Charge. 
Remember too who baniſh'd good XMerelus, ' 
The Friend and Parent of thy obſcure Family, 

That rais'd thee'from a P toa Lord. 

Mar, ſen, Baſely thou wrong'ſt the Truth. My a&tions rais'd me; 
Had'ſt thou been born a Peaſant, ſtill thou'dſt been Þ: 

But [ by Service tothy Country've made | 
My Name renown'd in Peace, and fear'd in War. 

Syla. In the Jugurtbine War, whoſe King was taken {5 
Pris'ner by me, and Afarixs triumpht for't. 

Mar. ſen. Thou ſtoI'ſt him bately, ſtol'ſt him at the price 
Of his Wife's Luſt : Thou barter'Uſt his Berraying, - 
And in the Capitol haſt Pageants ſer 
In memory of thy Vanity and Shame. 

Sylla. T hy Shame. 

Mar. ſen My Honoor, +. a Boy, 
Who would'ſt be gaudy in an Dreſs, 

And wear my caſt-off Glories after me. | 

Sylla, I'd rather wear ſome Beggar's rotten Rags, 
By him left dangling ona -way Hedge, 

Than ſoil my Laurels witha, of thine, 
Thou ſcorn'd Plebeian. + 

Mar. ſen. Worſt Perdition catch thee. 

Syla, Disband that Rout of Rebelsat thy heels, 
And yield thy ſelf to Juſtice and the Senate. 

Mar. ſen, Juſtice from Thee demanded on my Head ? 
Firſt clear thy ſelf, quit thy uſurpt Command ; | 
Approach and krieel to me, whom thou haſt wrong'd. 

Sylla, Upon thy Neck would. 

Mar. ſen, As ſoon thou'dft take 


A Lion 


of- Caius Maris. 
A Lion by the beard : thou gdar'ſt not think on't. 
.$Sy8. 1 dare; and more. * 
Mar. ſen. Then Gods, | take your word ; 
If there be truth in you, | ſhall not fall 
This day. My Friends and fellow-Souldiers, now, 
Fight as I've ſeen you: for the Life of Sys, 
Leave it to me z for much Revenge muſt go 
Along with Death when ſuch a Vidtiin bleeds. 

Syl. My Lords, withdraw. 

Metell. No, truſt the Gods, 1'll ſee 
My Country's Fate, and with her live or die. 

Mar, ſen. Now, Sylla. 

Sylla, Now, my Veterans, conſider 
You fight for Laws, for Liberty, and Life. 

Mar, ſen. Rebellion never wanted that Pretence. 
Thou ſhadow of what I have been), thou Pu 
- ths great m—_ and ——_ = 
If thow'lt do ſomething worthy place, 

Let's join our Battel witha Force may glut 
The Throat of Death, and chook hive with himſelf; 


As fiercely GOING ITRnLS vil 
Or as Clouds hen Thunder ſhakes tke Skies. 


pp Crinayer found « Charge : Theyfights. 
Re-emter Marius cake taken be SyUa' Soty. 


Mar. ſen, Forſaken, and a'Pris'ner ? Is this all 
That's left of Afarizs? Theold, raked Trunk 
Of that tall Pine that, was ? Away; ye Shrubs, 
Ye clinging Brambles; 'do:not clog me thus, 
But let me run igto-the Jaws of Death,” | 
And finiſh ay ill Fate, I be 


Preſery'd a publick $ 'd 
To Scorn, » make Holy po 
Oh ! that Thought's Hell.” TG bold Kor thy Face, 
Thou haſt born Officeunder me. 
In my no yoke}, I ——_ty 
Give me 2 oman's Death, 
That no Diſbenouriin'my Ren 78 atm ng, 
' Officer, I've ſary'dand well :'nor would I ſee 


Your Fall ———— MM OSes to ſave your Life. 
Mar. ſen, Thou" - A Tae ever, that cont fareer Miſery. k 


Enter Marios jnlor, Grenies ardSulpitias, Priſoners. 


My Sons in-Bonds too, and Swlpirins ? . 
F Salpit 


© Thou Maris, 


4 >z=Tb 


ws The —_ and Fall - 
. Yes, the Rat-catchers have trapp\ ine: Now 

Be od for Crows, and ſtink upon a Tre, a 

Whilſt Coxcombs ſtrowl abroad on Holydiys, 

To take the Air, and ſee merot. ' A pox 

On Fortune, and a poxon that firſt Fool 

That taught.the world Ambition. 


Enter Quint. Poutpeinty Bo Lites before bim. 


a How's 


VS 4 y SONS, . F | 
amily Ris whthi Tile Slave | Ls Bs 
And Miniſter:of 
i 'sthy Lot; 


The curs'd 
After to mor awn if | nn. fond rCy, 
Death be thy Doom: bene þ 
So flouriſh Peace and Liberty drag yh. 
[Exit int, Pompeins, Liltors erying Liber. 
Mar. me hore Ml og opon apy Knees I thank 7 
For _— dt CY 


keel inf x YTraiſe the Heav*ns, 


2. . Draw near, 
"Ye min of Rymcya and hear the La 
whoſe ef 


At Prage. But may i h Langer. i, 
but dreamt of, or aviick men 'iBory, 
voy 52 "a 


Thy own. 


of Caius Marius: 
Mar. ſen; Riſe then, and to Levinis go. This Night's 


Mar. jun, And ever after Pain and Sorrow, 


But go 


Tell her['ll come, and bid her chear my Love, 
For I'll not fail, but j in hs das enjoy 


Whole Life, and f 
Mar, ſen. Thus 
As to 2 Task of Darkneſs: 
In hated Exile, we'll compute 
And ſee what Miſchief each/hass 
For, Rome, | ſhall be'yer ohcet 

If Oracles have truth, and Avgurs a cor. 
For yet a Child, — Father's Fields 


Playing, | ſeyen 


BO 


«> 


Fint's to come. 


Te meer 


e thy Lord, 


oung Eagles chanc'd to find ; 
p | to my Parents bore. . 


t: mh proſe mg 
many rims the Conſulate tn £ IX. 
Six ti p ready how} Offic bore, 


Sn 
x 6: 
young Dar kent Rome. 


Lilthe 


AdefForr 


\Þ%.-i 


w'd true. © 
' 3 


C8 6a 


Day AGT. 


-_ 
4 


- 


7” 


thou, find Levinis's Woman out. ——-— [To bis Servant. 


: each take his ſeveral way, 


[Exeunt. 


ACT IVY. 


S CE NE. the. Garden: 


Enter Lavinia and: Marius Junior. 


Lavin. ww Ile thou;be gone Þ It is not- yet near Day. 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark, 

That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thy Ear. 
Nightly on yon Pomegranate-tree [he ſings. | 
Believe rhe, Loye, it was the Nightin roy 

Mar, jun. Oh ! 'twas the Lark, the Herald of ebMors, 
No Nightingale,, Look, Love, what envious Streaks 
Of Light embroider all the cloudy Eaſt. 
_ s$ Candles axe burnt ous an va 

Upon the Mountain-tops $ pally 
Whilſt all the Birds bring Mu to is 


I muſt be gone and live, ordtay 4 
Lavin. Oh ! oh!” what'wr | — lot 7” 


Sure, giving Thee, Heav'n'g b ©0 if: in Debt 
keapdiks? roke zAwhillt I, 


To pay,.till Bankr 
A poor c nding'Creditor,.@ 
To take ' Myc forced uu IS 
May "jun me be taken, 1 x ſuffer Death, 


! arm cofitent, ſo Thou wilt bayeitſo 

By Heaven, yon gray is not the morning%. eye, 

But the RefleCtion of pale Cynhia's Briglitnels, 1p 

Nor is't the Larkwe hear, WSN db beats ; | 

So high, and echo inthe Veultiol 

I'm all deſire to ſtay, no will t( £0... 

How is't, my Soul? let *stalk: — got Day. 
Lavin. Oh! itis; it is——— exam Mm Marin, 

It is the Lark, and out of tuneſhe fings,- .--. 7 01 4 

With grating Diſcerds and unpleaſing Str 

Some ſay the Lark-and loathſome. Toad change 0 : 

Now | could wiſh they.had chang'd Voices too ; " 

Or that a Lethargyhad* 

And ſhe hadfllept,' 

To part we from 

What ſhall become © 
Mar, Ju Thi { 


<* 4\ 
wt 


cu Vere know our Loves, 
Seeing. 


of Caius Marius. 
Seeing my Faith, and t gw Truth, 
Will ſure take care, and let no Wrongs annoy thee. 
Upon my Knees I'll ask 'em every day, 
How my Lavinia does : and every night, 
In the ſevere Diſtreſles of my Fate, 
As | perhaps (hall wander through the Defſart, 
And want a place to reſt my weary Head on, 
I'll count the Stars, and bleſs*em as they ſhine, 
And court 'em all for my Lavinia's Safety. 

Lavin. Oh Baviſhmeat,” Eternal Baniſhment 1 
Ne'ertoreturn! muſt we n&er meet agen ? . 
My Heart will break, | cannot think chat Thought 
And live. Cou'd | but ſee toth” end of Woe, 
There were ſome Comfort ————hut.eternal Torment 
1s even inſupportable to thought. 
It.cannot be we ſhall for ever. 

_ Mar. jun, No, for my (mens. may be recalPd ; 
wy F once more holg a Pow'r ih Rome : 


Defenteleſs as 1 am, nd i rom' ; | 
If, as I muſt, I rather-die than tulle; | 
What a ſad Talo will that þ 
Or fy, 0 hat to fear, 2 13Þ 9k he | 
p, I cannot 
K . YO. things wor wa 
arpen a to partit 
6 ur Lavinia! if my Hearr*e'er | 
Or any other Beauty ever charm mas 
If 1live rnd re. pe 


m 


ff 


CN. 


Sharp Hunger, Cold, or #thes 
And not one T | 


To talk 6 © thee for exer:.. 


16 ol [Rvees | 


LOOM ITT; "i 


40 The Hiſtory and Fall 
Aſa, jun, Weep not; the time 
We had to ſtay together has been employ'd * 
In richeſt Love— —— $- 
Lavin. We ought to ſummon all 
The ſpirit of ſoft Paſſion vp, to chear a 
Our Hearts thus lab' ring with the pangs of Parting, : 
Oh my poor Marin: 
Mar. jun. Ah my kind Lavinia! 
Lavin. But doſt thou think we &'er ſhall meet 
Mar. jun. I doubt it not,-and all theſe Woes al ferve 
For ſweet Diſcourſes in our time to-come. 
Lavin. Alas! 1 have an ill divining Soul ; 
Methinks I ſee thee, now thou'rt from my Arms, 
Like'a ſtark Ghoſt, with Horrour in thy Viſage. 
Either my Eye- ſight fails, or thou look'ſt pale. 
- Mar, jun, And truſt me, Love, in my Eye ſo doſt Thou. 
Dry "onb drinks our A Farewel. - ' 
ag Us vey "e- 


Lavin. Farewel then. 
Nurſe within. Madam, 
Lauw. My Nurſe. 


Nu ſe within. Your Father's tig ad Diy- 
Be wary, look about you-— 4. 3 

Lavin, Hah! is hegone? d,"my | 
1 wuſt hear from wh, > = ; 
For abſent minutes "ſeem as g gays. - ne a * 3 


Oh! by-this recK"ning L if 
E'et Fi behold ny” ri 


Ar. Cote He's Av 
bs Knows how to ina ary tc 
SH Marius too: that, thas's 
1 hopsthe flees fp rims Tai 
A bundred hore are iq purſ 


. alle will be the other ——he 


An honeſt, ſimple, downright- 
A little too Religious, that's his fouls 


dL; 


| Enter a Servant. 
What now ? | P 
Servant, A Letter lef youby a Liftor, 
Who told us thar it n" the Lord Sylla, 
Metellus reads the Letter. 
_ 


_— 4 


Lame not, Sir, my parting | 
So ſudae OS: * 
0 os ne tn the Camp 
Faith ws 7 ar Laviniz. 
Terre Syles 


_ F and Rome. 


ere he ? 
My wc 
z elſe. She, would gets | ater 
Put” midnight, (TIWer | 
TALL 


”. 
tf, 191 £7 4 
"___ =. 
s 


berrue #7.” 


SY } 
? > jp” i , a 1 Xi 


Ir ning range I Soofils muſt heb fn 
i cheya bl] ticine £ Ong! 


fi to keep This 
4 LES Enter - Lavinia. 22 $4, 
Lavin, Ob Nurſe! Where art thou? I wy Fathergone? 


Nurſe. 


6,.S0 ep 


w 


40 The Hiftory and Fall $28 
Afar, jun. Weep not; the time 

We had to ſtay together has been employ'd « 

In richeſt Love——— 

Lavin. We ought to ſummon all 

The ſpirit of ſoft Paſſion vp, to chear > hk 

Our Hearts thus lab'ring with the pangs of Parting, TT 

Oh my poor Marin: 

Mar. jun. Ah my kind Lavinia! 
Lavin. But doſt thou think we e'er ſhall meet 
Mar. jun. doubt it not, and all theſe Woes lferre 
For ſweet Diſcourſes in our time to-come. 
Lavin. Alas! I have an ill divining Soul ; 
Methinks I ſee thee, now thou'rt from my rs, 
'a ſtarkGhoſt, with Horrour in thy Vi 

Either my Eye- light fa fails, br thou look' 

- Mar, jun, Andtruſt me? Love, in my Eye fodolt Thou. 

Dry Sorrow drinks our grey arewel., 
Lavin. Farewel then. {Exit Mar-jun. 
Nurſe within. Madam, + Yo © + 0 
Lavw. My Nurſe. EF” - . - —_— __ FT 
Nur ſe within. Your Father's pg @ : 

Be wary, look about youu = » 
Lavin, Hah! is begone? My Lor 

1 wuſt hear from thee every | ; 

For abſent n_ uy IS gs. 2 i - " 

Oh!.by-this rec if {to aa ; 

Fete, : rec : +. Ro | L 


a. » 


Hang ſuch a'tenc 
Shall make it ting 


5 Cinnam 
bs '*Knows how to t 
"Hates Marina to0: * 
I hope the Snares for Marin 
A hundred horſe are i 1 pi 
Andif they <a catch him, 


© Mo - 
o =- , 
> Y EY 
.T = , 


0Zevin il Ro other ——| ; oe | 
An mple, downright- Ce 
A little too Religious, that's his fouls, | 


Enter a Servant. 


youby a Lidtor 
on the Lord Sylle, 
_— reads the Letter. 
Lame not, Ser, 


pr SO | 
Of ſons Di in che Camp at Capua, 


aith to fair Lavinis. 
/\ Fore Sp 7 ts. 


” 


What now ? 
Servant. A Letter le 
Who told us thar ir 


o&. 
Vo 


and Rome. 


Levin, Ob Nurſe! Where art thou? Is wy Father gone 3 


7 4 | «>. : 
ag» The Hiſtory and Fall 
Nurſe. Gone? Yesz and would | were gone too. 
Lavin, Why doſt ttou figh ? What caule haſt thou to wiſh ſo? 
Vert thou diſtreſt, nnfortuvate as1 am, 
Thou ladſt then cauſe. 
Whart ſball I do? Oh, bow alone am |! 
} walk methinks as half of me were loſt : 
Yet, like a maim'd Bird, flutter, flutter on, 
And fain weu'd find a Hole to hide my head in. 
Nurſe. *Odds my Boddikins'! bur. why thus dreſt, Madam ? 
_ Why in this pickle, ſay you now? -\ 
Lavin. Seam not to wonder, nor dare to oppoſe me, 
For | amdeſpexate, and reſolv'd to Death. 
In this unhappy, wayward, humble Dreſs, 
After, my Love a Pilgrimage I take, 
Forſake deſerted Rome, and find my Adarins 
Nurſe, And1 maſt ſtay bebind edit tave was hang'd up, like an old Pole- 
cat ina Warren, - for a wartting Vermine, that ſhall come 
afrer me. Would | were  furlgitead for a week, till this were 


OVET. 


Lavin. This Morning? $ oppo pprtaie iFfair, | — 
W hen 211 are buſie in elefting Conſals ; wy B.: 


| ſhall «ſcape unſeen without! the 
And this Night in a Litterrreach 

Nurſe. | care not 5 PIlhave 
Nay, |'ll raiſe the Houle: 


W 


oth ing tado in't. You lba'v't tir. 
"Wh: Clodins | Catulus} Sempre- 


nia ! Thesbia | Men dgd Maids, n you? Qh! ob! ob! 
> © ge from or: = WNarſe 
fals CExit Lavin. 


Enter Clodins. * 


"Cod. What's the matter; 
. Oh Clody, Clody & 


tell el him 6 TEay rot'a 


my d ? 
"Roy ry Liao wn rely 


Houſe 
and I mad. Run, Tun. You'll not run, Oh/ oh! [ Exenn. 


# 
. * wo 
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SCE N E changes to its, 


Enter ſeveral Heraſmen belongide ro Marius, * 


1 Herdf. od morrow, Brother, you have beard the News. 
2 Ferdf. ews, quoth a? Trim News truly. 
þ 1 Herd. 


| of Caius Marits. 42 

1 Herdſ. VWhy, they ſay our Lord and Maſter's ſtept a one ſide" 
Is there any thing int trow ? ; 

2. Herdſ. Any thing in't? alas a-day ! alas a-day! ſad times! ſad 
times, Brother? not a peny of money ſtirring. | 

t. Herdſ. Nay, Ithought there was no good weather towards, 
when my bald-fac'd Heifer ſtuck up her Tail Eaſtward, and ran back 
into anew Quick-ſet, which 1 had juſt made to keep the Swine 
from the Beans. Cy by 

2, Herdſ. And t'other night, as 1 was 2t Supper, in the Chimny- 
corner, a whole Family of Swaliows, that had occupy 'd the Tene- 
ment theſe feven years, fell down, Neſt and all, into the Porridge- 
pot, and ſpoil'd the Broathaz#Sad times ! ſad times, Brother / 

3- Herdſ. Did you meet ro Troupers this way ?. 

2 Heraſ. Troupers ? 1; faw-a parcel of Raggooners, | rhink 
they call/em, trotting along yon VVood ſide upon ragged Hide- 
bound Jades.*1 warrant they came for no goodneſs. 

' 1-Herd}.*T was to ſeek for Lord Marizz,as ſure as Eggs be Eggs, 
Theſe Bifious folk-make more ſtir in the YVorld than a thouſand 
men. VVould my Kine were all in their Stalls. 


Enter ſeveral Souldiers in queſt of Marius. 


1, Sowld. This is the way. How now, you pack of Boobies ? 
whoſe Fools are you ? F ” | 

2. Herdſ. Why, we are ſuch Fools as you are ; any bodies Fools 
that will pay us our Wages” " 

2. Sold, Do you belong to the Traitor, Marius? 

+2. Herdſ,_VVe belpng to Caius Marius, an't like your VYorſhip. 

1. Sold. Why, this is a civil fellew. But you, Rogue, you are 
witty and be hang'd, are you? 

2. Herdſ. V's poor enough to be witty,as you're poor enough to 
be valiang, . Had I but money enough, Td no more be 2 VVit than 
you'd be.a Soldier. | ON | 

2:Sould. Let the hungry Churl alone. 

r. Sold. Hark you, you Dogy where's your Lord, the Traitor 
HMarins ? ' ; 

2, Herdſ. In a, whole Skin, if he be wiſe. 

2. Sold. YVhere is he, you Pultroon ? 

2. Herdſ. Look you, | keep his Cows and his Oxen here at $a/s- 
nium, but | keep nonevof him. If yon muſt needs know where ke 
is, then I muſt needs tell you I don't know.. 

r. Sold. Let's to his Houſe hard by, and ranſack that. Sirrah, if 
we miſs of nl, you way repent this. "4 LEx. Soldjers, 

1. Herdſ. Tis all one to me, 1 muſt pay my Rent to ſome body. 

2. Herdj, VVhyathis 'tis now to be a great Man. Heay'a keep me 
a Cow-keeper ſtill Se «, >" 


Enter 
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Enter Marius ſenior 4nd Grapiys. 


Mar. ſen, Where are we? are ye not near Salonius ? 
Lead me to yonder ſhady Poplar, where | 
The poor old Maris a while may ſir, 
And joy inReſt. Oh my diſtemper'd Head! 
The Sun has beat his Beams ſo hard-upon me, 
That my Brain's hot as molten Gold; © My Skull ! 
Oh my tormented Skull ! Oh Rome ! Rome ! Rome | 
Hah ! what are thoſe ? 
Gran. They ſeem, Sir, Rural Swains, 
Who tend the Herds that graze beneath theſe Woods. 
Mar, ſen. Who are yon? to what Lord do ye belong ? 
2. Herdſ. We did belong to Caius Marimionce : but they ſay he's 
gone a Journey : and now we belong to one another. _ , 
Mar, ſen. Have ye forgot me then ? ungrateful Slaves! 
' Are you ſowilling todiſown your Maſter ? bb 
Who would have thought Chave found ſuch Baſeneſs here, 
W here lnnocence ſeems ſeated by the Gods, | 
As in her Virgin-nakedneſs untainted? 
Confuſipn on ye, ye ſordid Earthlings [Ex. all but ore. 
1. Herdſ. Of fly, wy Lord, your Foes are thick abroad. 
Juſt now a Troop of Murtherers paſt this way, 
And ask'd with horrour for che Traitor Marine, 
By this time at S«lonium, at your Houle, 
They are in ſearchof you. Fly, fiy, my Lord. . 
Mar, ſen. | ſhall be;bounded.up and down the world, 
Now every V{llain, that is wretch enough | 
To take the price of Blood, dreams of my Throat. 
Help and ſupport me till I reach the Wood, 
Then go and bod thy wretched Brother opt. 
Aſunder we may dodge our Fate, and loſe her. 
lo ſome old hollow Treeor o'ergrown Brake 
rd reſt my weary Limbs, tilldanger paſs me. [&ops into the Wood. 


Enter Souldiers again. ya 


[ Exit. 


1. Sold, A thouſand Crowns? "cis a Reward might buy 
As many Lives, for they are cheapin Rome z 
And*tis too much for'dnc. 

2. Sold. Let's ſet this Wood 
A flaming, if you think he's here, and then 
Quickly you'll ſee th' old Draan crawl hummin | 

1.Sold, Thou always loy'It to ride kg” e milchief. There's 
89: conſideration in.thee. Look you, when: Lcut a'Th 
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todo it withas much Deliberation and Decency as 2 cuts a 
Beard. . I hate a ſlovenly murther done hand over : a4 man 
gets no credit by it. c y of 
3. Sed, The man that ſpoke laſt, ſpoke well. Therefore let us 
to yon adjacent Village, and ſowce our ſelves in good Faleramm-— 
2 CEx. Soldters. 
Mar, ſen. O Villains! not a'Shlave of thoſe 
But has ſery d under me, has eat my Bread, 
And felt my Bounty... Dreught ! parching Drought ! 


Was ever Lion thus by Dogs embols'd ? | 
Oh! I could ſwallow Rivers :*Earth yield me water 
Or ſwallow Marius down where Spriogs firſt flow. 


Enter Marius junior and Granius. 


Mar. jun, My Father ! 
Mar, ſen. Oh my Sons! hs pI 
Mar. jun. Why thus forlorn ! ſtretcht on the Earth? 
Mar. ſen. Oh! get me ſome refreſbment, cooling Herbs, 
And Water to allay my ravenous Thixſt. 
1 would not trotible you if I had ſtrength: 
But I'm ſo faint that all'my Limbs are uſeleſs. 
Now havel not one Dr, to buy Food, 
Muſt we then ſtarve ?, Ne, ſure the Birds, will feed us. 
Mar. jun. There ſtands a Houſe on yonder fide o'th' Wood, 
It ſeems the Manſion of ſome man of Note ; 
FIl go and turn a Beggar for my Father. 
Mar. ſen. Oh my Sont's comfort! do. Indeed I wantit. 
I, who had once the plenty of the Earth, 
Now want a Root and Water,* Go, my, Boy, 
And ſee who'll give a morſel to poor Maris. 
Nay, |'ll not ſtarve : No, I will plunge in Riot, 
Wallow in Plenty. Drink? It drink, PII drink. 
Give me that Goble hither. —_— —Here's 2 Health _ 
To all the Knaves and Senators in Rome. | 
Mar. jun. Repoſe your ſelf a while, till we return. 
Mar. ſen, | will, but e let me rave a little. 
Go, prethee go, and don't delay. I'llreſt; = 
As thou ſhalt, Kowe,if cer my Fortune raiſe me, — [Exit Mar. jus 


Enter Lavinia. 
Another Murth'rer ? this brings ſmi 0; Fate : 


A deadly Snake cloath'd in a dainty Skio; ...- 4. 
- Lavin. |'ve r'd up and downtheſe Woods and Meadows, 
Till | have loſt my way, — | 


G 2 Againſt 
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Againſt a tall, young, lender, well grojyn Oak 
Leaning, 1 found Lavinis in the Bark. 
My Maris ſhouid not be far hence. 
Mar. ſen. What art thou, 
Thar dar'ft to name that wretched Creature Marix ? 
Lavin. Do not be angry, Sir, what e'er thou art ; 
I am a poor anoppy Woman, driven 
By Fortune to purſue my baniſh'd Lord. 
Mar. ſen. By thy diſſembling Tone thou ſhould'ſt be Woman. 
And Roman too. 
Lavin. Indeed I am. 
' Mar, ſen, A Roman? | 
If thou are fo, be gone, leſt Rage with Strength 
Aſſiſt my Vengeance, and l riſe and kill thee. 
Lawwm, My Father, is it you? 
Mar. ſen, Now thou art Woman ; 
For Lies are in thee, 1? amlT thy Father? 
I ne'er was yet ſocurſt ; none of thy Sex 
E'er ſprung from me. My Off-ſpring all are Males, 
The nobler ſort of Beaſts entit'led men. 
Lavin. | am your Daughter, if your Son's my Lord. 
Have you ne'er hear@"Lavinia's name in Rome, 
That wedded with the Son of Marine? 
Mar. ſen, Hah! 
Art thou that fond, that kind and doting thing, 
Thar left her Father for baniſht Husband ? 
Come near —— - | 
And let me bleſs thee, though thy Name's my Foe. 
Lavin. Alas, my Father, you ſeem much oppreſt : 
Your Lips are parcht, blood-ſhot your Eyes and ſunk. 
Will you partake ſuch Fruits as I have:gather'd ? 
Taſte, Sir, this Peach, and this Pomegranate z both are 
Ripe and refreſhing. 
Mar. fen, What ? all this from Thee, | 
Thou Angel, whom the Gods have ſent to aid me ? 
 don'tdeſerve thy Bounty, | | 
Lavin, Here, Sir's more. 
I fourd a Chryſtal Spring too in the Wood, 
And took ſome Water ; "tis moſt ſoft and cool. 
Mar. fen. An Emperour's Feaſt ! but 1 ſhall rob thee. 
Lavin, No. I've eat, and flak'd my Thirſt. But where's my Lord. 
My deareſt Murine? 
Mar. ſen. To th'Neighbouring Village 
He's gone, to beg bis Father's Dianer, Davghter. 
* Lavin, Will you thencall me Daughter ? will you own it ? 
I'm much o'cr-paid for allthe Wrongs of Fortune. 


But 
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But ſurely Marixs can't be brought to want. 
ve Gold and Jewels too,- and they'll buy Food. 


Enter Marius junior. 


Mar. ſen. Sex here, my Marius, what the Gods have ſent vs. 


See thy Lavints. 


Mar. jun, Hah ! [ They _ and embrace. 


Mar. ſen. What? dumb at meeting ? 
' Mar. jun. Why weeps my Love? 
Lavin, | cannot ſpeak, Tears ſo obſtruft my Words, 
And choak me with unutterable Joy. 
Mar. jun. Oh my Beart's Joy ! 
Lavin, My Soul ! 
Mar. jwn. But haſt thou left 
Thy Father's Houſe, the Pomp and State of Rome, 
To follow Deſart-Miſery ! 
- Lavin, 1 come ER 
- To beara part in every thing that's thine, 
Be't Ha 1 eſs or Sorrow. © In theſe Woods, 
W bilſtftrom purſ kr rae you're ſafe, 
I'll range about, ard find the Fruits and Springs, 
Gather cool Sedges, Daffadils and Lilies, 
And ſofteſt Camomil to make us 
- Whereon my Love and 1 at night will fleep, 
And dream of better Fortune... ©, 


Enter Granius and Servant [with Wine and Meat, 


" Mar. ſen, Yet more Plenty ? 
Sure Comms, the God of Feaſting, haunts theſe Woods, 
And means to entertain us as his Gueſts. 

Servant, I am ſeathither, 'Marixs, from my Lord, 
Sextilius the Prztor, to relieve thee.” 
And warn thee that thou ſtrait t this place, 
Elſe he the Senate's Edi@ muſt obey, 
And treat thee as the Foe of Rome. . 
- Mar. ſen, Bug did" he, 
Did he, Sextilizs, bid thee ſay all this ? 
Was he too proud to:come and ſee his Maſter , 
That rais'd him out of nothing? Was he nox 
My menial Servant once, and wipd theſe Shooes, 
Ran by my Chariot-wheels, my pleaſures watcht, 
And fed upon the Voidings of my Table ? 
Durſt he affront me with a ſordid Alms? 
Andſend a ſaucy Meſlage by Slave ? 
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Hence with thy Scraps : back to thy Teeth I daſh *cth, 

Be gone whilſt thou art ſafe; - Hold, Ray & little. 
Serv. What Anſwer would you have me carry back? 2 
Mar. ſen, Go to Sextiline, tell him thou haſt ſeen - 

Poor Catz Marius baniſh*'d from his Country, 

Sitting in Sorrow on the naked Earth, _.- 

Amidſt an ample Fortune once his own, | 

Where now he cannot claima Turf to ſleep on. . [ Exit Server. 

How am [ fallen! Muſick? Sure, the C [Soft Maſtch, 

Are mad, or have deſign'd to aiake me 6. | 


Enter Martha. 


Well, what art Thou ? 
Marth, Am 1 a Stranger to thee ? 
Martha's my name, the Syrien'Prophetels, 
That us'd to wait upon thee with good Fortune ; 


Till baniſt'd out of Rome for ſerving Thee. | 
I've ever ſince inhabited theſs'W 
And ſearch'd the deepeſt Arts'of ofedge., 


Mar. ſen. I know thee now m © When thou 
All my good Fortune lefrme}/ My 4] Yellurens 
That us'd to hover o'er my: 
And promiſe Honour in the 
Have {ince been ſeen no nt) 
Purſue him ill. Haſt th 

Marth. A ; ra Spir . 
To bri 1 
Of all 1 ns out in States and Councils : 

\ I rell thee ore, Rome is once more think. 
The Confils have had Blows, arit el oh 
W ho with his Army comes 4 be 

To lead him back _-_ tot 

Mar. ſen. Speak on. t *; po” 

prod y Nay, cer'thou thin 
But let thy Sons and theſe fair Nym 
Whilſt | relieve thy wearied Eyes wit 
And chear thee ina Dream with Dromi 

Mar. jun, Come, my 
To ſome cool Shade, and worder a o 


4 


nm | phe] 0 tu 


ortune. - [Exit. 


; Son HEL 965 Fe CA Dan 
lr. ſen, OReſt,” thou Stranger tomy Sent; melevae. 


End# 
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Ewer Sauant | and Ruſſian, fa 


Serv. Ten Artick, Talents ſhall be thy Reward, 
Sextilixs gives *em thee. Diſpatch him ſafely. - 
Ruff. Fear not, he never wakes agen. 
Mar, ſen. No more, 
I'll hear no moxe. Aﬀerelſia live? No, no; 
Hedies, hedies. So bear hinst6 the T iber, 
And plunge him to the battzom. Hah Avtoning | ; 
Where are my Guards? Diſpatekthat talking Knave, 
That when he ſhould be doing pablick Service, 
Conſumes his time in Speeches 0 the Rabble, 
And ſows Sedition in a City. Down, +. 
Down with Pompeixs too, that call'd me Traitor, , 
Hah ! art thou there ? \Virome cnc more, old Aferine, 
To Rome's Tribunal. 
_— _ Md 43 P 
Standoff. W- 1: Þ 
S anl 
Hah V ? 7 
Fee By Sextility 


= hi __ take your Life.- mine, 
We evnr ſerve yo of your 
.ſert. What bar Slaves aretheſe, that envy me. 
The a Air 3 ſet Prices on my. 
As they would do on Woly \their Flock! 


Enter Sulpitis 
! a. where þ 


Cinn. | Romans, once road your Cook he,” 
Is that a Fortune fix for Caine Aarins? | 
Adyance your Axes and Rods before him, 

And give him all the $ of his Honour. | 
. ſen, Away ; ſuch Pomp becomes not wretched Marins, 


Y 


hou kill Caiws Magine? [Waker 


— —  —— ——w_—-o_—_— ww = -— 
a ———_— 
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Here let me pay Obedience to my Conſul. 
Lead me, great Cimna, where thy Foes have wrong'd thee, 

And ſee how thy old Souldier will obey. . 

Cim, O Marius, be our Hearts united ever, 
 Tocarry Deſolation into Rome, 
And waſte that Den of Monſters to the Earth, 

Mar. ſen. Shall we? 

Cinn, We'll do't. That godly Soothſaying Fool, 
That ſacrificing Dolt, that Sot Oftavins 
When we were choſen Conſuls in the Forum, 
Diſown'd me for his Collegue ; ſaid, the Gods 
Had told him 1] deſign'd Tyrannick Pow'r ; 
Provok'd the Citizens, who took up Arms, 
And drove meforth the Gates. 

Mar. ſen. Excellent Miſchief ! 
What's to be done ? 

Cinn, No ſooner was I gone, 
But a large part of that City follow'd me. 
There's not an honeſt Spirit leftvin Rome, | 
That does yo er andwiſh'for Marizs. © 

Mar. ſen. Bring me my Horſe, my Armour, and the Laurel 
With which, when I'd o'ercome three barb'rous Nations, 
lenter'd crownd with Trigmnph into Rome. 


"8 


1 go to free her now from greater Miſchicls, Fa 0 
_ Emer Maris j unior axd Granius. 
_ | 


O my young Warriour ! 
Mar, jun. Curſt be the Light, 

Andever curſt be all theſe Regions round us. 

Lavinja's loſt, born back with force to Rowe, 

By Rufhans headed by ber 

Andlike a Coward too I / 
Mar. ſer. Oh Marius ! {ee oot 

Nor gd the Joy that's br 

If ſhe beback-in- , Lavinia's od. 

To morrow's Dawn reſtores her = he Gems 

. For that fair Mito: hh 

So dear; for which ſuch 

Is coy no more, but crowns my NE, 
I long t'embrace her, nay, *tis Death fog +4 

I'm mad ay promis'd Bridegrooms, -horn away TY, 

With h thoughts of nothing but che joyful - 


Fs indie 
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SCE N E Metellus's Houſe. 


Ezter Metellus, Lavinia, Prieſ# of Hymen. 


Lavin. Ay, you have catcht me; you may kill me too : 
But with my Cries I'll rend the echoing Heav*ns, 
Till all che Gods are witneſs how you uſe me. | 
Metell. What? like a Vagrant fly thy Father's Houſe ? 
And follow fulſomely an exil'd Slave, 
Diſdain'd by all the World ?-But abje& Thou, 
Reſolve to go, or bound be ſent to Sylla, 
With as much'Scorn as thou haſt done me Shame. 
Lavin. Do, bind me, kill me, rack theſe Limbs : 1'll bear it. 
But, Sir, conſider ſtil] I am your Daughter ; 
And one hour's Converſe with this boly man 
May teach me to repent, and ſhew Obedience. 
Aetell, Think not tevade me by protradting time : 
For if thou doſt not,-may the Gods forſake me, | 
As 1 will thee, if tho eſcape my Fury { Exit, Metell, 
Lavin. Oh! bid me leap (rather than go to Sylls ) 
From off the Battlemerts of any Tow'r, 
Or walk in Thieviſh ways, or bid me lurk 
Where Serpentsare: chain mewith roaring Bears:; 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnel-houſe 
C'er-cover'd quite with dead mens rattling Bones, 
With reeky Shanks, and yellow chapleſs Sculls : 
Or bid me go into a new- made Grave, 
And hide me with a dead gran in his Shrowd: 
Things that tofhear byt told have maderme tremble : 
And I'll gothrough jt without fear or doubting, 
To keep my Vows unſpotted to my Love —— — 
Prieſt. Take here this Vial theo, and in this moment 
Drink it, when ſtreight through all thy Veins ſhall run 
A cold and drouſie Humor more than Sleep :- 
And in Death's borrow'd likeneſs ſhalt thou lie 
Two Summer days, then'wake as from a Slumber. 
Till Marias by my Letters know what's paſt, - 
And come by ſtealth to Rome. _ . 
Lavin. Give me ;. Oh! give me: tell me not of Fears. 
Prieſt. Farewell : be bold and proſp'rous. [Exit 
Lavin. Oh! farewel — —- 
Heaven knows if ever yeſhall meet agen. 
I havea faint cold Fear thrills ogy my Veins, _ 


That 
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That almoſt freezes up the heat of Life. 

I'll call him back agen to comfort me. 

»Stay, Holy Man. . But what ſhould he do here ? 

My diſmal Scene "tis fit 1 a@ aloie. 

What if this Mixture do not work at all? 

Shall I to morrow then be ſent to Sylla? FP 

No, no, — this ſhail forbid'it ; lie thou there—— -_ wow 

Or how, if, when I'm laid into the Tomb, the Dagger. 

I wake before the time that Aſarins come 

To my Relief ? There, there's a fearful Point. 

Shall 1 not then be ſtifled in the Vault, 

Where for theſe many hundred years the Bones 

Of all my bury'd Anceſtors are pack'd ? 

Where, as they ſay, Ghoſts at lome hours reſort, 

With Mandrakes ſhreeks torn from the Earth's dark Womb, 

That living Mortals.hearing them run mad ? 

Or if 1 wake, ſhall I not be diſtracted, 

laviron'd round with all theſe hideous Fears, 

And madly play with my Fore-fathers Joints ; 

Then in this Rage with ſome great Kinſman's Bones, 

As with a Club, daſh out my deſp'rate Brains / 

What? Syla? get thee gone, thou meager Lover: 

My Senſe abhors thee. Don't diſturb my Draught; 

'Tis to my Lord. [ Drinks. ] Oh Mariw! Marim! _ | 

Exit. 


The end. of the Fourth A C T» 
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AVIV. 


SCENE. | 
Cinna's Camp before the Walls of Rome. 


{ Trumpet ſound a G ener al- 


Enter Cigna, Marius ſenior, 4nd Sulpitius , Granivs, 
Two Embaſſadors, Guards. 


Cinn, my from Rome ? How many Slaves, 
Traitors, and Tyrants, Villains, was I call'd 
But yeſterday? yet now their Conful Cine. 
Oh ! what anexcellent maſter is an Army, 
To teach Rebellious Cities Manners ! Say, 
My Friend and Colleague Marine, ſhall we hear *em ? 
Mar. ſen. Whom ? 
Cinn. The Emballadors. 
Mar. ſen. From whence ? 
Cinn. From Rome. 
Mar. ſen. My loving weerngt-oge:: they muſt be heard, 
Or Sys will be 
Cinn, In what ſtate 
And Pageantry the ſolid Lymps move on ? 
And though they come to beg, will be attended 
With their ill order'd Pomp and awkard Pride. 
—_—_ e? and from whence? 
. From wretthed Rome. 
To thee, moſt mighty Cinpe, and to thee, 
Moſt dread Lord Marms, in ber name we bow. 
- Cinn. What's your Demand ?- 
1. Emb. Hear bot our hamble Prayers, 
And all Demands be made - wa like Cinna. 
Whither, oh / whithber will your aw Lan purſue us? 
Muſt all the Fortunes and the Lives 
Suffer for one Mi of her Maſters? 
Your ſorrowful Mother Rome, 
In whoſe _ dr you were ;murs'd and bred, 
Stretches her trembling Arms t'i your Pity, 
Fold up your dreadful Enfigns, ji bg by 
Your warlike Terrors, that affright ber Matrons, 
And come to her ere Sorrows quite o'erwhelm her. 
But come like Sons that rhe pac Parents Joy : 
Enter her Gates with Dove: «ahora 


And 
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And let no bloudy Slaughter ſtain her Streets. 
Cinn, Thus cis you think to heal up ſmarting Honour , 

By pouring flatt'ring Balm into the Wound, 

Which for a time may make*it whole and fair: 

Till the falſe Medicine be at laſt diſcoyer'd, 

And then it ranckles to a'Sore again. 

Take this my Anſwer: I will enter Rome ; 

But for my Force, I'll keep it ſtill myown, 

Nor part with Pow'r to give it tomy Foes. 

Mar. ſen. Sulpitins, ſee, what abjeCt Shaves are theſe ? 
Such bzſe Deformities a long Rabe hides. 

Salpit, 1 cannot but laugh to think on'r, 

Mar. ſen. What? 

Sulpit. How theſe politick Noddles,. that look ſo grave upon the 
matter inthe Senate-houſe, will laugh and grin at one another, when 
they are ſer a ſunning upon the Capitol. 

2. Emb. May wereturn with joy into our City, 

Proclaiming Peace, agreed with Heav n and you ? 

Cinn.. Go, tell *em we exped due Homage paid, 
Of every Senator expect Acknowledgment, 

Mighty Rewards, and Offices of Honour, 
1. Emb. But on that Brow there ſtill appears a-Cloud, 
That never reſe without a following Storm. 

Mar. ſen. Alas? for me, ® imple Baniſh'd man, 

Driv'n from my Country by the right of Law, 
And juſtly puniſh'd as my- 1lls deſerv'd, 
Think not of me : what'er are his Reſolves, 

E ſhall obey. 

Both Ewb. May all the Gods reward you. ——— \ 

[ Ex. Embaſs. and Attendants. 

Cinn, Now, Marin, x 

Har. ſen. Now, my Ciuma. F 

Cinn. Arenot we | 
True barn of Kome, true Sons of ſuch a Mother ? 

How I adore thy Temper ? | 
Mar. ſen. Thoſe two Knaves' +  . -, 
Thoſe whining, fawning, bumble, plaint Villains. 
Would cut thy Throat or mine for half a Drachns, 
- Cinn. Let's not delay a moment. | 
Mar. ſen, Oh! let's fly, 
Enter this curſed City ;. nay,. with Smiles tov, 
But falſe as the adulterate Pramilſes 32, ra 
Of Favourites in pow'r,, when paor men court 'egx;} | +: C5 
Cinn, They always hated me,, becauſe a Souldier, . 
» Mar. ſex. Baſt Natures ever e at things above 'em,. 
And hate a Pow'r. they, are too much oblig'd-to. : -., .. 
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When Fears are on them, then their kindeft Withes - 
And beſt Rewards attend che gallant Warriour ; _ 
Bur Dangers vanilht, infamous 
11] Uſage and Reproach are all his Portions 
Or at the beſt he's wedded to! { Want, 
Robb'd of that little Hire he toil'Candibled fc 
- Salp. Vd rather turn ah NET 
Live apon Prey, and 
Than, Ton my Honour da 
CallPd me to Dangers, be ſo ba 
Mar, ſen. E'er we this C 
Not to deſtroy one honeſt R 
Sxlp. Nor one chaſt Marron. 
Cimn, Nor a faithful Fri | 
Nor true-born Heir,/'nbr* Nat 
Mar. ſen. But KnavesgangV' 
And th'eadleſs ſwarmyof Fe 
Be Slaughter's Game, til 
Cinm, Po 7 our Q 
Mar, ut alle 
O Syla, if at Capua thowl 
How Fortune deals wich 
And make the Gods rt ths 
Sulpitins, as along the 
With ſolemn pace and 
Whome'er | imileon letth 


YI ogh. / ies... 
Oh! can th#Matrons and les,” 2 RI” 
a 


mor a 


The Screams of dying [nfatits,. and Ffoan 
Of murther'd Men be Maſick to appeaſe me? 
Sore Death's not far from ſuch a deſp'rate Cure. 
Be'twith me rather ) a 

That rive the Tran] of i: des 
Ang tear from Tops the loaded'y 
And kill the1 
For having no more F4 | Naa 
Heay'ns face grows Storm is teard 
And Nature mikcs''s gai Iy-as before, — | 


SCENE Metellus's ie” 
| Emer Metellus,” Sens , 


Metel. Peace with Xfarius ? O moſt baſe 

Thatover:-ruliog wa pane 
Was not the City ours, ant 4s too: / 
At CpG almoſt in @T 
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And to ſubmit ! Could I but once have fought for't, 
I might have met this 2darius in Arms, - 

Aud __ reveng'd for all the a done me. 
Nurle 


Enter Ne... 


Nurſe, Here, n'e ſhall plooly you- 
Metell, Go wake Lavinia. , ſhe muſt hence 
For Capsa this mo 
CExit. 


Faremns her ] Journey TE 
? ber face. ;/covers Lavinia on a Couch, 


. Wake | ? pos ixmouſe ! it will bees peorith, 


, EEE” yo. 
for 


Marry and Amen. 
| muſt needs wake 


Now ſhould your Lovde $ 1 you. ture 
He'd fright you up i' faith'? Vial 'titdo? 
Dreſt too? and in your Tk -apd down agen? 
Nap! am edy! L | ! Lady! 

a5 P, LEGS Grad. - 
Ah! leans end 1 Wis born!” E 


Some Hqua vite. oy 


Metell, Lavinis dead? 

Nurfe. Your only Daughters dead-: 
As dead as a Herri 

Metell. Stiff,” oo and wy 
Thy Bluſhes'that have warm" 
All Henrtitbacovertett has 
Sigh till ye break; and-all ye Eyes that 
In my Lavinia pong weep with me, 
Till Grief the Worlds" Fi Tears, 

Nurſe. Oh [ ! oh Day ! ob Day ! ab hateful Day ! 
Never was ſeen ſo black'a day as this.. - . 
Oh Day ! oh woful ! oh Day like Night! ©; 

Aectell, No more:. her One * 
Dreſt as ſhe is (be ſhall be bora to 6-405 


I'th'Sepulchre where our Ae ore NE 


Be'c done, whilſt all things'we ordain 
þ + 


Torn from their Office, and affift m Sadneſs. CExit. 

Nurſe. lt, ſhall be done and doneand overdone, as we are un- 
done. - And Þ will figh, and cry tilt | ay ſwell'd as big as a Pum- 
kin. Nay, my poor Baby, I'll rake care thou ſhalt not die for 
nothing; tforl-will waih thee with my Tears, perfame thee with 
my Sighs, and ſtick a Flower in evecy part abont thee 


- Ee, Nimſe, 
S CE NE changes tothe Forum, where is placed the 
Conful's Tribunal. £44 
Enter two Citizens. - 
"7 ood ? Hiker, oh.| whither ſhall we fly for Safety ? 
ready reeking Murther's i Str 
Matrons with Infants in ” Bs are bu d, wok 


[Exeunt. 


And Rome appears one nc 
Stop, ſtop the Fury of this cruel? T 
Or ſend your Thunder forth.tg Ktrike us dead, 
1. Cir, Ruine draws nearus: Q i! let's fly 
To the Altars of our Gods, and Þ | 
Enter Ancharius the Senator andvis Grandſon, 
Child, Hide me, my Ma Wy mea are coming - 
Will rhey kill you ahd me too? 
Anch. Oh my Child ! 
Decrepit Age benumbs - Uh : 
pu »- nor- flee. ge) | 
Child. Then here Either day 
3: bs 
I'll fall upon my Kneegand | 
Iam a very lit BOY 3 - 
They'll pity ſure my Tas and grant me all. 
Enter ſeveral Old men it black with Cypreſs Wreabs, leading Pirgins in 
Then enters Marius ſenior «s Conſul, Liftors, Sulpitius, and Guards. 
Mar. ſen. 1 thank. ye, Gods, ye have zeſtor'd me now.” 


2 Cir. Hear us, ye Gods, an 

Er our own Slaves are 

Of one another die as Komans ough "_u 
* That kill'd my Mother and my The: 

I cannot hide thee, ef Aur; to do.. 

Perhaps they'll not come yel 

eg your Life... 
And when I cry, and t hang aboug em, , 
white with Myrile,, who kneel before the Trib 
the F,- mel 


= 


-. wo F = | a 
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What Pageantry is this, Sulpitins, here ? 
Remove theſe Slaves, and bear 'emto their Fates. 

1. Old Man, We come not for our ſelves, but in the Name 
Of Rome, tooffer up eta Lives for all, 
Pity a wretched State, thou raging God, 
And let looſe all thy dfeadful Fury here. 

Mar, ſen. | know ye all, - DP | 3 ye are 
The iy and Patrons of Am ealla ns 
Ye can be bumble when Aftliftion 
And with that Cheat ar __ | 
Tocharm a generous Mi wrong'd it. 
Falſe arg your Safeties IT: ow'r : . 


For ſoon ye- —— and L659 able 

Falſe are your aMictions falſer : 

For they chieat oo : you hope for Mercy, 

Which you ſhall fa a; Maria's hands. 

Who truſts your 4 
Rebellion will r ; 


Y'are never pleas'd UTE: 
And work your-Follies t 


For your Retinol. nel Ic 
To changeand t juſt 2s the F; t ; 
And think you by this ſolemn piece of Fooling 
To hufh my Rage, and melt me into Pity ? 
Advance, Sulpitins; old Anchari there, 
Who was ſo violent for my Deſtrudtion, 
That bis Beard bruſtled as his Face ited ; 
Away with him. Diſpatch.theſe too, 
Bur ſpare the Virgios, *cauſe mine yes have ſeen 'em : 
Or ep *em for my Wartiours to rejoice in. 
Thou who wert born to be the Plague of Rome, 
What would'ſt thou do with me? ' + 
Mar. ſen, Diſpoſe thee Ranch... iy 
Amongſt the ather Offal, for Jaws #5, 
Of hungry Death, till Xome be purg'd of Villains. 
Thou dy'ſt for wronging Marins, —— | 
Child. Oh my Lord ! | 
(For you muſt be a Lord, you are ſo 2 ang ry) 
For my py ſpare his L_ 1 on no Friend 
But him to t years from Wyongs. 
Whea he - dead, ue will cone nn, me, 
A poor ant helpleſs n, nak 
To all the Iſlsof-the rm faithleſs World ? 
Mar. ſen. Take:hence this Brat too 3 nk it ona Spear, 
And let it ſprawl ts make the Grandfire ſport. 


Child. O cruel Man! Tilhang upon your Knees, 4 
/ An 


Smile whe you and ſtreak'you' inte? 
Play hed 708 aps) mak ; Wy 
For mine* ( alas !) the Got hovets nf 
"Mav. ſen. Your LrOcod! 0 \ | 
Are they inſtructed, bred anfradl 
For that old Paralytick'Sla 
Let me not know eat 
But ſpare this, /cauſe*t$ 


Andl've a Softneſs in myt 


op 
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 Idream'd Lavinis came and found me dead 
And breath'd ſuch Life with Killes on my Lips, 
ThatI reviv'd, and wasgn Eniperor. : 


Enter Catulus. 

. Catw. My Lord already here ? 

* Mar, jun. My truſty '" 

What News from my Lavinis: 
Catul. She's very well. MS 
Mar. jun. Then nothing can'bell 

Something thou ſeem'ſt to know thar's terrible. 

Out with it boldly, man, Whas caufh-thou ſay 

Of my Lavinia? E £4 . 


and bleſs me. 


*Tis done: I'll hence: ; 

Haſt thou no Letters to'me from the Prieſt ? 
Carul, No, my good Lord. 
Mar, for, No matter, get thee gone. ——— [Exit, Catuhus. 

Lavinia | yet PIllie with thee to tight ; 

But, for the means. Oh Miſchief / thou art ſwift 

To catch the ſtragling Thonghrs of deſptate men. 

I doremember an Apothecary,,.. 

That dwelt about this Rendezyouz bf Death: 

Meagre and very rueful were his Eooks ; 

Sharp Miſery had worn him to the Bones ; 

& And 1n his needy Shop a Tortiſe hung, 
An Allegator ſtuff'd, and othef Skins 
_Of ill-ſhap'd Fiſhes: and about his Shelves 

A Beggarly account of e Boxes, 

Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and muſty Seeds, - 

Remnants of Pack-thread, and old Cakes of Rofes, * 

Were thinly ſcatter'd, to make up a Show, © * 

Oh for a Poiſon now! his Need will ſell'tt, © 

Fhough it be preſent Death by Roman Law. © ; 

As I remember this nou e the moe. R 

His Shop it ſhut: wich Beggars all are Ho S. 

Holla? Apothecary 3 hoa / hr: 


wo ' 4 Emer Apothecary... | 

Apoth, Who's there ? SEES; 
' Air. jun. Come hither, man. Be: 74 
I ſee thou'rt very poor 3 


of Caius Marias. 
Thon may.ft do aby thing : here's fifty - a 
Get me a Draught of that will ſooneſt free 
A Wretchfrom all-his Cares: thou underftand'ft me. y 

Apoth. Such mortal Drugs L have, butRomas Law 
Speaks Death to-any he that ntters *em. | 

Mar. jun. Art thouſo 

Yer fearſſt to die? Famine 
Need and Oppreſlion 
Contempt and 
The World js not r the World $ Law; :; 
The World affords no pom eo make thee rich : 


Then be not poor, but Te org and take this, \ | 
Apoth, My Poverty, b Will conſents——. - 
SF Goes in, per = Fil of Poliſh; 
Take this and drink it off, the Work is 
Mar; jun. There is thy Gold, worſe Pi > mens Souls, . 
Ling gore nes in chr loathſom war 147." | 
Thanthele poor Compo thowrt, forbid to [el]. 
1 ſell thee Þgtlon, coo _—_ ſold | 
Farewel— bu Rs fleſh. 
Now for the Moen tos of 


It ſhould be here: The door isopen too, 
TlVinſatiate mouth of Fate gapes wide for more. 


-- My Nilndy nod '0URY 
| More fierce and. 
Than 


£3) "JF . 
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Mar. jun. 1 know 1 muſt, and therefore 1 came hither. 
Good Reverence, do not tempt a deſp'rate man. 
By Heay'n, | love thee better than my ſelf : + 


For | againſt my ſelf come hither arard. 
Stay not, be gone Live, and hereafter fay, 


A mad man's mercy gave thee el. 
Prieſt. | do dehe thy | el, 
And here will ſeize thee as a * Robber. 
Mar. jun, Wilt thou voraks web T bay here, take thy wages, 
{ Kills hin, 


Prieft. Pm kill'd. Oh Min ins ! now t6o1ate I know thee. 
Thou'ſt flainthe only man conld-do thee good. 
Lavinia —— Oh! J—— 

Mar. jun. Let: peruſe this Face. : 
Ir is the hone joyn'd our hands, | 
In a Diſguize c Give me thy Hand, 
Since in bby Role with me thou'rt writ, 
I'Il bury thee in atriumphant Grave. 
Thou deteſtable Maw, thoy Wombof Death, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt Morſel ofthe Earth, 
Thus will 1 force thy rotten Jawstobpen, '- FPulls down the 
And ſpite of thee yetcram thee with more Food. | fide of the Tomb. 
Oh gorgeous Palace! oh my Love!-my Wife! 
Death has had yet nopow'r upon thy Beauty ; 
That is not conquer'd. Beauty's Enfig {In 
Is Crimſonin thy Lips and in th $3 
And the pale Flag is not ad there 
Why art thou ſtill ſo fair ? Shall believe 
That the lean Monſter Death is amorous, 
And k&ps thee here in Darkneſs for his:Paramour ? - 
For fear that, I'll tay with thee foritever, 
Come, bitter Conduct, thouwunſavoury. Sue: 
Here's to mMy.LOVe——— . (Drinl the "Poiſon. 
And now Eyes look your laſt s Fw F 
Arms take your laſt Embrace, whilſt on 
| fix the Seal of an eternal Contralt ———— >, 
She breaths and ſtirs. OL ir 

Lavin. in the Tomb. Wheream'l ? ex. (hm ay 1] 
Tis very cold ; and yet here's ſomerhi _ 

be beatle mon 5; 


Mar, juz. She lives, SS 
Speak, my Lavinia, Ne 


Dies. 


E 


of Caius Marius. 
Be good as he is, and protect me. 0 

Mar, jus, Hah! 
Wilt thou not own me? aol then but like him? 

Much, much indeed I'm chang'd from what I was; 
Andneeer all be my ſelf, if thow art loſt, . 

Lavin. The God's have heard my Vows, itis my Afariwe. 
Once more they have 
Hadſt thou not come, 
But there's a Sov 
That might do Won 

Mar. jun, |] Fate Sages 
Nor cruel Parents, nor oppreſling L 
Did not Heav:n's Power's: 

And when thou tol&ſt the tale c thy Diſaſters, Diſaſters, 
Was there not ſadneſs and a'Glc mong 
«ppc and they-in x 

to redeem me this va 


Lavis, Oh! grows ik x pi 
To open all the Treaſure of my-* 


2+, And ſhey thee how 'ishil'®, woul@waſtontore time . 


Than ſo impatient Love as mine can ſpare. 
He's gone ; he's dead z breathleſs : ap! my Merins 


A Vi 7 nor leave fre £7 
Oh a} rl? oo not leave one 
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Mar, ſen, Sure I have known that Face. | 
Lavin, And canſt thou think of any one good: Turn 
Fhat | have done thee, and not kill me for't? 
Mar. ſen. Art thou not call'd Lavinia ? 
Lavin. Once-l was: 
But by my Woes may now be better known. 
Mar. ſen. cannot ſee thy Face, 
Lavin, You-muſt, and hear me. 
By this, you muſt: nay, | will hold you faſt. { Seizes his Sword, 
Mar. ſen, What'w ſay? where's -nS my Rage gone now? 
Lavin, | am-Lavinis, tiarn of Noble R 
My blooming B:auty conquer'd many _—_ ts, 
Bit prov d the greateſt Torment, of. my own : 
Though my. Vows proſper'd, 007. - Wh was anſwer'd 


By Mariws, the 

That Man cer envy'd at or Gs fight for. 

He was the Son of an u y 

And baniſh'd with him @hen our were young ; "Y 


Scarce a night old. 
Mar. ſen. | d6xemember't we 7 i 

And thou art She, that Wonder of thy kind, 

That could'ſt be true to exil'd Miſery 


as 


3 
And to and fro through barren Deſarts 


To find th Pnkappy Wretch thy Soul os Topd of. 

Lavin. you remember*t ? 

Mar. ſen.. \n every point 

Lavin>You then were gentle, took me in — fog Arms, | 
Embrac'd me, bleſt-me, us'd-me ken Father 
And farel was not thanklefs for the Bounty. 

Mar, fen. No, thou ET next the Gods, my only Comfort. 
When 1 lay fainting on the br Parc rth, 
Beneath the ſcorching heat of 
Hungry and dry, no Food nor F 
Then Thou, as by the Gods 
Cam'ſt by, 'and in ſſion did'ſt r 

Lavin. Did | allthis 
' Mar. ſen, Thou didft, thou ſav'dft my Life,” 
Elſe I had ſynk beneath the weight of Want, 
And binaPrey tomy remorſelefs F 
_ Lavin. And ſeg how well am at retimind.”- 

All could not balance for theſtort-term*d Life 
Of one Old Man : You have my Father butcher'd, 


chear me : 


The only Comfort I had feft on Earth. ; 
The Gods have taken too-my Husband from e.. 
See where he lies, your and my only Toy.” Pe.. 


| This Sword yet r 


my Father 's Gore, 


oe Caius Maris. 


Plunge it OT tee ange, Ska 
And 
Se ei 'grom 4 Deel as 1 am. 


['Strabs ber ſelf with his Sword. 
Mar, fes. Nay, AE Yes nga in Cruelty, 
By Natures Light extinguiſht Tet the Sun 
Withdraw his Beatnsy und put _ | 8s in' Darkneſs, 
Whilſt hereI howl awa my Life Sorrows, 
Oh! let me bury Mean my Sins 
Here with this good Old man. Thus let me kiſs * 
Thy pale ſunk Cheeks; embalm thee with wy Nees: ' 
My Son, how cam'ſt thou by this wretched End ? 
We might have all bin Friends, and in one Houſe * 
Enjoy'd the Bleſſings of Eternal Peace. 


But oh ! my cruel Nature has uadone me. E 
Emer Meſſenger. 
Meſſ..My Lord, Tbrit mot diaftrous News. 
Sylls's n'd: his army March 
From , andto Rome. 
At whith the Rabblear tion, 


And your $»/pitix« mortally is wounded, 
Enter Sulpitiug4led in by #woof the Guard) and Granius. 


Mar. ſen. Oh ! then I'm ruin'd from! this very morren:. 
Has my good Genins lefrme ? Hope forſakes me. 
The Name of Syfa's baneful toy Fortune. 
Be warn'd by me, ye Great onc y'embroil 
Your Country's Peace, \and dip your Hands in Slaughter. 
Ambition isa Luſt that's never quencht, | 
Grows more inflam'd and madder by Enjoyment. 
Bear me away, and lay me y Bed, 
A hopeleſs Veſſel boun for -darkLand 


Of loathſome Death, and1 nave geep with Sorrows.” Os off. 
Sulpir. A Cure on all how 1 hate it ! - 

I'd rather haar@Dog? Than a Man whine 0% 
Gran. You'te wounded, Sic : I hope it is not much. 
Sly.” No 


þ. No tis not ſo deep a8 a Well, ngr fo wide as a Church- 
doorz But tis enongh ; 'twill ſerve; 1 am pepper'd I warrant; I 
warrant for this World. A Pox on all Mad-men hereafter. - If 1 
geta ! Monument, let this be my Epitaph *: . 


Sulpitias djes here, that troubleſome Slave, 
' That ſent many honeſter Men to the Grave, be 4 6h 
Ard '< 'd likg 4 Fool when þ' badlivd ke 4 Kreve, * [LEx. Onnes, 


4 * © 
LN FINTS. 


E-P.1LO 


Spoke by Mrs. Bary, who aBted L Lavinia 


A Miſchie ove! The dup pw ; c 
May T believe this lay of 0 [x Fabris - KO 
This Fab nr rum phy hy ing Play: 

Why, what a Iwill LA 

The Nation that's wit ears t Din, 


Will ſwear ware rai Fel mt cers ag 

For know, our Poet, w s Play was wade, 

Had nought but Dilws 2 wud Trumpets in his head. 
H'had bai 'd Poetry and all her Charms, 

And needs the Foal be 6 a Man at Arms. 

No Prentice e 'er gr 

Had ſuch a mind to 

Nay, fure at IaFF rh Infettion 

For t wo da I was a Captain too : . 

Neither for Þ ders #or for France to ham, 


come,” 
hJerves ye half a or Wit at home. 
| phich amo is there to be found, +. 

Will take his Third Day s Pawn PieY4 pode "a2 
Or,nowis be OE 6 will fair 2” 6 
To give him ready Money for hare _ Bs 
Theref - Fa tal. Doom, . 


ehv fe 
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THE IMMORTAL FAME 
O-F | 
Our Late Dread Sovereign 


K. CHARLESIL 


Of ever Bleſſed Memory. 


AND TO 
THE SACRED MAJESTY 
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The Moſt Auguſt and Mighty Prince 


JAMES II. 


Now by the Grace of God 
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FRANCE and: TRELAND, 
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A MONUMENT: 


K. CHARLES. I. 


PO E. M.. D 


OE CANT Foe Icy Ivy 
And Troy,does-ſtill:; 10 Hower's; nargbers liycs,.. Sy 
Haw dare 1 couch thy: Praiſe, Thpu.glyrious Frame., 


WichonfboPonbics as thy,Raiſer's Name; . 
»T1 Bar 


a 


[2] 
But: that I-wanting Fame am ſure of Thane 
To ctermize this'humble Song of ming., * 
At leaſt the'Mernirof” that More ihwkan 
From whoſe vaſt Mind thy Glorics firſt began, 
Shall even my mean and worthleſs Verſe commend, 
For Wonders dlways/did [his Name atten,” F- 
Though now ( alas!) in the ſad Grave he lies, : 
Tet ſhall bis Praiſe for ever live, and Laurels from it riſe. 
Great ork. atccading) the/Cmimay d ”; | 
Of an ungfarfull Inca flifnctk's Land; DJ 
Which, grown too wanton, 'caufe *twas over blctt, 
Wou'd never give its Nurſing Father reſt ; 
But, having ſpoil'd the Edge of il-forg'd Law , 
By Rods and Axes had/heen kept injAwe ; 0] 
But chat his gracious Hands the Sceptre held © 
In all the Arts of Mildly guiding skilld ; 
Who ſaw thofe Engmes which unhing' weeds | 
Grievd at our Follics with #Farhet Pope) bl 
Knew the vie ways'We did afflid'hani'takd, £15 051 
And watch!d what have we did t6/Riinemithe 0+." 
2 | Yet 


[3] : 
Yet when upon! its biink we'eem'd'to'ftand, 
Lent to our Succour a Forgiving hand. 

Though now ( alas! ) in the ſad Grave be lies , 
Tet ſhall. bis: Praiſe for ever live, and Laurels thence ariſe. 
Mercy'stndeed the Attribute of Heay'n, 
For Gods have Pow'r to' keep the balance ev'n, 
Which if Kings looſe, how can they govern well?: :. 
Mercy ſhou'd pardon, but the Sword compel]. 
Compaſlion's «fe a:Kingdom's greateſt harm; ' -  -©/ 
Is Warmth engenders Rebels nil:they ſwarm ;*' - + 
And round the Throne themſelves in Tumults ſpread. 
To heave the Crown from a long Suff*rer's Head. 
By Example this that God-like King once knew 3 
And aftcr, by Experience, found too true. 
Under Pluliftzan Lords we longihad. mourn'd, . 
When he, our great Delivercr, -return'd ; | "af 
But thence the Deluge of our Tears did ccaſc,- 
The Royal Doye ſhew'd us fuch marks of Peace. - 
And when this Land in Bloud he-might have laid; 
Brought Balſana from the Woundsovur felyes had made. - 


WET. [4F- 

" hough tio (-alas:!') :in the Jad Grave he-lies, . 
Tet ſhall his Prajſe for ever live, and Lawrels from-it riſe. 
- Then Matrons leG'd:him as-he paſs'd along, 

And Triumgh-e&ho'd through th' enfranchis'd throng. 
On his each Hand his Royal:Brothers ſhone, 

Like two Supporters-of Great: Britain's Throne : 


The farſt, for Deeds of Armas, renown'd as far 

As Fame cer flew, to tell great Tales of War ; 

Of Nature gen'rous, -and of ſtedfaft Mind ;. 

To Flat ry deaf, but ne&er to Merit blind ; 

Reſerv'd in Pleaſures, but in Dangers bold ; 

Youthfull in Actions , and mn Conduct old ; 

True to his Friends , as watchfull o'er his Foes, 

And a juſt Value upon each beſtows; 

Slow to condemn, nor partial to commend ; 

The brave Man's Patron,and the wrong'd Man's Friend, 


Now juſtly ſcated on th' Imperial Thrane, 

In which high Sphere-no brighter Scar cr ſhone : 
Verrue's great Pattern, and Rebellion's Dread 3 
Long ray he live to bruiſe that Scrpent's Head. 


Till 


[SJ 
Till all his Foes their juſt Confuſion. mece 
And growl and pine boncath his mighty Fect. 
| The ſecond, for Debates in Councils fir, 

Of ſtedd y Judgment and dcep piercing 'Wit ; 
To all the'nobleſt Heights of Learning bred ; 


Both Men and Books with Curious Scarch had read: 


Fathom'd the ancient Policies of Greece, 
And having form'd from all one curious Piece, 


Learn't thence what Springs beſt moye and guide a State, 


And could with caſe dire&t the heavy Weight. 
But our then angry Fate great Gloſter ſeiz'd,, 
And never ſince ſcem'd perfetly appeas'd. 
For, oh! What pity, People bleſs'd as we 
With Plenty, Peace and noble Liberty ,- 
Should ſo much of our: old Diſeaſe retain, 

To make us ſurfeit into Slaves again ! 


Slaves to thoſe Tyrant Lords whoſe Yoke we bore, 


And ſcrv'd ſo bafe a Bondage.to before; 


Yet 'cwas our Curſe, that Bleflings flow'd too faſt, - 


Or we-had Appetites too courſe to taſte. 
| | W- - 


Fond 


[5] 
Fond Iſraelites-omr: Manza to refuſe , 
And Egypr's loathfome Fleſb-pors murma'ring chute. 
Great Charles ſaw this, yet hufh'd bis riling Breaſt, 
Though much the Lion in.his Boſomne preſt 
But he for Sway feent'd fo by Nature made, ' 
That his own Paſhons knew him, and obey'd, 
Maſter of them , he-ſoften'd his Command, 
The Sword of Rulc ſcarce threatn'd in his Hand. 
Seern Mageſty upon his Brow nah far, 
But Smiles, ftill playung round x, made it fees: 
So finely mix'd .had Nature dar'd t afford ; 
One leaſt Perfecon; more, h'ad been adar'd, 
Mercifull, juſt, -good-natur'd, lib'ral, brave, 
* Witty, a Pleaſure's Friend, yet not her Slave. 
The paths of Life by nobleſt methads trod; 
Of mortal mould , but in his Mind a God: 
Though-nom. ( alas { ) im the ſad Grawe he lies, 
Tet ſhall bis Praife for ever true, and Laurel. from it riſe. 
In chis greac Mind long; hc his: Cares rcvoly'd, * - 
And long u wasc'er the great Mind: cefoly'd.: .- 


Til 


C71] 
Till Weariaefs, at laſt his Thoughes'comipos'd;' + -* 
Peace was the Choice, and theit Debatcs were clogd. 
But , oh ! | 
Through all this Ile, where ic ſeems moſt WOvurg 
Nothing ſo hard as wiſh'd-for Peace to find. 

The Elements due Order here maintain, | 
And pay their Tribute in of Warmth.and Rain. 
Cool Shades and Streams, rich fertile Lands abound, 
And Nature's bounty flows the feaſoayround. + _ _ 
But we, a wretched race of Men, thus bleſt, 
. Of fo much HappineGs (if known) poſleſt, - 
Miſtaking every noblkeſt Uſe of Lite, 
Left beautcous Quiet,. that. kind, tender Wite, 
For the unwholeſome, brawling Harlot, Strife. 
The Man in Power, by wild \Ambition led, 
Enyy'd all Honours on another's Head ; 
And, to ſupplant ſome Rival, by his Pride - 
| Embroil'd that State his Wiſcdom ought to guide. 
The Prieſts who humble Temp'rance ſhould profeſs, 
Sought ſilken Robes and fat voluptuous Edle;  -- 
| B 2 90 
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So with "ſmall Labours in the Vineyard ſhown - 
Forſook God's harveſt to improve their own. 
That dark Ainigma ( yet unriddled) Law, - 
Inſtead of doinfy Right and giving Awe, 

Kept open Liſts,” and at the noiſy Bar, 


- Four times a year; proclaim'd a Civil War ; 
Where daily Kinſman, Father, Son and Brother 
Might.damn their Souls to:ruine one another. 
Hence Cavils r6ſe /gamſt Heav'ns and C eſar's Cauſe, | | 
From falſe Religions and corrupted Laws ; 
' Till fo at laſt Rebellion's Bale was laid, 
And God or King no longer were obey'd. | 
But that good Angel whoſe ſurmounting Power 
Waited Great Chartes in cach emergent hour, | 
Againſt whoſe Carc Hell vainly did decree, 4k 
Nor faſter could deſign than That foreſce;. 
Guarding the Crown upon. his Sacred Brow  . 
From all-us blackeſt Arts, was with him/now, © *] 
Aſlur'd him Peace muſt be: for him-defign'd,: - 
For he was born: to giveat all mankind/: co; Jil 20h 
| £ U By 
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By Paticnee, Merctes'large, and many'Toils, : :! 5:51 
In his own Realms to calm' inteſtine Broils, --- ©: 
Thence ev'ry root of Diſcord to'reriyove; 5 5: 7 
And plant us new; with Unity and Love. 
Then ſtretch his healing Hands to neighbouring Shores, 
Where Slaughter-rages and wild Rapine roars;\\"- + 
To cool their Ferrhents- with the Charmes of Peace, 
Who, ſo their Madnefs andtheir Rage might ceaſe, 
Grow all; (cmbracing'whay ſuch Fricndſhip brings} 
Like us the People, and like Him their Kings. - 

But now ( alas!) - in the ſad Grave he lies , | 
Tet ſhall his Praiſe | for ever "live ,3 und Laurels from: it viſe. 
For this Aſſurance pious Fhanks he paid,- | 

Then. in his Mind the beauteous' Modell laid 

' Of that Majeſtick Pile; whete'ofechis Care -- * '- 

A while forgot he might for 'Eaſe repair. 

A Scat for:fweert Retirement,” Health and Love, 
Britain's Olympus; where;like awfall Foe, - 5 5d 


He pleas'd could {it , and:his Regards beſtow: -: .* 


Orrthe.vein; baticofwratmicig Work belowo. 37-1: ./ 
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Een, the -meaneſt of thoſe hutable: Swans, 
'Who1ang his Praiſcs through the fertile Plains, 
 Onceina happy hour was thither led, 
Curious to ſce what. Fame fo far-had ſpread. 
There, Tell my Muſe, what wonders thou didfi find 
Worthy. thy Song and bis Celefiial Mind. -  * 

"Twas at that joyfull, hallow'd Day's retutn, 
On which that Man of Miracles was born, 

At whoſe great Birth-appcard-a noon-day Star, - 
Whach Prodigy foretold yet many more ; 

Did ſtrange Eſcapes from dreadtull Fate declare, 
Nor ſhin'd, but for one greater King beforc. 

Though now ( alas! ) in the ſad Grave be lies , 

Tet ſhall bis. Praiſe for ever live, and Laurels from it riſe. 

For this great Day were equal Joys prepar'd, 
The Voice of Truumph on the. Hills was heard ; 
Redoubl'd Shoutings wak'd the Echo's round 
And chcarfull Bowls-with loyal Vows were crown'd. 
But, aboye all, within thoſe lofty Towers, - | 
Where Glorious:Cherits then ſpent bus happy hours, 

| Joy 


[17 ] 
Joy wore a folerm, thongh a-ſmiling Face 3 - - 
"Twas gay, but yet Majeftick, as the Place. 

Fell then , my Muſe ,, what Wonders thou did/t find. 
Worthy thy Song and bis Celeftial. Mind. 

Within a Gate of ſtrength, -whoſe ancient Frame 
Has out-worn Time andthe Records of Fame; 
A Reverend * Dome'there ſtands, where twice cach day cot | 
Aſſembling Prophers their Devotions pay, 
In Prayers and Hymns co Heaven's Ecernal King, - 
The Cornet, Flute and Shawme, aſliſting as they fing.. | 
Here 1f-ae/'s myRtick Starmes they recount ,. 
From the firſt Tables of the Holy: Mount ,. 
To the bleſt Gofpel of that Glorious Lord, - 
Whoſe pretious Deach Salvation has reftord. 
Here ſpeak, my Maſe , what Wonders thou did} find: 
Worthy thy: Song and bis Celeftial- Mind: LN . 

Within this. Dee a ſhining, + Chapel's rais'd,. | $5. Georges | 
Tos Noble -ro-be welt deferib'd or praigd; 1 ; 
Before the. Door,. fix ian Awe profound}. -/! - 

I ſtood and gazdiwith pleaſing Wonder round s:-  - 


[n] 
When one approachd who bore:much ſober Grace, | 
Order and Ceremony: in his Face ; | 
A threatning Rod did his dread Right-hand-poize, 

A badge of Rule and'Tertour oet the Boys : | 
His Left, a Maſly bunch of Keys did ſway, | 
Ready to open all to all-that pay. 
This Courteous Squire, obſerving how amazd 
My Eyes betrayd me as they wildly gazd, 
The Bar Thus gently ſpoke: Thoſe * Bannerg raisd on high 
= x Beroken noble Vows of Chivatry , 


Which. here their Hero's with Religion make 
When they the Enſigns of this Order take. 
Then in due method made me underſtand 
What Honour fam'd St. George had done our Land ; 
What Toils he vanquiſhd, with what Monſters ſtrove; 
Whoſe Champion's firice for Vercue, Truth and Loye, 
Hang here their Trophics, while their-gen'rous Arms 
Keep Wrong ſuppreſt and Innocence from Harms. 
At this m' Amazement- yer did greater grow, 
For I had been told all Vertue was but Show. 

216 7 That 
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That ofr- bold Villany had beft' Succels, | 
As if its Uſe were more nor Merit lefs. 
But here I faw how-it rewarded ſhin'd. 
Tell on, my Muſe; what Wonders thou didft find 
Worthy thy Song and Charles his mighty Mind. 

I turn'd around my Eyes; and, * Lo, a Ccll, 
Where melancholy Ruine ſcem'd to dwell: 
The Door unhing'd, without or Bole or Ward, 
Seem'd as what lodgd within found ſmall regard. 
* Like ſome old Den, ſcarce viſited by Day, - 
Where dark Oblivion lurk't and watchyc for Prey. 
' Here, -in a-Heap of contusd Wafte, I:found 
Neglected Harchments tumbled on the ground;- 
The Spoils of Time, and Tnumph of that Fate. / 
Which equally'on all Mankind does watts, 
The Hero levelld in his humble Grave, ». 4 
With other men, was now nor great nor'brave; . * 
While here his' Trophies , like: their: Maſter, lay,” * | 
To Darkneſs, Worms and Rottennels, a Prey. wet); 
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Urgdby ſuch Thoughts as guide the truly Grear, - 
Perhaps his Fate he did in Battel meet ; 
Fell in his Princes and his Countrey's Cauſe ; 
' But what his-Recompence ? A ſhort Applauſe ,. 
Which he neer hears, his Memory may grace; 
Till, foon forgot, another takes his Place: 

And happy that-Man's Chance who falls in time;. . 
Er yet his. Vertue be. become his Crime ;: - 
Er his abusd Deſert be call'd his Pride, 
Or Faols and Villains on his Ruine ride. 
Bur truly bleft is he whoſe Soul can bear. 
The Wrongs of: Fate;. nor think-them worth his Care? 
Whoſe Mind:ne Difappointment: here can ſhake', 
Who a true Eftimate of Life does make, 
Knows 'tis-uncertain;, frail, and:will. hayc-end,. 
$o to thi Proſpect till his Thoughts docs bend ; 
Who, though his Right a-ſtronger Power invade, 
Though-Fate oppreſs, and-no-man:give hun Aud , 
Checr'd with.th Affurance that he there ſhall fmd 
Reſt from all. Toils, and no Remorſe of. mind ; 


[15] 
Can Fortunes:Smiles deſpiſe; her Frowns out-brave; 
For who's a Prince or Bepgar in the Grave ? 
But if Immortal any thing remain, 
Rejoice. my Muſe, and firive that End to gain. 
Thou kind Diſſolyer of «encroaching Carc, 
And Eaſe of cery bnter Weight I-bear, 
Keep froni my Soul Repining while I ſing 
The Praiſe and Honour of this Glorious King ; 
And farther tell what Wonders thou didft find 
Worthy thy Song and his Celeflial Mind. | 
Beyond the Dome a * Lofty Tower appears, "GAY 
Beauteous in Strength, the Work of long paſt years; 
Old as his noble Stem, who there bears ſway, 
And, like bis Loyalry , without Decay. 
This goodly ancient Frame looks-as-it ſtood 
The mother Pile; and all the reft her brood | 
So carcfull Watch ſeems piouſly rokeep, 
While underneath her Wings the Mighty ſleep; - | 
Safe in his fairhfull Heart and valiant Hands. | Windbor 
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But now-appears the * Beautous Seat of Peace; 
Large of extent and fit for goodly Eaſe; 
Where Noble Order-ſtrikes the greedy'*Sight 
With Wonder, as it fills it with-Delight ; 
The maſly Walls feem, as: the Womb of Earth, 
Shrunk when ſuch mighty: Quarries thence had birth:; 
Or by the Theban Founder they'd been rais'd, 
And in his pow:rfull: Numbers.ſhould be prais'd :. 
Such Strength withour-does cy'ry-where abound; | 
Within ſuch Glory and ſuch'Splendour's found,. 
As. man's anjad Skilt had there combin'd 
T” expreſs what one great Genizs had delign'd. 
Thus, when. the happy World Auguſtus fway'd, 
Knowledge was cherilh'd and: Improvement madc. ; 
Learning and Arts- his Empire did adorn, 
Nor did there one-neglefted Vertuoe mourn; 
But, at his Call, from. fartheſt Nations came ,. 
While the Immortal Muſes gave hins Fame. 
| Though when, her far ſtretch'd Empire flourih'd moit;. 
Rome neyer-yet. a Work like this:conld. boaſt :: - - 


No 


No Ceſar er like Charles his Portip-expreſsd, 

Nor ever were his Nations+half fo bleſt: 

' Though now ( alas!) in the ſad Grave he lies, 

Tet ſhall his Praiſe for ever live, and Laurels from it rife. 

Here, as all Nature's Wealth to-Court him preſt, 
Seem'd-te attend him, Plenty, Pcace and Reſt. | 
"Through all the- lofty Roofs * deſcrib'd we finde: '- nyrane 
The Toils and Triumphs of his Godlike mind: 

A Theam that might the Nobleſt Fancy warm, 


And onely fit-for this who did performe. 14 Jes 
The Walls adorn'd with- richeſt- woven Gold, che} Faure 


- Equal to what in Templesſhin'd of old,- 

Gracd well the Luſtre of: his Royal:Eaſe; 

Whoſe Empire reach'd:throughour the wealthy: Seas-:: 
Eaſe which-he wiſcly choſe, when raging Arms- | 
Kept ncighb'ring- Nations waking with- Alarms :- 

For when Wars troubl'd her - ſoft Fountains there,- 
She ſwell'd her Streams; and flow'd in faſter here-;-:! - 
With lier came Plenty, til our Ile ſeenrd: bleſ,.. 


As C anaan's Shore; where I6aet's-Sons'found reſt. | 
__ 
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Therefore when, Gyuel Spoilers who have hurtd 
| Waſte and Confaſian thigugh the wretched World, 
To aftcr times leave a great hated Name, 
The Praiſe of Peace ſhall wait on Charles's Fare ; 
His Countrey's Father, through whoſe tender Care, 
Like a lull'd Babe ſhe fl:pt, and, knew no Fear; 
Who, when {b'offended, oft would hide his Eyes, 
Nor ſee, becauſe it gricy'd him to chaſtize. 
But if Subouſhon brought her to his Feet , 

With what true Joy the Pennent he'd mect ! 
_ How would his Loye ſtill with his Juſtice ltrive! 
How Parcnt-like, how fondly he d forgive ! 
But now ( alas! )- in the ſad Grave he lies , 
Tet ſball bis Praiſe for ever live, and Laurels from it riſe, 

Since after all thoſe Toils through whuch he ſtrove 
By ev'ry Art of moſt.endearing Love, | 
For his Reward he had his Britsin tound, 
The Awe and Envy, of the Nations round. 
Muſe then ſpeak, more what Wonders thou did{i find. 
Worthy thy Song and. bis. Celeftial Mind. 


CH... 
Tell now what Emulation miy inſpire 
And warm.cach Britiſh Heare with Wars-like Fire; 
Call all thy Siſters of the Sacred Hill, 
And by the Painter's Pencill guide my Quill ; 
Deferibe that lofty monumenral * Hall, = 
Where England's Triumphs-grace the ſhining Wall, PIE 
When ſhe led captive Kings from. conquer'd Gaz. 
Here when the Sons'of Fame their Leader meet, 
And at their Feaſts in pompous order ſir, 
When the glad ſparkling Bowle inſpires the Board, . 
And high raisd Thoughts great Tales of War afford;. 
Here as a Leſflon may their Eyes behold 
Whar-their: v1&torious Fathers did of old ; 
When their proud Neighbours of the Gallick ſhore 
Trembled to hear the Engliſh Liow Roar. | # 
Here may they ſee how good old tEdward fate + Edve. 10; . 
And did his * Glorious Sons. Arrival wait, * The Blick 
When fromthe Fields of vanquiſh'd Farce he-cames. | | 
Followd by Spoils, and uſher'd in by Fame. -= 


at 
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In Golden Chains:he their QuelF'd Monarch led, 
Oh, for fuch-Laurels on another Head !'- & 

UnſoiF'd with Sloth, nor yet oer cloy'd with, Peace. | 
We had notthen learnd the looſe Arts of Eaſe. 

In our own Climes our vigrous Youth were nurſt, 
And with no foreign Educations curſt. 

Their Northern Mettle was -preſery'd with Carc, 

Not ſent for ſoftning 1hto hotter Air. 

Nor did they 'as now from fruxleſs Travels come 
With Follics, Vices and Diſeaſes home ; 

Bur in full Puricy of Health and Mind 

Kept up the Noble Vertues of their Kind. 

Had not falſe Senates to thoſe Ills diſposd, 

Which long had England's Happineſs oppos'd 

With ſtubborn Faction and rebellious Pride , 

All Means to ſuch a noble End deny'd, 

To' Britain, Charles this Glory had reſtor'd, 

And thoſe reyolred Nations own their Lor.d 

But now ( alas!) in the ſad Grave be lies, 4 ; 
Tet ſhall his Praiſe for ever live, and Lawels from it riſe. 
And 
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And now ſuryey we WT to our view, 
Bow down all Heads; and--pay Dtvotion duc. | 
The Temple by this Hero Built behold, [| 1 Gs. 
Adorn'd with Carvings, and: o'crlaid with Gold "Sd 
Whoſe radiant Roof ſuch Glory: does diſplay, | 4 
We think we ſee the Heaven; to'which we'Pray g 1 
So well the Artiſt's hand has * thete -delin'd} / ©, 
The mercifull Redemption of Mankind 5-3 +47 4 7 
The bright Aſcenſion © of-: the+ Son. afi Gad, ... 
When back through yielding Skies to Heav'n he.rode, 


With Li hi nun WSTIAG, and | 
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Thus when to Charles, as Solomon, Was given 
Wilſedom, the greateſt gift of Bounteous tree | 
A houſe like his he built, _ Tavwple rad, * $6 date 
Where his Creatour might be lily praisd,; Ph. C 
With Riches too, ang Honouss 1 was he Crown," 
Nor whilft he liv'd, was ven kan an 
Theretbre what, once 0 wag $ Lotd was id, 
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To Charks's Fame ſir vns thalb remain, 
Who did aþ wondedis chinghwhodid asgreatly Reign: 
© Happy were. they. who could befbre Kim ſtand,. 
* And ſaw the Wifkedom of his-dread Command ; 


For Heavn refoly'd, that. much above the reft 

Of ather Nations Britain ſhould be Blcft. 

Found him when Baniſhe from his Sacred Right, 

Try'd his Great'Sout, and it-it toolt delight: , 

Then to his Throne in Triumph did him bring, 

Where never Rufd 4 Wifct, Faſter King. 

But. now ( als *) tn the fad Grave ho hes,” 

Tet ſhall his Praiſe for ever Jive, and'Lawels from it.rife. 

Thus. far the Painter'sHand did gaide the Muſe, 

Now kt her lead, nor will he fure refuſe. nat: 

Two kindred Arts they are, near allyd, 

They, aft have by = EE: re 
GreatMan! v a 
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| tra lagSgnens __ 6: B cho ders / an — "T- 

Over their Headsa black diſtemperd ky: 

And chrough the Air ler grinning Furies Aly, 

Chargd with Commuſſions of Infernal date, 

To raiſe fell diſcard and inteſtine hate 5 

From their foul Heads levthem by handfulls tear... 

The uglicſt Snakes, and beſt loyd Fav rites there, ... 

Then whurle them, (ſpouting veaome as they fall) 

'Mongft the aſlcembkd numbers of the Hall ; ES: 4; 

There into murmring. Boſoms kt them 80, =" 

Till cheir Infection to Confuſion SFOW 3 - Os 

- Till ſuch bold Tumultsand Diſorders riſe, (ned Se 

As when the Impious Sons of Earth aſſaitd.che threat 
But then let Mighty Charkes ar diſtance Rand, 

His Crown upon his Head, and Sceptre i in his Hand; | 

To ſend abroad -his Word, or with a Frown ” 

Repell, and daſh th Aſpiring Rebels down: 

Unable to behold his dreaded Ray. | 

Lot them goo blind; diſpecſ ane reef: | 
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Let PTE = SPAN baker i Air forſake, 
And all new peacefull Order ſeem to take. 

But oh Imagine Fate t& have waited long 
An hour like this, and-mingled in the Throng, 
Rousd with thoſe Furies from her ſcat below, 

T have watchther onely time to give the blow : 
When cruel Cares by faithlefs Subjects bred, 
Too cloſcly preſt his Sacred Peaccfull Head ; 

With them thave pointed her deſtroying Dart, 
And through the Brain found paſſage to the Heart. 
Deep wounding Plagues Avenging Heav'n beflow 
On theſe Curft Heads to whom this loſs we owe { 

On all who Charles his Heart offlilion gave, 

And ſent him to the ſorrows of the Grave ! 

Now, Painter, (if thy Gricts cars let thee ) draw 21 
The ſaddeſt Scene that weeping 'Eyes'cer ſaw ; 
How on his Royal Bed that ofullday 
The much lamented Maghty Monarch lay ; 
Great in his fare, and cvn ocr that a King, - 

Na tcrrour could thecLord of Terrours bring. 


['2 
Through many: Ready: and [7 manag'd years | 
He'ad arnvd his'Mind”gainſt all thoſe litcle fears, - 
Which common'Mortals want the Pow'r to hide, 
When heir means Souls, and valu'd-Clay' divide. 
Had ſtudied well the: worth of Life, and knew 
Its troubles many, and its bleſlings few; - 
Therefore @mov'd did Deaths approaches fee, . - 
And grew famihar with his Deſtiny. 
Eike an Acquaintanceentertain'd his Fate, 
Who as it knew him, ſeem d content to'wait, 
Not as his Gaofer, but his friendly Guide, 
While he for 'hns-great Journey did provide.” + 
Oh couldit thou expreſs the yearnings of his mind- 
To his poor mourring: People left behind ! 
But that 1 fear will cen hy skilt deceive; 
None bur aSout like his ſuch goolnefs could conceive. 
For though a ſtubborn, Race deſerying al, | 
Yet would he ſhew himlelf 3 a Father Rill: 
Therefore he choſe for that peculiar care, 
His Crowns, his Vertues, and his Mcrcics Hear. 


Great 


= 
Great Auwetwhnas hip thn devs wdim-hcard; 
And chayg'd himtenderly his Flocks to feed, 
"To guide.them 109, 90 apt to. run aſtray, 
And kecp' the Foxcsand the Wolves away. 
Here, Painter, if thou canſt. thy Arc Improve, 
And ſhew:the wonders of Fraternal Loye ; 
How mourning Zemes þiy/ fading Charles did ſtand, 
The Dying graſping the Surviving Hand 
How round each oghers:Necks there Armes yhey caſt, 
Moan'd with.codearing murmrings, and embract, 
And of their parting Pangs fuch marks did give, _ 
*Twas hard $9 guck which- -V6t could longeſt ve. | 
Both chcir Gd Tongyes quize loſt the pow'r to ſpeak, 
And their kindHearts ſcam'd both prepar'd to break, 
Here let thy curious Pencil next diſplay, 
How round his Bed a beautcous Off-ſpring lay, | 
With their Great Fathers Bleſſing to be Crown'd, 


Like young fierce Lions ſtretcht upon the ground, 
And in Majeſtick ſilent Sorrow drown'd. Fe: . 
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And Paigethie Glick tic Tit Stiridets by; | 
TY \ xried Rey 9d Þ of oh 1008 Care, A... 


Off ring (as'olt 45-tears could Mop) 4 Prayer. © | 
Of Kindred: Nobles draw @ fortowing Tran, . = | 


Whoſe looksmay III, i 
How from ach Gtoart of ks, deviving ir tonal 

Each fetcht another from.a' opilagt 
Mingle with theſe, hs fa 
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With down caſt Headyfwoln Kd 
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In which cy readiſt-re aa ban - 
At diftance ketrihe Mourniry 
oa or kr Ra he, 
| Deſcribe her profitate ro the Thible abc 
Pheading with Pray' the ieiider al of Live 
mupdlane > herr: rn £1egG = / 
(Ther whencer he call vr hrs gh) _ 
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Let thena attend her Cnics and'hear her moani, 


With looks of beautcous ſadneſs like her "8: COGM 
Becauſe they know:;her Lord's great. Doom is ſeal'd, 
And cannot-(though ſhe'ask #t) be repea{d. 

' By this-cime think the; work of Fate is/dons, 
So.any farther fad Deſcription thiſh> 
Shew him not Pale and Breathleſs on his Bed, 


'Twould make all Gazers on thy ., Art fall Dead; 
Agd thou thy {elf ro ach a a n 


RA of \ Woe, 

Add a few "Piece, F_ WY on” tuc grow. 

Wipe therefore all thy Peticils and prepare $5: 
To Diaw aprofpedt now of clearer Ain- | 
Paint ici ani Eaftcrn'Sky: new dawning Day, 
And there the Enbios of Timeidiſplay ; * * 
The forms of-cmaanzdihiling years to) come"! / | 
Juſt ripe for birth, andJabring from their Womb, 
Each f which ſhall Elderthip obtain, - | |. , 
To be ſt Gract.y hy TOO: James his Reign. ul 
Lerthe Dread M gnarch 99 his Throne appear, - F 
Place = the charming. artner. of.1 It RPE 


Ie. 210 wal? 
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Ti kis Par Scviling; yet- Majeſtick Grace, 
But all 'Yhieweakh of Beatty 4n her Face, ' 

| Then from the diffrent Corners of the Earth 
Deſcribe Appladdng Nations coming forth, 
Hothiage to pay"'or hurtble 'Peace'rs vain! 
And'own Aufpicious| Dmens from his Reg: 

Ser atlohg diftance h his Conttattet) Foes { 
Shrinking fror what they dare not now aw , | 
Draw ſhame or racan "def ſpair in all their Iye. | w; a 
And zeros "Jett Ava it 5 Hand th ſhould rife. © _ 
But where his Smalls ISPs dill beautcous Voice, 
The Poor Man's Oheatfillf Pilk'the Rick Man's Eaſe 
Here, Sept tothbls | [RG ot | A 
Or fireecht KIchdali il tHeik Witr EE ae, = 
There jolly Hin BRIE the ſultr 5 Fields,” © | 


Or ſheltr'd from the ſcorching of, the Sun, 
Their Labours ended, and repaſt begun : 
00 Rang d 
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Rangd on Green Banks ne 
Singing their own Content, and Rulers Praiſe.; |... 
Draw beautcous Madonateromgnd ore 
Where. Contcryplation beſt, nay. paſs. her. Hours; . 

Filfd wich Chaſt Lovers plighting Contane Hears, 
Rejoycing Muſes, and cncourag'd Arts... -, 

Draw ev'ry thing like this that. Thought c Can frame,-. 
Beſt ſuiring with thy Theam, Great Zames,his Fame... 
Known. for the Man wh from. his Youthfull years, .. 
By mighty Decds has carn'd the Crown he, wears ;, 
Whoſe Conqring Arm far cnyicd wonders ops f 
When an ungratefull Poples Cauk be Fought ; 
When, for their Rights, he his brave Syord cmploy' d. te 
Who i n Return, would have, his Rights deſtroy'd- 
Byt Heav'n ſuch Injur'd merit did regard, , 

(As Heavn in time true Verwus will vox 
So t0.a Throne. by. Proyidence he zole,.. | 
And al who cer were his, Cre, Providences Foes 
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CHARLES 


Farl of MIDDLESEX. 
Load, | . 

Am ſufficiently ſenſible of my own Arrogance, in that being al- 
moſt a. ſtranger to every thing of Tos but your Fame, I durſt 
obtrude ſo abjett a Trifle as this, under the Patronage of ſo 
eminent a Perſon, but that generous Candour, wherewith you 
oblige all the World, gave me Courage to hope you might at 
i pardon this firſt offence in me. And though perhaps, the 
beſt Preſents of this nature may not be more than ordinary grate- 
ful ; yet I have here my wiſhes , if the ſincerity of my Zeal, 
may atone for the meanneſs of the Offering : That is the fartheſt 
proſpett I take, which whilſt I have in view, I dare not 
( though perhaps as juſtly as ſome others have done 7 might ) 
complain of the cenſures of the World; for fince I've heard 
that your Lordſhip ogy wa indulgent, I were unworthy of the 
favours you beſtow'd, ſhould F be concern'd at the malice or 
petalancy of thoſe, who ( alas! ) will *needs think it modiſh to 
be Critical, but in the mean while forget 'tis as gentile to 
be Civil. No, my Lord, 'tis under your Umbrage only I 
would court proteition, to whom Heav'n has given a Soul, 
whoſe endowments are ag much above flattery, as it ſelf ab- 
hors it ; and which are as impoſſible to be deſeri'd, as I am 
unable to comprehend them. But as pooreſt Pilgrims, when 
they vifit ſhrines, will make ſome preſents where they knee! : 
fo I have here brought mine, by your own goodneſs only made: 
worthy to be preſerv'd ; in whoſe defence I can ſay nothing 
more, than that with it all-my beſt endeavours are, -»d ever 


ſhall be ready to teſtifie how much I am, my Lord, 
The moſt earneſt of Your 


Servants, and Admirers, 


Taro. OrTwar. 
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Ever did Rymer greater hazard ran, + | S. 
' Mong ſt us by your ſeverity undone: _ 
' V © Though we, alas to oblige ye have done moſt, 
And bought ye pleaſures at our own ſad coſt : of 
Tet all our beſt endeavours have been loſt. 
: So oft a States-man lab ring to be good, 
His Honeſty's for Treaſon underſtood: 
\ Whi!ft ſome falſe flatt ring Minion of the Court, 
Shall play the Traytor, and be honour d far't. 6 
To you known Judges of what's ſenſe, and wit, 
Our Author ſwears he gladly will ſubmit, 
But there's a ſort of things infeſt the Pit, 
That will be witty, ſpight of Nature too, 
And to be thought fo haunt and pefter you, 
Hither ſometimes thoſe wou'd- be Wits repair, 
In queſt of you; where if you not _ 
Crys one—Pugh ! Dam me what do we do here ? 


: 
Streight up be ſtarts, his Garniture then puts X 
In order, ſo he Cocks, and out he ſtruts. 
To th Coffee- Houſe, where he about him looks : 
Spyes Friend, crys Jack-—['ve been to Night at th Dukes: 
The filly Rogues are all undone my Dear, 
I ogad! not one of ſenſe that Eſaw there. 
Thus to himſelf he'd Reputation gather 
Of Wit, and good Acquaintance, but has neither. 
Wit has indeed a, Stranger been of late, 
"Mongſt its pretenders nought ſo ſtrange as that. 
Both Houſes too to long a Faſt. have knowy, 
That courſeſt Nonſenſe goes moſt glibly down, 
Thus though this Trifler never wrote before, 
Tet Faith he ventur d on the common ſcore : 
Since Non-ſenſe is ſo generally allow'd, 
He hopes that his may paſs amongſt the Crowd, 


"4 ' 


EPI- 


Spoken by Mrs, Mory Lee. 


Tis true the Varlets care not much to fight ; 
But faith, they claw it off when &'re they write : 

Are Bully Rocks not of the common fize 

Kill ye men fafter then Domitan Flyess 

Ours made ſuch Havotks that the filly Rogue 

Was forc't to make me riſe for th Epilogue. 

The Fop damn'd me, but e're to Hell I go, 


\, T OW whoſays Poets don't in blood delight ? 


I'd very fain be ſatisfy d if you 

Think it not juſt that he were ſerv d ſo too. 

As be hath yours, do you his hopes beguile : 
Liu we beez in Purgatory ais this white, 

Then Damn him down to Hell, and never ſpare, 
* Perhaps he ll find more favour there then here. 
Nay of the two may chuſe the much leſs evil, 

If you're but good when pleas'd, een ſo's the Devil. 8 


ACTORS 


0 wh FOrecs 10 4] FEary , 

Is there amongſt you no good Nature > Ne. 
What ſhould I do 2 | I the Godly ſeek, 
And go a Conventickling twice a Week ? 

Quit the lewd Stage,, and its prophane pollution, 
AﬀeS. each Form and Sajnt-like Inſtituggon, 

So draw the Brethren all to Contribution ? 

Or ſhall T (as I gueſs the Poet may *' + 
Withis theſe three days) up run away # 

- No, to ſome City-Lodgings I'll retire, 

Seem very grave, and privacy defire : | 
Till T am thought ſome Heireſs rich in Lands, 
Fled to eſcape a cruel Guardians's Hands ; 
Which may produce a Story worth the tell; 

Of the next Sparks that go a Fortune-ſteating- 
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DEDICATION. 


Have often (during this Plays being in the Preſs) been impor- 
I tun'd for a Preface ; which you, 7 Jappoſe, would have ſpeak ſome- 

thing in Vindication of the Comedy : Now to pleaſe you, Mr. Bent- 
ley, Iwillas briefly as T can ſpeak my mind upon that occafion, which 
you may be pleas d to accept FE both as a Dedication to your ſelf, and 
wext as a Preface to the Book. 

And Tam not a little proud, that it has happened into my thoughts 
to be the firſt who in theſe latter years has made an Epiſtle Dedica- 
tory to his Stationer * It is a Complement as reaſonable as it is Juſt. 
For, Mr. Bentley, you pay honeſtly for the Copy ; and an Epiſtle to 
you is a ſort of an Acquittance, and may be probably welcome ; when 
z0 a Perſon of higher Rank and Order,. it looks like an Obligation for 
Praiſes, whichhe knows. he does not deferve, and therefore is very un- 
willing to part with ready Money for. 

As to the Vindication of this Comedy, between Friends and Ac- 
quaintance, 1 believe it is poſſible, that as much may be ſaid in it's 
behalf, as heretofore has been for a great many others. But of aft the 
Apiſh qualities abbut me, I have not that of being fond of my own 1ſue; 
nay, I muſt confeſs my ſelf a very unnatural Parent, for when it is 
once brought into the World, Een let the Brat ſpift for it ſelf, T ſay. 

The Objeftions made azainſt the merit of this poor Play, I muſt con- 
feſs, are very grievous. 

Firſt, ſays a Lady that ſhall be nameleſs, becauſe the world may think 
civilly of her ; Fogh | oh Sherreu, tis ſo filthy, ſo bawdy,no modeſt Woman 
ought to be ſeen at it:Let me dye, it has made me ſick : When the World 
lies, Mr. Bentley, if that v2ry Lady has not eaſily digeſted a much ran- 
ker morſel in a little Ale- houſe towards Paddington,and never made a 
Face at it : But your true Filt is a Creature that can extraft Bawdy 
out of the chaſteſt ſenſe,as eafily as a Spider can Poiſon out of a Roſe: The 
know true Bawdy, let it be never ſo much conceal d, as perfedtly 
as Falſtaff did the true Prince by inſtinft. They willſeparate the true 
Metal from the Allay let us temper it as well as we can; ſome Women 
are the Touch-ſtonzs of filthineſs. Though I have heard a Lady (that 


has rore modeſ?y than any of thoſe ſhe Critics, aud I am ſure more 
+.) 
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Mr. Bentley, iO | 

WW. Eave often (during this Plays being in the Preſs) been impor- 

_ tui'd for a Preface ; which you, 7 Jappsfe would have ſpeak y4 - 

thing in Vindication of the Comedy « Now #o pleaſe you, Mr. Bent- 

ley, 1willas briefly as I can ſpeak my mind upon that occafion, which 

you may be pleas d to accept 4 Both as a Dedication to your ſelf, and 
next as a Preface to the Book, | 

And Tam not a little proud, that it has happened into my thoughts 
to be the firſt who in theſe latter years has made an Epiſtle Dedica- 
tory to his Stationer* It is a _—_— as reaſonable as it is Juſt, 
For, Mr. Bentley, you pay honeſtly for the Copy ; and an Epiſtle-to 
you is a ſort of an Acquittance, and may be- probably welcome z; when 
zo a Perſon of higher Rank and Order,. it looks like an Obligation for 
Praiſes, whichhe knows. he does not deferve, and therefore is very un- 
willing to part with ready Money for. 

As to the Vindication of this:Comedy, between Friends and Ac- 
quaintance, 1 believe it is poſſible, that as much may be ſaid in it's 
behalf, as heretofore has been for a great many others. ' But ' of aff the 
Apiſh qualities abut me, I have not that of being fond of my own 1ſue; 
nay, I muſt confeſs my ſelf a very unnatural Parent, for when it is 
once brought into the World, E'en let the Brat ſhift for it ſelf, I ſay. 

The Objeftions matt againſt the merit of this poor Play, I muſt con- 
feſs, are very grievons.. ] 

Firſt, ſays a Lady that ſhall be nameleſs, becauſe the world may think 
civilly of her ; Fogh | oh Sherreu, tis fo filthy, ſo bawdy,no modeſt Woman 
ought to be ſeen at it:Let me dye, it has made me fick : When the World 
lies, MrBentley, if that v2ry Lady has not eafily digeſted a much ran- 
ker morſel in a little Ale: houſe towards Paddington,and never made a 
Face at it : But your-true Filt is a Creature that can-extraft Bawdy 
out of the chaſteſt ſenſe,as eafily as a Spider can Poiſon out of a Roſe: The 
know true Bawdy, let it be never ſo much conceaF'd, as perfedthy 
as Falſtaff did the true Prince by inſtinit. They willſeparate the true 
Metal from the Allay let us temper it as well as wecan; ſome Women 
are the Touch-ſtones of filthineſs. Though IT have heard a Lady ( that 


| has more modeſty than any of thoſe ſhe Criticks, and I am ſure = 
| wit 


_ 


4 


7 Lbertvive, nly Play yer, 
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Maid. | 

A Conſtable, and Watch. 


SCENE, London. 


THE 
- Souldiers Foztune. 
ACT L. SCENE L 


| Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Fourbin, 
\ Pox o? Fortune! Thou art always teizing me about Fortune : 


Thou riſeſt- in :a Morning with ill luck in thy Mouth ; Nay, 

never eateſt a Dinner, but thon ſigheſt two hours after it, 

| with thinking where to get the next. Fortune be damn'd, 
ſince the Worlds ſo wide. - 

Coxr, As wide as it is, *tis. ſo throng*d and cramm'd with Knaves and 
Fools, that an honeſt mancan -hardly get a living in it. | 

Beau, Do, rail, Courtine, do, it may get thee employment. 

- - Cour, At youl ought to rail; *twas your fault we left our Employ- 
ments abroad to come home, and be Loyal, and now we as Loyally ſtarve 
for it. 

Bean Did not thy Anceſtors do it before thee, man ? I tell thee, Loy. 
alty and ſtarving are all one : The old Cavaliers got ſach a trick of it in 
the Kings Exile, that their Poſterity could never thrive fince. Y 

Cour. Tis a fine Equipage I am like to be reduc'd to, I ſhall be | 
ere long as greaſy as an Alſatia Bully; this a flopping Hat, pinn*d up 
on one fide,: with a ſandy weather beaten Perruque, dirty Linnen, and 
to compleat the Figure, a long ſcandalons Lron Sword jarring at wy heels, 

WC Suman | 
—_— Snarling thou meanelt like it's Maſter. 

Conr. M C_—_— the wanky Knight of the moſt Noble Order 
of the Polt :- yqut Perip: Philoſophers of the Temple-walks, Rogues. 
in _—_ yet not : Villains that undervalue, Damnation, will 
forſwear theihſelves for-a Dinner, and hang their Fathers for half a 


. 


. 
” — 


” Bean. I am aſham'd to hear a Souldier talk of ſtarvio 
Rp er ilar ten cn 
. Bean. canlt not vices e for % 
any Indaſtrious young fellow to live comfortably upon. Pg 
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_ . and down the Town far a livelihood ? IL, would. no. more- keep a.Block. 


- head company, and endure his Nauſequs non-ſenſe in hopes to 

then I —_ be a drudge to an old Woman, with Rheamatich Ep” yes, © 
hollow Teeth, and ſiokivg: breath, foro penſion : Ofall Rogues I would 
not bea.F oolmonger: 

Fear, How well this niceneſs becomes thee.! I'd fain ſee thee een turn 
Parſon in a pet, 0? purpoſe torail at all thoſe vices which I know thon na. 
turally are fond Tc fy by ſurely an Old Ladies  penfion need not be {@ 
deſpicable in the wie > dixbanded Officer; as times go, friend, 

Cour, 1 am glad, Beaugard, you think ſo. 

Bean, why thou ſale think ſo too man; be rul'd by me, and Il bring 
thee inro gaod pen, 5 Families, Courtine, Families, and ſuch Families, 
where formality's a ſcandal; and. pleaſure is the bugneſs, where the Wo-. 
men are all Waiton, and the Men are all Witty, you Rogue. 

Cour, What. ſame of your Worſhips - Wapping acquaintance that you 
made laſt time you came over for recruits, and Spirited away your Land- 
. Ladies Daughter, a, Volunteering with you into Fraxce. 

Bran. PU bring thee, Conxtine, where Cuckoldom's in credit, and lewd- 
nef5 tawdable, where thou ſhalt wallow in pleaſures and prefermemts, revel 
all-day, and every night } by in the, Arms of melting beauty, ſweet as Ro- 
fs, and as Springs refre | | 
fi, Cour, Prithee SR talk __ had rather thou would'ſt tell me where 
new Eeries are ta be rais?d , aPox of Whores when Aman has not Money 
to make *em Comfortable, 

Beau. That ſhatthower upon vs in abundance, and for inſtance, know to 
thy Amr, amazement, all this dropt out of the Clouds to as. 

Gold by this light ! ! 

Fawk, "Outed the Clouds !——— 

Beau, Ay, Gold ! does it pot finell of the ſweet hand that ſent it, ſmell 
——iny your dog—— [To Fourbin. 

Fourbin ſel; to the handful "2 and gathers 
. bp ſome peoey in bis Mouth. 
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betiwixt the Sexes: Nay, ratherthan want emptoyment he will yo from 
one end of the Town to Cother to procure -my Lords little Dog to be 
civil to my Ladies little languiſhing Bitch. ETD 

Cour. A very worthy Member of the Common-Wealth! 

Beaux. This nob!c Perſon one day but Foxrbiz can give you 2a 
more particular account of the matter ;- ſweet Sir, if you pleaſe tell us 
the tory of the firſt enconnter betwixt yow and'Sir Jolly Fumble, you 
muſt know that's his Tirle? ? | 

Fourb. Sir, it ſhall be done-——- walking one day upon the Piazza a- | 
bout three of the Clock ith? Afrer-Noon, to get me a Stomach to my 
dinner, I chanc'd to encounter a Perſon of goodly preſence, and worthy 
appearance, his Beard and Hair white, grave and comely, his coun- 
tenance ruddy, plump, ſmooth and chearful ; who perceiving me alſo 
equipt as | am with a Meen and Air which might well inform him, 
I was a Perſon of no inconſiderable quality, came very reſpeQtfully 
up to ine, and after the nſual ceremonies berween Perſons of parts and 
breeding had paſt, very humbly enquired of me what is it a Clock—1 pre- 
ſently underſtood by the queſtion, that he was a man of parts and buſt- 
neſs, told:him, Ldid preſume ir was at moſt but nicely turn'd of three. 

_ . Bean, Very Court-like, civil, quaint, and new, I think. 

Fourb. The freedom of commerce increaſing, after ſome little incon- 
ſiderable queſtions powr poſſer le remps, and ſo he was pleaſed to offer me 
the courtelie of 8. glaſs of Wine * I told him I very ſeldom drank, but if 
he ſo pleas'd, I wonld do my ſelf the honour to preſent him with a diſh 
of meat at ancating Houſe hard by, where I had an interelt. 

Cour, Very well: I think this Squire of thine, Beaugard, is as accom- 
Mlſht a Perſon as any of the employment I ever ſaw. 

Beax. Let the Rogue go on. 

Fourb, In ſhort, we agree*d and went together, as ſoon as we entred 
he Room: I am your moſt humble Servanr, Sir, ſays he I am 
he meaneſt of your Vaſſals, Sir, ſaid I-—I am very happy in lighting 
oto the acquaintance of ſo worthy a Gentleman as you appear to, be, 
ir, ſaid he —— Sir Folly, then came I upon himagain on. 
*other ſide (for you muſt know by that time 1 had gropt out his Title) 
. kiſs your hands from the Bottom of my heart, which I ſhall be always 
readyto lay at your Feet. 

Corr, Well, Fourbin, and what reply'd the Knight then ? 

Foxrb. Nothing, he had nothing to fay ; his ſenſe was tranſported with 
admiration of my parts; ſo we ſat down, and after ſome pauſe, he deli- 
red to know by what title he was to diſtinguiſh the perſon that had ſo 
highly honoured him | | - 

Bean, That is as much as to ay, Sir, whoſe Raſcal you were. _ 

Foxrb. Sir, you may make as bold with your pcor Slave as yau pleaſe 
———-[l told him thoſe that knew me well were pleaſed ro call nic the 
Chevalier Fourbin, - that I-was a Cadel of the Ancient Family of the Four- 
v#n0653" and that I had had the honour of ſerving the great Monarch of 

Prance in his Wars angry where I contracted great — 

: : 2 an 
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'with a gallant Officer-of the 'Zng/5»:/Troops in that fer- 


& : 
and .Intimacy.w1 
vice, one Captain Beakgerd..... .. -, : -: | 

Beau, Oh, Sir, -you did me too much honour, ' what a true 
Rogue's this !_— , 

Cour, Well, but the Money, Fourbiz, the Money.. 

Four. Beangard, hum Beaugards ſays he !—ay it muſt be ſo, —a black 
man, is he not ?—ay, ſays I, blackiſh—a dark brown——-full Fact — 
yes—a ſly ſubtle obſerving eye ?—the ſame——a ſtrong; built. well, 
made man ?—right—a devilliſh fellow for a Wench, a devilliſh fel. 
low for a wench, I warrant him; a thundring Rogue upon occaſion, Beay- 
gard! a thundring fellow for. a Wench,l muſt be acquainted with him, 

Cour. But to the money, the money man, that's the thing I would be - 
acquainted withal. : 

Bean. This civil -Gentleman of the Chevaliers acquaintance. comes 
yeſterday morning to my Lodging, and ſeeing my Picture in Minature 
upon the Toylet, told me with the greateſt extaſie in the World, that 
was'the thing he came to. me about: he told me there was a Lady of 
his acquaintance had ſome favourable thoughts of me, and I gad, ſays he, 
ſhe*s a hummer, ſuch a bona Roba- ah-h-h. So without more ado begs 
me to lend it him till dinner (for we concluded to eat together) ſo away 
he ſcuctled with as great joy as if he had found the Philoſophers ſtone. 

Cour. Very well. | 

Beau. At Lockets we met again : where after a thouſand grimaces, to 
ſhew how much he was pleas*d, inſtead of my Picture, preſents me with 
the contents aforeſaid; and told me the Lady deſired me to accept of 
*em for the Picture, which ſhe was much tranſported withall, as well as 
with the Original: p 

Cour,” Hah * | ; 

Beau. Now, whereabouts this taking. quality lies in me, the. Devil 
take me Ned if I know : But the Fates Ned, the Fates ! 

Cour. A Curſe on the Fates ! Of all Strumpets Fortune?s the baſeſt, 
"twas Fortune made me a Souldier, a Roguein Red, the grievance of 
the Nation, Fortune made the peace juſt when we were upon the brink 
of a War; then Fortune disbanded us, and loſt us two Months pay: 
Fortune gaye us Debentures inſtead of ready Money, and by very good 
Fortune I ſold mine, and loſt heartily by ir, in hopes the grinding ill- 
natur?d dog that bought it will never get a ſhilling for®c | 

Beau, Leave. off thy railing for ſhame, it looks like a Cur that barks 
for want of bones ; come times may mend, and an honeſt Souldier be in . 
faſhion again | 

Cour. Theſe greaſie, fat, unweildy wheeting Rogues that live at home, 
and brood over their bags, when a fit.of fear*s upon *%em, then if one of 
us paſs but by, all the Family is ready at the door to cry, Heavens 
bleſs you, Sir, the Laird go along with you. 


Beax. Ah good men, what pity *tis ſuch proper Gentlemen ſhould ever 
be out of Employment. 


Cownr. But when the bur neſs is oyer, then every Pariſh Bayd . that 
| goes 
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; goes but to a Conventicle twice a. Week, ''and : pays but ſoot "and lot. 
to the Pariſh, ſhall roar out fough, ye-Lowſy Red-coat rake-hells £ hout 
ye Citerpillars, ye Locuſts of the Nation';/ you arethe'Dogs that would 
_— us al, plunder our Shops, and raviſh our Daughters; ye Scoun- 
re | | 
Beau, I muſt confeſs raviſhing ought tobe regulated, it would de- 
ſtroy commerce, and many a good Sober Matron about this Town - 
might loſe the ſelling of her Daughters -Maiden-head, which were a 
— — to the people, and a particular Branch of Property loſt, 
Orem, 

Four. Your Worſhips pleaſure. Wo Ee 

Beax. Run like a Rogue as you are, and try to find Sir Jolly, and 
deſire him to meet me at the blew Poſts in the Hay-market about 12, 
we'll Dine together ; I muſt inquire farther into yeſterdays adventure ; 
in the--mean time, Ned, here's half the prize to be Uoing withal, old 
friends muſt preſerve Correſpondence; we have ſhar*d good Fortune 
together, and bad ſhall never part us. 

Cour, Well, thou wilt certainly die in a Ditch for this, haft thou 
no more grace then, to be a true Friend, nay topart with thy money 
to thy Friend; I grant you. a Gentleman may ſwear and lye for hts friend, 
pimp for his Friend, hang for his Friend, and fo forth; but'to parr 
with ready money Is the devil. | : 

Beas. Stand aſide, either 1 am miſtaken, or -yonder*s Sir Jolly com- 
ws; now Conrtine, will 1 ſhew thee the Flower of Knighthood : Ah,Sir 

h FF 


Enter Sir Jolly. © oY | 
Sir Fol, My Hero my Darling! my Ganimede !: how doſt. thon ? 

Strong ! wanton ! lufty ! rampant! hah, ah, ah! -Shes thine Boy, odd 

ſhe's thine, plump, ſoft, ſmooth, wanton ! hah, ah,” ah! Ah Rogue, ah 

Rogue! here*s ſhoulders, here's ſhape ! there's a Foot and Leg, here's 

a Leg, here*s a Leg——Qua a-a-e-a. '_ = 
| | [[Squeaks like's Cat, andtichlet Beaugard*s Lees. 

Coxr. What an old Goat's this! "5" 26 ys 

Sir Fol. Child,” Child, Child,' who's that ? A Friend of thine ! a 
friend o* thine ? A pretty fellow, odd a very pretty fellow, and a ſtrong 
dog Ill warrant him, how doſt do dear heart ? prithee let me kiſs thee, 

Pll ſwear and yow-I will kiſs thee,. ha, ha,-he, he, he, he, a Toad, a 

Toad, oh Toa-a-a-ad—— —_ | 

Cowr. Sir 1am your humble Servant. : 
Beau, But the Lady, Sir Folly, the Lady, how does the Lady, what 

ſays the Lady, Sir Jolly ? | . 

Sir Fol. What ſays the Lady ! why ſhe ſays —ſhe fays —odd ſhe has: 
a delicate Lip, ſuch a Lip, ſo red, & hard, fo plump, ſo blub; I 
fancy I am eating Cherries every time I think on*'t——and for her 

Neck and Breaſts, and her——odds life; Iil ſay no more, not a word 

more, but I know, - I know 
*Beas. 1am ſorry for that. with .all wy. Heart ; do-you know, fay 

you, 


Sir, and-would you pnt-off your mumbled oprts, your offal upon me—. 
yo Ot Hah, halle hath 7. have, # carey #3} tive and breath, ewe 
7, alack and well a day,./ aw.a poor ol fellow, decay?d and done : All's 
;one with me, Gentlemep, but my.good Nature ; odd./ love to know 
how matters go, though, now and then, to ſee a pretty Wench and a 
young Fellow Towze and Rowze-andFrouze and Mowze .; odd 7 love 
2 young fellow dearly, faith dearly——  _- : 

Cour, T his is the moſt extraordinary Rogue, 7ever met withall. 

- Beau. .But Sir Folly, in the firſt place,” you muſt know, 7 have ſworn 
never to marry. E 2 : 

Sir Fol. I would not have thee man, ./ am a Batchelour my ſelf, and 

been a Whore-Maſter all my life, beſides {he's married already man, her 
 Husbend's an old greaſie, ,untoward, ill-natur*d, flovenly, Tobacco- 
taking Cuckold ; but plaguy Jealous. 

Beau. Already a Cuckold, Sir Folly, _ OY 
Sir Fol. No, thatſhall be, my Boy, thou ſhalt make him one, and 
ll pimp for thee dear heart, and ſhan't / hold the door, ſhan't 7 peep 
hah, ſhaw't 7, you devil, you-little dog ſhan't 7? 

Bean, What is it, I'd not grant to oblige my Patron ? 

Sir Fol. And then doſt,hear, 1 have a lodging for thee in my own 
houſe ; det hear old Soul, in, my-awn'houſe; She lives the very next 
door man, there's but a Wall to part her Chamber and thine, and 
then for a peep-hole, odds. fiſh 7 have a peep-hole for thee; ?sbud 11 
ſhew thee, 111 ſhew thee— | EL 

Bean. But when, Sir Jolly, Jam in haſte, impatient. 

Sir Fol. Why this very night man; poor Rogue*s in haſte, poor 
Rogue; but hear you———. os 

Cour, 'The matter ? 

- Sir Fol. Shan't 'we dine together ? 

Bean, With all myheart. - 

Sir Fol. The Maw begins to empty, get, you before, and 'beſpeak 
Dinner at the Blew Poſts, , while 1 ftay behind and gather up a diſh 
of Whores for a deſert.” | 

_ Cour. Be ſure-that they be lew?d, drunken, ſtripping Whores Sir Jolly, 
that won't be affeftedly ſqueamiſh and troubleſome. EST 

Sir Fol, 1 warrant- you. EF 

Cour. I Jove a well diſciplin'd Whore, that ſhews.all:the tricks of her 
profeſſion with a wink, like an old Souldier that-underftands all his Ex- 
erciſe by beat of Drum, by off 

Sir Fol. A Thief, fayeſt thou ſo! 7 muſt be better acquainted 
with that fellow ; he has a notable Noſe; a hard brawny Carle —— 
true and truſty, and mettle Pil warrant him. | | 

Beau. Well; Sir Folly, you'l not failus ? j 

Sir Fol, Fail ye! am 7 a Knight? 'hark ye Boys: Pll-muſter this 
evening, ſuch a-Regiment: of Rampant, Roaring, Royſterous Whores, 
that ſhall make more noiſe than if--all-the Cats in rhe :Hay-Marker * 
were in conjuntion : Whores ye Rogues, that ſhall ſwear —_— 

"hs rink 


7 
drink with you, talk with you, fight wich tch with 
you, lye with you,and go to l Derit wich you, ro yery merey, : 


Cour. As tnerry as Wine, Women and Wickednef; can make us. 

Sir Fol,- Odd that's. well faid again, very well ſaid, as merry as 
Wine, Women and Wickedneſs can make ns: I tove a fellow that” is 
very wicked dearly z methinks there's a ſpirit in him, there's a ſort of 
a tantara, rara, ,tantara, rara, ah, ah-b-h, yell, _ won't ye, when the 
Women come, won'r ye, and ſhalf'l nor ſoul _ od: x amongſt you ; 
well get ye goye; ah Rogues al Rognes, ta, be with you, da, 
FA. [Exowr Beaugard and Courtine. 


| Enter ſeveral Whores, and three Bullies, 


1. Bal. lothe name of Satan what Whores are thoſe in their Copper 
trim, yondcr ? 
1: Who, Well Pll ſwear, Madam, ?tis the fineſt Evening: 1 love the 
Mall, mightily... 
2 " Bul. Let's huzza the Bulkers. 
2 Who, Really, an4 fo do 1; becauſe theres always good company, 
and one meets with ſuch Civilitys from every body. 
3 Bul, Damn'd Whores, hout ye filthies. 
3 Whor. Ay, and then I love extreawly to- ſhew my ſelf here, when 
t am very fine, to vex thoſe poor Devils that call themſelves Vertues, and 
are very ſcandalous and Crapiſb, P11 ſwear 3 O crimine, who's yonder ! 
Sir Jolly Jumble, 1 vow. 
I Bil, Fogh! Let's leave the naſty Sowes to-Fools, and Diſcaſes. 
1 Whor, Oh Papa, Papa ! where bave.you been this two-days, Papa,? 
'2 Who. You are a precious Father indeed, to taks no more care of your 
Children : We wightbe dead for all you, you naughty Dagy, you 
Sir Fol. Dead, my poor Fubſes! odd, L bad rather all the Relations 
I_baye were dead ,Aa dad.L had ; Get you gone you ſittle Devils Bubbies; 
oh Law there's Bubbies ! odd TI bite %em, add 1 will, | 
' '1 Whir, Nay, fye, Papa; I ſwear you'l make we Angry» except you 
carry..us, . and treat. us to; Night, you. have - JO me a treat- this 
Weck, won't J9u Papa? | 
2 Wher, A; won't, you Dag?. 
ins FJol.. Odds fo, odds $,: well remember*d! get you gone, dow'r 
talking, get. 8: GP06s 'yondersa great Lord. the Lord Bequgard, 
ns fem uzin the. zhe: Count, . the Marquis, the Lord knows 
what, wg 4 Conrtive newly come to Town,; odds ſo. 
T | Whor.. Oh Lay, where Dady,” where? Oh dear, a Lord. 
*'1 Whor, Well you are the pore Papa; but when be dey mun, 


_ air, 1 * tell ipfies, ſo1 won't c yo 
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' 1 Wher, Oh dear; bu phick op _”::... 
"6 'Whor, Shan't1 \F YEW » Dog | 

- Sir Fol.” What iio te me !. no kl me? not yet, tickle me 2 
little 44alh—tickle me alittly Foyt, He he he he he he———— 


[They tickle bim, 

No more, oh dear, oh dear ! poor Rogan ſo ſo, no more, nay, if you 
do, if you do,. odd. Pl Pill PI 

Who, What will you.do trow. | | 

ir Fol." Come along” with' me, come. along with me; ſneak after 

- me at adiſtance,. that 'no body take notice; Swinging fellows Mally— 
Swinging fellows Jenny, a Devilliſh deal of Monie, get you afore me then 
you little dippappers, ye Waſps, ye wagtails, get you gon, I ſay ſwing- 


10g fellows 
[Excunt Sir Jolly, with the Whores. 
 Entir 'Lady Duiice «rd Sylvia. 


" 'Lady 'D. Dye a Maid Sylvi«: fie for ſhame ! what a- ſcandalous: re- 
| ſolution” $ that, five _ Pounds to your Portion, and leave it all 
to Hoſpitals, for the innocent recreation herealder of leading Apes in | 
Hell, 'for ſhame! © 

Sylvia. Indeed ſuch another charming Animal as your Conſort, Sir 
David might do much with me; *tis an unſpeakable bleſling to'lye all 
night by a Horſe-load of diſeaſes; a beaſtly, — groaning, 


grunting, wheazing Wretch,” that ſmells of the Grave he's going to al 
_— 1 ſuch a curſe, and Hair-Cloath next my skin, good Heaven 
deliver me 


D. Thou miſtakeſt the uſe of a Husband, $ yltia +. They are 
not meant for Bedfellows; heretofore indeed ons a fulſome faſhion, 
to ly " —_ _ a — but the world's : 525 and Cuſtoms 
alter 


neſs; wth if a'Woma Ye one, þ ts, will make the right aſe 
of,” the Husband's fears DISD ED ERS 
ſhall blind him on the other: - 6 EY , w_ 
Sylv. Is your Piece of mortality ſuch a doting Dodldle, is heſo, very 
fond of yoy? - 
Lady D. No, but he. has the vanit to think that I an fond 
of kim,” ati bo 6 Jeans, *tis-not'fo much fot* fear | do: al . 
that in time 1'may, and he a confineineat” an me 
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though he has other.diyertiſements that take him-off from my igjoyment 
«hich make him ſo loathſome no Woman but awſt hate him.” | 6s 

Silv. His private divertiſements I am a Rxjlager; £6. | 

Lady D.. Then for his Perſon ?tis incomparably odious, he has ſuch a 
breath, one kiſs of him were enough to cure the fits'6f the Mother, *tis 
worſe then Aſſa-ferida.. | 

'$itv. Oh hideous! | | PRE 

Lady D.” Every thing that's naſty he affes, clean Linnen' he [ſays is 
unwholeſame, and to make him more charming, he?s continually eating 
of Garlick and chewing Tobacco, _ 

Silv. Fogh ?_ this is loye / this is the bleſſing of Matrimony. | 

Lady D; Rail not ſo unreaſonably againſt love, Silvia: As I hav 
dealt freely, and acknowledged tothee the paſſion [ haye for Beangard; fo 
methiftiks, 'S:1vi4 need not conceal her good thoughts of her Friend; do 
not I know Courtine ſticks in your ſtomach? ''' __ 

S:lv, 1f he does, Ill aſſure you he ſhall never get to my heart, but can 
you have the Conſcience tolove another man now you are married ? what 
do you think will become of you ? : 

D. I tell thee, Silvia, I never was married to that Engine we 
have been talking of, my Parents indeed made me fay ſomething to him 
after a Priet once, but my heart went not along with my tongue, I min- 
- ded not what it was ;. for my thoughts, Silvia, for theſe ſeven years have 

been much better imploy'd—— Beaxgard! Ah curſe on the day that 
firſt ſent him into France !- | 

Silv, Why ſo, I beſeech you ? 

Lady D. Had: he ſtay'd here, I had not been ſacrific'd to the Arms 
of this monument of Man, for the bed of death could not be more cold, 
then his has been, he would have delivered me from the Monſter, for even 
then I loved him, and was apt to think my kindneſs not neglected. 

S:tv. 1 find indeed your Ladyſhip had good thoughts of him. . 

Lady D. Surely tis impoſſible to think too well of him, for he has wit 
enough to call his good nature in queſtion, and. yet good natureenough 
to make his wit be ſuſpected. VE ON 

Silo, But how do you hopeever to get ſight of him, Sir David's watch- 
fulneſs is invincible. I dare ſwear he wou'd ſmell out a Rival if he were 
in the houſe only by natural inſtin, "as ſome that always ſweat when a 
Cat's in the Room, then again, Beazgard?4 a Souldier, and that's a thing 
the otd'Gentleman you know loves dearly. .” 

D: Therelies the greateſt comfort of my uneaſie life, he is one 
of thoſe Fools forſooth, that are led bythe Noſe by Knaves torail againſt 
the King and the Government, and is mightily fond of being thought of a 
Party,l have had hopes this twelve-month' to have heard of his being in 
the Gate-Hovuſe for Treaſon. FS 
. . Sily. Butl find only your ſelf the Priſoner all this while. = 
'''- Lady D. At" preſent indeed:1 anx fo, but' Fortune I hope will ſmile, 
would(t thou but be my-Friend, Sylvia." . 45a ins NO 

Silo,” In any miſchievous deſign _ all my heart. > 


- 
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Lady 


-» 
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Lady D. The- contuſion, Madan, may tira to your fatisfaQion, but 
you have no thoughts of Conftine? 6s ae 

Sylv. Not I, Pill aſſure you, Cozen- © - : x: 

_ D. You don't think him well ſhap'd, ſtreight and proportion- 
able?- | AN 5c oh IM 

Sylv.Conſidering he eats but once a Week, the man is well enough. 

Lady D. And then wears his.Cloatks you know filthily, and like a hor- 
rid Sloven. ge” | | 

. Sytv. Filthily enough of all Conſcience, with a thred-bare Red-Coat, 
which his Taylor duns bim for to this day,over whicha yy broad grea- 
ſie Buff Belt, enough to turn any ones ſtomach buta disbanded Souldier ; 
a Perraque ty'd up ina knot, to excuſe its want of combing, and then be- 
cauſe he has been a Man at Arms,he muſt wear two Tuſttes of aBeard for. 
ſooth, to lodge a danghill of ſnuff upon,to keep his Noſe in good humour. 

Lady D. Nay, now I am ſure that thou loveſt him. 


. 


Sylv, So far from it, that l proteſt eternally againſt the whole Sex. 

Lady D. T hat time will beſt demonſtrate, in the mean while to our 
buſineſs. | | 
_ Sylv, Ashow, Madam? | SST. 

Lady D. To night muſt I ſee Beaugard, they arethis minute at Dinner 
in the Hay-market;z now to make my evil Genius, that haunts me every 
where, my thing called a Husband, himſelf to aſſiſt his poor Wife at a 
dead lift, I think would not be unpleaſant. | 

Sylv. But *rwill be impoſlible. | $= 

Lady D. | am apt tobe perſwaded rather very eaſic, you know our 
goodand friendly Neighbour, Sir Jolly. | 

Sylv. Out on him bealt, he's always SIN v0 a body, if he ſits 
but at the table with one, he'l be making nalty figures in the Napkins, 

Lady D. He and my ſweet yoke-fellow are the 'moſt intimate friends 
io the world, ſo that partly ont of neighbourly kindneſs, as well as the 
great delight he takes to be medling in matters of this,nature, with a 
great deal of pains and-iriduſtry procured me Beaugards Pitture, and gi- 
ven him to underſtand how well a Friend of his in Petticoats, call'd, my 
ſelf; wiſhes him. | | 

Sylv. But what*s all this to the making the Husband inſtrumental, for 
I.mult confeſs of all creatures a Husbands the thing that's odious to me. 

Lady D.” That mult be donethis night: Pl! inſtantly ro. my.chamber, 
take my bed in a pet, and ſend for Sir David. 7 a 

Sylv. But which way then muſt the Lover come ? 

" Lady D. Nay, Ill betray Beaugard to him, ſhew him the Pifture he 
ſent me, and beg of him as he tenders .his own honour, and my quiet, to 
 *take ſome courſe to ſecure me from the ſcandalous ſolicitations of that 
ianocent Fellqw. | . : 

ylv, And fo.make him the property, the go-between,: to,bring the 

*affair to an illue the more decently. AY ; 

Lady D.. Right, Sylvia, *tis the-beſt office a Husband can do a Wife; 

. I mean an old husband; bleſs us,to'be yok?d inWedlock with a __ 
"hs covgning 


-hing decrepid Dotrell,to be a dry Nurſe all oiles life time to an old | 
co fey five, to lye by the Image of Death 4 whole night, a dull im- 
moveable, that has no ſenſe of life,but throngh it's pains; the Pidgeon's 
as happy that*s laid to a fick mans feet, when the.world has given him 0- 
yer , for wy part this ſhall henceforth be my Prayer, 


Curſt be the memory, nay double curſt, © 

a” that wedded Age for Intereſt firſt ; 
wh worn with years, with Jrabhe _ Full, 

"Ts all day troubleſome, and all nip /a 

Who wed with Fools indeed lead happy lives, 

Fools are the futeſt fineſt — Wives ; 

Yet old men Profit bring, as Fools bring eaſe, 

And both make Youth and Wit much better pleaſe. 


ACT 1I 


Enter Sir Jolly, Beaugard, Courtine, and 


Fourbin. | 


Court, I R Folly is the glory of the Age. 
Sir Fol.. Nay now Sir you honour me too far. 

Beaux. He's the delight of the young, and wonder of the old. 

Sir Fol. 1 ſwear Gentlemen you make me bluſh. > 

Cour, Hedeſerves a Statue in Gold, at the charge of the Kingdom. 

Sir Fol, Out upon'r, fye for ſhame: - I proteſt il leave your company 
if you talk ſo; but faith they were Whores, daintily dutiful Strumpets, 
ha / udds.bud, they'd ———have ſtript for other Bottle. 

Beax, Traly,, Sir Folly, you are'a man of yery extraordinary diſci- 
pline, 11 never ſaw Whores under better command in my life. 

Sir Fol.- Piſh, that's nothing man, nothing, I can ſend for forty bet- 
terwhen1 =m Doxies that will skip, ſtrip, leap, trip, and do any thing 
in the world, any thing old Soul. 

Cour, Dear, dear Sir Folly, where and when ? 

Sir fol; Odd as ſimply as I ſtand here, her Father was a Knight. 

Bean, Indeed Sir Folly, a Knight ſay you ? | 

Sir Jol. Ay, but a little decay'd, Pll afſure you ſhe's a very good 
Geatlewoman born. - 

Coxr, Ay, and a very good Gentlewoman bred too. 

"Sir Fol, Ay, and ſo ſheis. . 

Beax. But Sir Jolly, how goes my buſineſs forward,. when ſhall I have. 

a view of the quarry 1 am to fly at ? C2 Sir | 


# Ly 
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Sir Fol, Alas a day, not ſo haſty,” ſoft agd-fair.I. beſeech you, : ah m 
little Jon of thunder, _} Lou | her1n thiy arms-gow hetween a pale 
of ſheets, 'and'1 under-the. Bed. to ſee; fair play,. Boy, gemini: what 
wou'd:.- become of me? ; What, wan'd Hecome -me ?. there, wou'd-be 

doings, oh Laid; T under the Bed:! Ye Ste qq er ogg 

Beau, Or behind the hangings, Sir Folly, wonld not that do ag well ? 

Sir Fol. Ah no, under the Bed againſt the world, and then it would 
be very dark, hah ? | | A | 

Bean, Dark tochule..: '- : ©." *: a Chas 15; 

Sir Fol, No,but3 little light would do welL,a ſmall Glimmering Lamp, 
joſt enough for me to ſtcal a peep by ; oh lamentabte ! oh lamentable, 1 
won't ſpeak a word more, there would be a.trick ! oh rare / you friend, 
oh rare ! odds ſo, not a word more, odds ſo, yonder.comes the Mon- 
ſter that muſt be the Cuckold Elect, ſtep, ftep aſide, and obſerve him, 
if I ſhou'd be ſeen in your company, *rwouv'd ſpoil all. 

Beau, For my part Ill ſtand the-meeting of him; one way to pro- 
mote 2 good underſtanding withg W ife,-is firſt to get acquaigted with 
her Husband. 


_ Enter Sir,David. 


Sir Da. Well of all bleſſings, a diſcreet Wife is the.greateſt that can 
light upon a man of years: had 1 been. martied to any thing but an An-. 
gel now, what a Beaſt had [ been by this time, well, I am the happieſt 
old Fool! *tis an horrid Age that we live in, ſo that an honeſt man can 
keep nothing.to himſelf; if you have a good eſtate, every+ covetous 
Rogue is longing for*t (truly I love a good eftate dearly my ſelf ;) .if 
you havea handſome Wife, every ſmooth fac'd Coxcomb will be combing 
and cockiag at her, fleſh flies 2re not ſo troubleſome to the ſhambles, as 
thoſe ſort of Inſetts are to the Boxes in the Play-houſe ; But vertne is a 
great bleſſing, an unyaluable treaſure, to tell me her ſelf that a Villain 
had tempted her, and give. me, the very Picture, the inchantment-that 
he ſent to bewitch' her; it ſtrikes me dumb, with admiration ; here's the 
Villain'in Eſfigic. [Pulls 04, the Pudture] Odd a. very handſome fellow, 
a-dangerous Rogue VII warrant him, ſuch fellows as theſe now ſhould be 
fetter*d like unruly Colts, that they might not leap jnto, other mens pa- 
ſtures; here's a Noſe now, I cou*d find in my heart to cut it off,, damn'd 
Dog, to dare to preſume to make a Cuckold of a Knight ! bleſs us what 
willthis world come to! well poor Sir David,down,down on thy knees 
and thank thy _ for4his deliverance. vb wm 

Beas..*Sdeath what's thar I ſee ? Sure *tis the veryPifture which I ſent 
by Sir Jolly, if ſo, by this light, I am damnably lilted. _—_ 

Sir Da, Butnowif —— _ 

Beau. Surely he does not ſee us yet. 


1 


Four, See you, Sir, why he has bux one eye,and we are on his blind-fide : 
[ſtrikes him on the ſboulaer. 
0 are you, Sir? 


I'll dumb found him. 
Sir Da, Who the DeviÞ's this ? Sir, Sir, Sir, wh 
Beans 
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"Beau; Ay,. ay *tis the ſame, :now a pox of all amorous adventures, 
»death 1'1 go beatthe impertinent pimp that drew.me into this fooling. 

Sir Da. Sir, methinks you are very curious. 
 Beas,” Sir, perhaps I have an extraordinary reaſon to be ſo. 

Sir Da. And perhaps, Sir, I care not for you, - nor your Reaſons 


neithcr. . P 
Bean, Sir,, if you are at leiſure, I would beg the Honour to ſpeak 
with you. | 


Sir Da. With me, Sir ? What's your buſineſs with me ? 

' Bean. T wou'd not willingly be troubleſome; though it may be 1 am 
ſo at this time. 

Sir Da. It may be ſo too, Sir. 

Bean, But to be known to ſo worthy a Perſon as you are, would be ſo 
great an honour, ſo extraordinary a happineſs, that 1 could not-avoid 
taking this opportunity of tend'ring you-my Service. 

Sir Da. Smooth Rogue, who the Devil is this fellow ? (Afde.) Bub 
Sir you were pleaſed to nominate buſineſs Sir, I deſire with what ſpeed 
you can to know your bulineſs, Sir, that I may go about my buſineſs. 

Bean, Sir, if might with good manners, I ſhould be glad to info.m 
my ſelf, whoſe Picture that. is; which you have in your. hand, methinks 
it is very fine Painting, | | 

Sr Da. PiCture,. Friend, Picture /Sir, *tis-the reſemblance of a very 
impudent fellow, they call him o_ Beaugard forſooth, but he is 
-in ſhort a rakehell, a poor lowzy beggarly disbanded Devil; do you 
know him friend ?—— 

-- Bean, I think | haye heard of ſuch a.vagabond, the truth on't is he is 
a very impudent fellow. f 

Sir Da. Ay, a damn*d Rogue; 

Beau, Oha notorious Scoundrel ? - 
. Sir Da. 1 expeft to hear he's hang'd by next Seſſions; 
- Bean, Thetruth ont is, he has deſerv'd it long ago ; but did youever 
ſee him Sir David ? : | 

Sir .Da. Sir——does he know me ? [ Aſide; 

Bean, Becauſe I fancy that Mignature is very like him, pray Sir, whence 
had it you f——— - 
| [Compares the Pitture with Beaugard's Face. 

Sir Da. Had it, Friend 7 had it ! whence had it I! bleſs us? 
what have 1 done.now, this the very Traytor himſelf, if he ſhould be de- 
ſperate now, and put his Sword in my guts !-——ſlitting my Noſe will 
be as bad'as'thar, 1 have but one eye left neither, and may be—— oh bur 
this is the Kings Court, odd that's well remember?d; he dares not but be 
Civit here; .Pli try to out-huff him, whence had it you ? 

Bean: Ay, Sir, whence had it you ? thats Engliſh in my Countrie: 
Sir. | 
Sir Da. Go, Sir, you are a Raſcal. 

- Bran, How! © 


$i :Da; 


_ © The Souldiers Fortune. 


Sir Da. Sir, I ſay, you are a Raſcal, a very impudent Raſtal, nay Vu : 


prove you to be a Raſcal, if yau go to that— 

Beau, Sir, Il ama Gentleman and a Souldier. 

Sir Da. So much the worſe, Souldiers have been Cuckoldmakers from 
the beginning ; Sir I care not what you are; for ought 1 know you 

may be a come Sir, did I never ſee you ? anſwer me to that, did 
I never ſet you ? for-ought I know you may be a Jeſuit z there were 
more in the laſt armie beſides you. 

Beau, Of your acquaintance, and be hang'd. 

Sir Da. Yes to my knowledge, there were ſeveral at Hounſlow Heath 
diſguiſed in dirtie Petticoats, and cry*d Brandy, I knew a Serjeant of 
Foot that was familiar with one of them all night in a Ditch, and fancy'd 
him a woman, but the Devil-is powerful. 

Bean. In ſhort, you worthy Villain of Worſhip, that Picture is mine, 
and I muſt have it, or I ſhall take an opportunity to kick your Worſhip 
moſt inhumanly. 

Sir Da. Kick Sir. 

Beau, Ay, Sir, kick , *tis a.Recreation I can ſhew you. 

Sir Da. Sir, I am a free-born SubjeCt of England, and there are Laws, 
look you, there are Laws ; ſo | ſay you are a Raſcal again,and now how 
will you help your ſelf-? poor Fool. | 

Beau, Heark you Friend , have not you a Wife ? 

Sir Da. havea Lady, Sir, — oh, and ſhe's mightily taken with this 
Picture of yours, ſhe was ſo mightily proud of it, ſhe could not forbear 
ſhewing it me, and telling too who it was ſent it her. | 

Beau, And has ſhe been long aJilt ? has ſhe praftiſed the Trade for 
any time ! | | 

Sir Da. Trade ! humph, what Trade ? what Trade ? Friend. 

Beau, Why the Trade of Whore and no Whore, Catterwauling in 
jeſt, putting out Chriſtian Colours, when ſhe's a Turk under Deck : A 
curſe upon all honeſt women in the fleſh, that are Whores in the Spirit. 

Sir Da. Poor Devil, how he rails, ha, ha, ha, look you ſweet Soul, 
as I told you before, there are Laws, there are Laws, but thoſe a.e things 
not worthy your confideration : Beautie's your Buſineſs ; but dear vaga- 
bond, trouble thy ſelf no further about my Spouſe, let my Doxie reſt 
in peace, ſhe*s meat for thy Maſter, old boy ;, I have my belly full of 
her every Night. % 

Beau. Sir, | wiſh all your Noble Family hang*d from the bottom 
of my heart. 

Sir Da. Moreover Captain Swaſh, I muſt tell you my Wife is an ho- 
neſt Woman, of a vertuous diſpoſition, one that I have loved from her 
Infancy, and ſhe deſerves it by her faithful dealing in this affair, for that 
ſhe has diſcover'd loyally to me the treacherous deſigns laid againſt her 
Chaſtity, and my Honour. | 

Beau, By this light the Beaſt weeps. ny” 

Sir Da, Truly I cannot but-weep for Joy ; to think how happy I am 
in a ſincere faithful and loving Yoke-fellow, ſhe charg?d me too to tell 

| . you 
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you into the bargain, that ſhe is ſufficiently ſatisfied of the moſt ſecret 
wiſhes of your: heart. : | 
Bean, | am glad ow. | 
Sir Da. And that *cis her deſire, that you wonld trouble your ſelf no 
more about the matter, 
Zea. With all my heart. 
Sir Da. But hence forward behave your ſelf with ſuch diſcretion as 
becomes a Gentleman. _ | 
Bean, Oh to be ſure moſt exactly ! | 
Sir Da. And let her atone to make the beſt uſe of thoſe innocent Free- 
doms / allow her, without putting her reputation in hazzard, 
Bean. As how, | beſcech you—— 

Sir Da, By your impertinent and unſeaſonable addreſs, 

Beau, And this news you bring me by a particular commiſſion from 
your ſweet Lock. | 

Sir Da, Yea Friend1 do, and ſhe hopes you?l be ſenſible, Dear heart, 
of her u- meaning by it : theſe were her very words, I neither add nor 
diminiſh, for plain-dealing is my Miſtreſlts friend. 

Bean, Then all the Curſes I ſhall think on this twelve-month light on 
her, and as many more on the next Fool that gives credit to the Sex. 

_ Sir Da. Well, certainly I am the happieſt Toad; how melancholly 
the Munkey ſtands now ? Poor Pug haſt thou loſt her ? 

Beau, Tobe ſo ſordid a Jilt,to betray me to ſuch a Beaſt as that,can 
ſhe have any good thoughts of ſuch a Swine ? Dam her, had ſhe abug'd 
mehandſomly it had never vext me. 

Sir Da. Now Sir with your permiſſion Pl take my leave. 
= os If you were gone to the Devil, 1 ſhon'd think you very well 

i{pos'd of. - | 

Fir Da. If you have any Letter, or other commendation to the Lady 
that was ſo charm*d with your Reſemblance there, it ſhall be very faith- 
fully conveyed by | 

Bean. Fool. | | 

Sir Da, Your humble Servant, Sir,1*m gon, I ſhall diſturb you no fur- 
ther, your moſt humble Servant Sir. ' WS 

Beau. Now Poverty, Plague, Pox and Priſon fall thick upon the head 
of thee, Fourbin. 

Fourb, Sit lenn— : 

Beau, Thou haſt been an extraordinary Rogue in thy time. 

Fourb. 1 hope I have loſt nothing in your Honours Service, Sir. 

Bea. Find out ſome way to reyenge me on this old Raſcal, andif I. 

do not make thee a Gentleman. — 
Fourb, That you have been pleas'd to do long ago, I thank you; for 
. am ſure you have not lefe me one ſhilling ia my Pocket theſe two 
onths.. ; 
Beau. Here, here's for thee to Revel with all. 
Fourb, Will your Honour pkaſe to have his Throat cut ? 
Beau. With all my 
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Fourb. Or would you have. him;decently hang'd az his own door, and 
| then give out to the World he did it himſelf ?. : 
, Beau, That wouw'd do very well. FY a” 
© Foxrb. Or think [to proceed with more ſafety] a good ſtale Jakes 
were a very pretty Expedient. | I : 
Bean, Excellent, excellent Fourbin, | | 
Fourb. Leave matters to, my diſcretion; and if I do not—— ['Exir, 
Beau. 1 know thou wilt, go, go about it, proſper and be famous : now 
ere 1 dare venture to meet Conrtin again, will 1 go by my ſelf, rail for 
an hour or two, and then be good company. [Exit, 


wg Enter Courtine and Silvia. 


Stly. Take my word Six,, you had better give this buſineſs over, I tell 
you there's nothing in the World turns my Stomach ſo much as the man, 
that man that makes Love to me, | never ſaw one of your-Sex in my 
_ make love, but he lookt fo like an Aſs all the while, - that I bluſtye 

or him. 

Court, I am afraid your Ladyſhip thenis one of thoſe dangerous Crea- 
tures they call She-wits, who are always ſo mightily taken with admi- 
ring themſelves, that nothing elſe is worth their notice. 

Silv, Oh! who can be ſo dull not to be raviſht with that royſterous 
meen of yours ? that ruffling Ayr in your gate, that ſeems to cry where- 
ere you go, make room, here comes the Captain : that face, the which 
bids defiance to the Weather ; bleſs us! if I were a poor Farmers wife 
in the Conntry now, and you wanted Quarters, how would-it fright me? 
But as I am young, not very ugly, and one you never ſaw before, how 
lovingly it looks upon me. | 

Court. Who can forbear to ſigh, look pale and langviſh, where Bean- 
ty and wit unite both their forces to enſlave a heart ſo traftable as 
mine is. Firſt, for that modiſh ſwim of your Body, the vitorious mo- 
tion of your Arms and Head, the toſs of your Fan, the glancing of the 
Eyes, bleſs us! If I were a dainty fine dreſt Coxcomb, with a great 
Eſtate and a little or no wit, vanity in abundance,and good for nothing, 
* how would they melt and ſoften me? but as I am a ſcandalous honeſt 

Raſcal, not Fool enoughto be your ſport, not rich enough to be your 

prey, how glotingly they look upon me ! 

Silv, Alas, alas! what pity'tis your honeſty ſhould ever do you hurt, 

or aud ma your preferment.. 

Conrt, Jull as much fair Lady; as that your Beauty ſhould make you 
be envied at, or your vertue provoke ſcandal. 

Silv. The morel look, the more Pm in love with you. 
| Court. The morelT look, the more I am out of Love with you. 

Silv,- How my heart ſwells when I ſee you / X 

Court, How my Stomach riſes when I am near you ! 

_ Silo, Nay, then let's bargain. | 
Court, With all my heart, what ? 
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Sitv. Not to fall in love with each other, 1 aſſure you Monſieur Cap- 
' Court. But to hate one another conſtantly and cordially. 


Silv. Always when you are drunk, . I deſire you totalk ſcaridalouſly of - 
me. . 

Court. Ay, and when I am ſober too, in return whereof when ere 
you ſee a Coquet of your acquaintance, and chance to be named, be 


ſure you ſpit at the filthy remembrance, and rail at me as if you loy'd 


me. | 

Sto. In the next place, when e're we meet in the 24all, I defire you 
to humph, pnt out your Tongue, make ugly mouths, laugh aloud, and © 
* look back at me. | 

Court, Which if I chance to doy: be ſure at next turning to pick up 
ſome tawdry fluttering Fop or another. _ 

Sitv, That I made acquaintance with all at the Muſique-meeting, 

Court, Right, Juſt ſuch another Spark to ſaunter by your ſide with 
his Hat under his Arm. 

Silo. Hearkning to all the bitter things I can ſay to be revenged. 

Court. Whilſt the dull Rogue dare not ſo much as grin to oblige you, 
for fear of being beaten for ir, when he is out of his waiting, 

Silv, Counterfeit your Letters from me. | 

Court. And youto be even with me for the ſcandal, publiſh to all the 
World I offered. to marry you. 

Silv, Oh hideous marriage / 

Court, Horrid, horrid marriage ! 

Silv. Name, name no more of it. 

Coxurt, At that ſad word let's part. 

Silv. Let's wiſh all men decrepid, dull and filly, 

Court, And every Womin old and ugly. 

Silv. Adieu ! 

Court, Farewell ! 


Emer a young fellow, affettedly areſt, ſeveral others with him, 


Silv. Ah me, Mr. Frisk! 

Frick, Madamoiſel, Silvia! ſincerely as I hope ta be ſay'd, the Devil 
take me, Dam me Madam, who's that ? Eh» 

Silv. Ha, ha, ha, hea. [Exit with Frisk. 

Coxrt, Trae to thy failings always Woman, how naturally is the Sex 
fond of a Rogue! What a Monſter was that for a Woman to delight in! 
now muſt 1 love her ſtill, tho? I know I am a Block-head fort, and ſhell 
uſe me like a block-head too, if 7 don't prevent her : what's to bedone ? 
Pll haye three Whores a day, to keep Love out of my head. 


| Enter Beaugard. | 
Braugard. Well met again, how go matters ? Handſomly ! 
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Beau, 'Oh very handſomly?*had you bit feen how handfonily 4 -was 


.usd juſt now, you would ſwear ſo. 1 have heard thee rail in. my time, 


wou'd thou wouldſt exerciſe thy talent 4AittItat preſetre. ” * ©. 
Conrt, At'what ? we -©2/c 42nd conathe- HP 
Beau, Why canſt thou ever want a ſubject ? rail at.thy ſelf, rail at me,l 
deſerve to be rail'd ar,ſee there, what thinkeſt thou'of that Engine, that 


moving lump of filthineſs, miſcald'a Man. | 
A Clupſie fellow marches over the Stage dreſt like an Officer, 


Court,” Curſe on him for a Rogue, 1 know him. 

Beau, So. . | 

Conrr, The Raſcal was a Retailer of Ale but yeſterday, and now he 
is_an Officer and be hang'd; ?tis a dainty ſight in a morning to. ſee him 
with his Toes turn'd in, drawing his Legs after bim, ' at the head of a 
hundred luſty Fellows; ſome honeſt Gentleman or other ſtays now, be- 
cauſe that Dog tiad money to bribe ſome corrupt Collonel withall, 


Enter another gravely reſt. 


Beau, There,there's another of my acquaintance, he was my Fathers 
Footman not long ſince, and has pimpt for me oftner that he pray*d 
for himſelf; that good quality recoinmended him to a Noble-mans fer- 
vice, which together with flattering, fawning, lying, ſpying and infor- 
ming, has rais'd him to an imployment of truſt and reputation, though 
the Rogue can't write his Name, 'nor read his neck Verſe, if he had 
occaſion. | 5 EE x 

Court, *Tis as unreaſonable to expe a man of Senſe ſhould be pre- 
fer*d, as *tis to think a Hector can be ſtout, a Prieſt religious, a fair 
Woman chaſt, or a pardon'd Rebcl loyal. 


Emer two more ſeeming earneſtly in diſcour ſe, 


Beau, That's ſeaſonably thought on, look there, obſerve but that 
Fellow on the right hand, the Rogue with the buſieſt Face of the two, 
PI] tell thee his Hiſtory. 

Court, T hope hanging'will be the end of his Hiſtory, fo well 1 like 
him at the firſt ſight. Þ 

' Beau, He was born a Vagabond, and no Pariſh own'd him, his Fa- 
ther was as obſcureas his Mother publick, every body knew her, and 
no body could gueſs at him. os | 

- Court, He comes of a very good Family, heaven be praisd. 

Beau, The firſt thing he Thoſe to riſe by,:was Rebellion, ſo a Rebel 
he grew, and flouriſht a Rebel, fought againſt his King, and helpt to 
bring him to the Block. 06k 
Court. And was he not Religious too ? | | 
Sean, Moſt deyoutly ! He could pray till hecry*d; and preach tilt he 
| foam'd, 
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foam'd, which-excellent Talent made him popular, and. at laſt prefer*d- 
him tobe a worthy Member of thatnever to be forgotten Ruinp Par: 

Court, Pray Sir be uncovered at that, and remember it with Reve- 
rence. -*h | 

Bean, In ſhort, he was Committee-man, Sequeſtrator and Perſecutor 
General of a whole County, by which he got enough at the Kings Re- 
turn to ſecure himſelf in eral Pardoo. | | 

Court, Nauſeous Vermin : That ſuch a'Swine with the mark of Rebel- 
lion in his Forehead, ſhould wallow in his Luxury, whilſt honeſt men arg 
forgotten ! 

Beau, Thus forgiven, thus rais*d, and made thus happy, the ungrate- 
ful Slave diſowns the hand that healed him, cheriſhes FaRtionsto affront 
his Maſter, and once more would Rebel againſt. the Head, which fo 
lately ſaved his from a Pole. | 

Court, What a dreadful Beard and ſwinging Sword he wears ! 

Bean. *Tis to keep his Cowardize in countenance, the Raſcal will 
endure kicking moſt temperately for all that, I know five or ſix more of 
the ſame ſtamp ; that never came abroad without terrible Jong Spits by 
their ſides, with which they will let you bore their own: Noſes if you 
pleaſe, but let the Villain be forgotten. 

Court, His Co-Rogue | have ſome knowledge of, he's a tatter*d worm- 
eaten Caſe-putter, ſome call him Lawyer, one that takes it very ill he is 
not made a Judge. 

Beau. Yes, and is always repineing that men of parts are not regar- 
ded. 

Court. He has been a great noiſe-maker in factious Clubs theſe ſeven 
years, and now [ ſuppoſe 1s courting that Worſhipful Raſcal to make him 
Recorder of ſome factions Town. | 

Bean, To teach Tallow-Chandlers and Cheeſe-mongers how far they 
may rebel againſt their King by vertue of Magna Charta, 

Conrt, But friend | Beavgard, methinks thou art very ſplenatick of a 
ſudden, how goes the affair of Love forward, proſperouſly, hah ! 

Beax, Oh 1 aſſure you moſt Triumphantly, juſt now you muſt know 
I am parted with the ſweet civil inchanted Ladies Husband. 

Court. Well; and what ſays the Cuckold, is he very kind and good na- 
tur*d as Cuckolds uſe to be ? 

Beau, Why he ſays,Courtize,in ſhort,that I am a very ſilly fellow,(and 
truly I am very apt to believe him) and thatI have been Jilted in this 
affair moſt unconſcionably, a Plague on all Pimp;, I ſay, a maps buſineſs 
never thrives ſo well, as when he1s [tis own Sollicitor, 


Enter Sir Jolly and a Boy. 
' Sir Folly. Hiſt. hiſt. Capt. "Capt. Capt.;Bop. . 1 # 


Boy. Sir. 
Sir Folly, Run and get two Chairs preſently,be ſure you get two Chaſrs 
D 2 Sirrah, 
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Sirrah, do you here? heres luck, here's Juck;; now. or, never, Captain, 

never if not now Captain 7” here's luck.” , aide £-75 + off 

" Beat. Sir Folly, No more Adventures ſweet Sir Jolly, 1 am like to 

havea very fine time on'ttruly. | 

Sir Folly, The beſt in the World dear Dog, the very beſt in the 
World, *sbud ſhe's here hard by man, ſtays on purpoſe for thee finely diſ- 
guis'd. The Cuckold has loſt her too ; and no body knows any thing 
of the matter but 1, no body but I, and1 you muſt know, | am 1, hah! 
and I you little Toad, hah / LY 5:0 = 

Beau. You are a very fine Gentleman. 

Sir Folly. T he beſt natur*d Fellow in the World believe of my years! 
now does my heart ſo thump for fear this buſineſs ſhould miſcarry ; 
why I'll warrant thee, the Lady is here man, ſhe's all thy own, tis thy 
own fault ifthou art not i» terra incopnita within this half hour : come 
along, prithee come along, fie for ſhame, what make a Lady loſe her 
longing, come along I ſay, you out upon't, ; 

Beau. Sir your humble, 1 ſhan't ſtir, 

Sir Folly. What ? not go! 

Beau, No Sir, no Lady for me. 

Sir Jolly. Not go ! I ſhould laugh at that Faith. 

Beau. No, I will aſſure you, not go Sir. 

Sir Folly. Away you Wag, you jeſt, you jeſt you wag, not go, 
quotha ? 

Beau. No Sir,not gol tell you, what the Devil would you have more? 

Sir Folly. Nothing, nothing Sir, but L am a Gentleman. 

Bean, Wirth all my heart. 

Sir Jolly. And do you think then that Pl] be us'd thus. 

Bean. Sir ! 

Sir Folly. Take away my Reputation, and take away my Life, I ſhall 
be diſgrac'c for ever. 

Beau, I have not wrong'd you Sir Jolly. 

Sir Folly. Not wrong'd me! But you ſhall find you have wrong'd 
me, and wrong?d a ſweet Lady, and a fine Lady :=———1 ſhall never be 
truſted again ! never have employment more - I ſhall dye of the Spleen, 
——prithee now be good natur'd, prithee be perſwaded, odd Il] give 
thee this Ring,l'l give thee this. Watch,”tis Gold. 111 give thee any thing 
in-the World, go. | | 

Beau. Not one Foot, Sir. : 

' Sir Folly. Now that I durſt but murder him—well, ſhall I fetch her to 
thee ? What ſhall I do for thee ? | | 


Enter Lady Dunce. 


*Ods fiſh here ſhe comes her ſelf, now you ill-natur*d Churle, now you 


Devil, look upon her, do but look upon her, what ſhall I fay to her ? 
Beau. Een what you pleaſe Sir Folh, » y £6.2eu 


Sir Jolly, 


—_— 
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Sir Folly. *Tis a very ſtrange Monſter this— Madam this is the Gen. 
tleman, that's he, though (as one may ſay) he's ſomething baſhful, but P11 
tell him who you are. | | . [Goes toBeaugard. 

If thou art not more cruzl then Zeopards, Lyons, Tigers, -Wolves, or 
T artars, don't break my Heart, don't kill me, this unkindneſs of thine 
goes to the Soul of me. [goes to the Lady. 

Madam, - he ſays, he's ſo amazed at your Triumphant Beauty, that he 
dares not approach the excellence that ſhines from you ? 

Lady D. What can be the meaning of all this ? 

Sir Folly. Art thou then reſolv*d tobe remorſeleſs ? canſt thou be in- 
ſenſible, haſt thon Eyes? haſt thou a Heart ? haſt thou any thing thou 
ſhouldſt have ? odd Ill tickle thee; get you too her you Fool, ger you to 
her, to her, to her, to her, ha, ha, ha. | EN 

Lady D. Have you forgot me Beaugard ? 

Sir Jolly. So now, to her agen I iay, to her, to her and be hang'd, 
Ah Rogue ! Ah Rogue ! now, now, have at her, now have at her, 
there ir goes, there it goes, Hey Boys / 

Lady D. Methinks this Face ſhould not ſo much be alterd, as to be 
nothing like what once I thought it, the object of your pleaſure, and 
ſubjeft of your Praiſes. RY Bs | 

Sir Folly. Cunning Toad ! Wheedling Jade ! you ſhall ſee now how 
by _ ſhe'll draw him into the Whirl-pool of Love, now he leers 
upon her, now he leers upon her, Oh law! therc's Eyes! theres your 

yes ! 1 muſt pinch him by the Calf of the Leg. 

Bean, Madam, I muſt confeſs I do remember, that 1.had once ac- 
quaintance with a Face, whoſe Air and Beauty much reſembled yours, 
and if may truſt my Heart, you are calPd Clarinaa.. * . 

Lady D. Clarinda | was calld, till my ill Fortune Wedded me, now 
you may have heard of me by another Title, your friend there,l ſuppoſe 
has made nothing a ſecret to you. 

Beau. And are you then that kind inchanted fair. one who was ſo paſ- 
fonately in Love with- my Picture, that you conld not forbear betraying 
me to the Beaſt your Husband, and wrong the-Paſlion of a Gentleman 
that languiſh*t for you, only to make'your Monſter merry ? hark you 
Madam, had your fool been worth it, I had beaten him, and have a 
Months mind to be exerciſing my parts that way upon your go-between, 
your Male-Bawd there. ,- . | 

Sir Folly. Ah Lord! Ah Lord! AlVs ſpoil'd agen, alls ruin'd, 1 ſhall 
be undone for ever, why what # Devil is the-matter. now ? what have I 


# - . 


done2 what fins have IL committed ? :- -: ++ 
D. And are you that paſſionate Adorer of our Sex * who can- 

not live a Week in London, without Loving ? are you the Spark that 
ſends your Picture up and downto longing -Ladies, longing for a pat- 
. tern of. your Perſon? ;-+_ + - "W575 a: TP 

Bean. Yes Madam, when I receive ſo good Hoſtages as theſe are. 
\ | > 1» toad :<. [ſhews the Gold. 

That it ſhall be well us*d,cou'd you find out no body but me to play the 
Fcol withall ? Sir 
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Sir Folly.. Mack aday! - ...i 0 DD NR, thy 
Lady D. Could: you pitchripon no'Body but that wretched Woman, 

that has loved you too well to abuſe you thus ? FRO! © HH 1h 
Sir Folly. That ever I was born! ' | 
Beau, ere, here Madam, II return you your dirt, I ſcorn your Wa- 

ges, as I do your Service. | IL | 
D. Fye for ſhame, whatrefund? That .is not like a Souldier-to 
refund; keep, keep it.to-pay. your. Sempſtreſs withal. 
Sir Folly. His Sempſtreſs, who the Devil'is his Sempſtrefs ? -Odd what 
wou'd I give ta know that now ! . | : | 
Lady D. There was a Ring too, which [ ſent you this Afternoon, if 
that fit not your Finger, you may diſpoſe of it ſome other way, where it 
may give no occaſion of Scandal, . and yoy'l do well. | 
Bean, A Ring, Madam! | CS 
Lady D. A ſmall trifle, ' I ſuppoſe Sir David deliver®d it to you when 
he return'd you your Mignature. - ” | 
Bean. I beſeech you Madam / 
Lady D., Farewell you Traytor. | 
- Reau, As T hope to be fav*d, and upon the word of a Gentleman, 
Lady D. Goyou area falſe ungrateful Brute, and trouble me no more 
- Yee Exit, 
Bean. Sir Folly, Sir Jolly, Sir Folly. . 
| Sir Fully. Ah thou Rebel !.... 
Beau. Some advice, ſome advice, dear Friend, e*re'I'm ruin'd. 
Six Folly, Ex*n two pennyworth of Hemp for your Honours ſupper, 

that?s, all the remedy that I know. 2, 

Bean. But prithee hear a little reaſon. - $2 Wong 

Sir Folly. No Sir, I ha? done, no more to be ſaid, I ha? done, I am 
aſham'd of you, Pl have no moreto ſay to you, I never ſee your Face 
again, good b*wy. | [Exit Sir Folly, 

Beax. Death and the Devil, what :have. my-Stars been doing to day ! 

a Ring ! deliver'd by Sir David !——whatican that mean ? Pox on 

her for a Jilt, ſhe lies; and/has a maind.co amuſe and laugh at mee day or 

two longer; hiſt, here comes her Beaſt once more” Pl uſe him Civilly, 
and try what diſcovery I can make. | 


Enter Sir Dc vy Dance, . -- 
TIT k 
l ' F 


Sir Da, Ha, ha, ba: here*aithe Caprains-Jewel, very well : In troth 
I had like to have forgotten it, Ha, - hay ha, how damnable: Mad 
hel be now, when I ſhall deliver him nis Ring again, ha, ha ! — Poor. 
Dog, he'l hang himſelf at leaft; ha, ha, ha, — —-Faith tis a very pret- 


ty Stone, , and finely.ſet: Zyzmph! if I ſhould keepit now! PI 
ſay [ _ loſt. it; no I'll give it him again, o'purpoſe'to-vex him haz 
a, Baz: i128 246 ICH bogs of 512393 ; 2ofhe DPI > 0? 


Sir Da. OhSir,,”tis/you'I was ſeeking for, ha, haz ha,' what ſhall 1 


ſay to him now to terrific him ? Bean: 


r> pI LEE'S.4 *C; - 
* Bean.. Sir David, 1 am heartily ſorrie: 


- 


<—— © 
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. Beam. Me, Sir ? | WISTERTAS 

Sir Da. Ay, you-Sir, if your name be Cap n rg How is 7 
Fool he Joors already ? | d: 

Beau; Wha cyoup pleaſe, Sir. '' ' 

$i4 Da. Sir, 1 ſhould ſpeak's word whites you, if you think fit, what 
ſhall I do now to keep my countenance ? 
x Can 7 be ſo happy, Sir, as to be able toſſerve you in any 
thin _ 

Sr Da. No Sir, ha, ha, ha, | have —_—_—— of fervies to "By Sir, 
oh Lord ! tha, ha, ha. | | 

Bean. Me, 'Sir. | | 

Sir Da. Ay Sir, you Sir, but put. on your hat, Friend” put 6 on your 
hat, be cover'd: 

Beax. Sir, will you pleaſe to fit down on this Bank ? 

Sir Da. No, no, there's no need, no need, for all Thayer a yonng 


' Wife Ican ſtand upon my legs, Smect-heart,” - 

Bean. Sir, 1 beſeech you! ' f SEL OED 

Sir Da. By no means, I think friend, we had fore hard wards "lt 
now, '*twas about a paultry baggage, but ſhe's a pretty baggage, and 2 

*witty baggage, anda baggage that 

Beau, Sir, 1 am heartfly aſhan'd of all miſdemeanovr on my ſide. 

Sir Da. You do well, though are notyb oua damn'd Whore-maſter, a 
deviliſh Cuckold- -making fellow; here; here, do'you'ſee this? here's 
the Ring you ſent a Roguing ; Sir, do you think my Wife 'Wants any 
thing that you can help her to ?—— Why Pl warrant this Ring coſt 
fifty pound : What a prodigal Fellow are you to throw away fo much 
monie ;: or didft thon ſteal 'it old Boy? Thelieve thou maiſt be, poor, 111 
lend:thee-money upon”r, if thon'thinklt fit,at thirty-in'the hundred, be- 


cauſe I love thee, ha, ha, ha. 
Beau, Sir, your tumble Scrvant, I am forry Twas nfworthFour La- 


dies acceptance, now what a dog am | ! 

- Sir Da, 1 ſhould have given it thee before, but faith 7 forgot it, 
though it was not my Wives. fault in the leaſt, for ſhe ſays as thou likeſt 
this uſage, ſhe hopes to have thy cuſtom again Child; Ha, ha; ha, 

Beau, Then Sir, 1 beſeech:yourtell her, that you Have: mate'a Con- 
vert on me, and that 7 am ſo ſenſible of my inſolent behaviour towards 
her 

Sir Da. Very well, 7 ſhall do it. 

Bean, That *T1s impoſlible I ſhall ever be at peace with my (If till / 
find ſome way how / may make her reparation. 

Sir Da. Very good;iha, ha,” ha. - - 

Bean. And that if ever ſhe find me guilty of the like offence again— 

_ * Sir. Da NoSir, you had'not belt, but proceed, ha, ha, ha. | 

Beas.-Let her baniſh all good opinion of me for ever. 

1; Sir Da.:No'more tobe ſaid, your Servant, good b*w? - "Y 
(: Beau.) One word more, 4. beſcech YOu. mary 4 
Sr Da, What's that? : , Tory? 7 


2 5 


\ (ieene 


-"$2 © JE IQULATENS.* | 
Beas. 1 beg you tell I her, that the generovscepoof ſhe tas gives me 
has ſo wr ht, upon-me———" GT; 209 , 
Sty Da. Well, T_ 
Bean, Thati eſteem this Jewel, not ones a wreck NOTING from 
my folly, | but that for her ſake I will preſerve it to the utmoſt moment 
my life. 
” my Da. Withall my heart, I vow and ſwear. 
Beau. Andthat | long! to convince her 1 am not the Brute ſhe might 
miſtake me. for.,”,. 
Sir Da. Right ; : ' well, "this will make the pureſt ſport, (Aſide; ) let 
me ſee, firſt you acknoledge your ſelf to be a very impudent Fellow. 
Bean. | do-ſo, Sir. 
Sir Da, And that you ſhall never be at reſt, - you have ſatisfd my 
Lad 9 - 
-- Right, Sir. 
"Sir Da. Sarisf'd her, ve v7 gx = vp) ha, we ha, and that you will never 
play the fool any move, be ſure you keep your word, Friend, 
. Bean, Never; Sir. 
Sir Da, "And that you will keep that-Ring for her ſake, as long as 
you live, hah !——— | 
Beau, "To the day.of my death, 111 aſſure you. 
Sir Da,. I proteſt that will be * very kindly done and that you 
-> mightily, long to let her underſtand:that you are another-gueſs 
ow than ſhe may take you for. 
—=—= ExaQly Sir, that:is the Sum and End of my deſi res. . 
Sir Da, Well, Pll take care of your buſineſs, Ill do your buſineſs, 
Ill warrant you, this will make the pureſt ſport when I come home, no, 
(Afide.) Well your Servant, remember, be ſure you remember, your 
' Servant. 
Beav. So, now.I find a Hasband is a delicate inſtrument rightly made 
uſe of; To make her old jealous Coxcomb pimp for me himſelf, 
I think 'tis as worthy an employment as ſuch a noble Conſort can be put 


to. 
Ah were ye all ſuch Husbands and ſuch Wives, 
We younger, Brothers ſhou'd lead better lives. 


"ACT IIL. 


SCENE Covent-Garden. 
Enter Sylvia, and Courtine. 


Sylv. To. fall in love, and to fall.in love with a Souldier 1 '. nay, a 
disbanded Souldier too, a fellow with the mark of Cain 


on him, which every body knows him by, IING to throw ones 
: ———_ Cour, 
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- Noe Dan her,” Lthal, meyer enhy - her without 
rich and very ugly, I -wou'd marry her yuAYs 1 $18; f, 
Tenor: 
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our, ?Tis a very hard Caſe, that you have refolv'd not to let me be. 


quiet.; 2 

Silu, "Tis yery voreaſonably done of you, - Sir, to haunt me vp ; and 
dawa every where It: this ſcandalous Tate, Un world will thinkwe we'are 
acquainted ſhox 

Cour, But, Madam, [ſhall fair] y take morecare of my Reputation, 
and from this time forward ſhun and avoid you moſt watchfully. 

Sytv. Have you'not haynted this place theſe two hours ? 

Cour. *T was becauſe I knew it to be.your Ladyſhips home then, and 
therefore might reaſonably be the place you leaſt of all frequented, one 
would imagine you were gone a Coxcomb-hunting by this tim2,to ſome. 
place of publick appearance or other, *ris pretty near the-hour,*twill be 
50) 7 reſently, and then the.Owles come all-abroad. 

hat need I take the trouble to go ſo far a fowling, when there's 
-- enough at our own doors ? 

Cour. What; game fqr your Net, fair Ladie ? 

 Sylv, ..Yes,-or any womans Net elſe, that will ſpread it. 

Cour. To ſhew you how deſpicably I think of the buſineſs, I will hete 
leave you preſently, though loſe the pleaſure of railing at you. 

Sjlv., Doſfo, I wow'd adviſe you; your raillery betrays your wit, 
as bad as =_ —_— civility does your Wig 

Court. Adieu 

_- Sylo, Farewell /— LIN 

Cour. Why do not you go about your buſineſs ? 

Sytv, Becauſe I would be ſure to be rid of you firſt, that you might 
not-dog me. ' 

© Cur, Were it but poſlible that you cou'd anſiver me one queſtion tru- 

y, and then I ſhould be ſatisfd. 

ET Any thing for compoſition to be rid of you handſomly. 

Are youreally yery honeſt ? Look in my Face and tell me that. 
Sylv. Look in your Face and tell you, for what ? To ſpoil my Stomach 
to ” Supper. 

Cour. No, but to get thee a Stomach to thy Bed,Sweet-heart,l would 
if --_ be better acquainted with thee, becauſe thou art very il-na- 


_— Your only way to bring that buſineſs about effeftually, is to be 
more troubleſome, and if you think it worth your while to be abus'd 
ſubſtantially z you may make your perſonal appearance this _ 

Cour. How ! where? and ned ry yo beſeech 
v. Under the Window, between the hours of eleven and. twelve 


y- 
| "—_ Where ſhall theſe loyely Eyes, and Ears hear my Plaints and 
ſee my Tears. E Sylv. 
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- Com; Heres anothertrick-ofthe: Devil now ©nkter that: Window 
between the hours of eleven and twelye exaQly, I am a dam*d Fool, 
and muſt £9, let me ſee, ſuppoſe | meet with a luſty beating ! pilh, that's 
for:a man that* in lbye; or ſuppoſe Ihe: conttive ſome way- to 


* 
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make a publick .Coxcomb of, me, and expoſe me to the ſcorn of' the 


World, for an example toallamorous Block-heads hereafter Þ why: if 
ſhe do, I'Miſwear { have lain with her, beaher Relations, ifthey pretend 
to Vindicate her, and ſo there's one love.intrigue pretty we = : 

Mich | r. 


Lia 4% 


Enter Sir David, and Vermin- 


Sir Da. Go, get you-in to your Ladie now, and tell her, I am come- 
ing. ENT | 
_ ER Her Ladyſhip,Right-worſhipful, is-pleas?d not to be at bome. 

Sir Da. How's that ?* my Ladie not at home !-run, run in and ask 
when ſhe went, forth, whither . ſhe is gone, and. who-is with- her, run 
*nd ask, Yermin. Ne 42 
. Fer. She wentout in her Cogan after you this Aftcr-noon. 


Sir Da, Then 1- may be a Cuckold Ttill for ought I'know, what will 


become of me ? I have ſurely loſt, and n&re ſhall find her more, ſhe-pro- 


migd me ſtrifly to-ſtay at home, till I came backagain; for onght 1 
know ſhe may be vp three pair of ſtairs in the Temple now. 
Verm. Is her Ladyſhip in Law then, Sir ? -- 
Sir Da. Or it may be taking the Air as far as' Knights-bridge with 


| ſome ſinooth-fac'd Rogue or another : %is a-damn*d houſe, that Swan, 


that Swan at Knights-bridge is a confounded houſe, Yermin, 
Vtrm; Do you think-ſhe 1stherethen ?—— | 
Sir De. No, I do not think ſhe is-there neither ; but ſuch a thing - 
may ' be, you know; would, that Barn-Elms was under. water too, 
there's a 1000 Cuckolds a Year made at Barn-Elms, by Roſamonds ponds, 
the Devil ifſhe ſhoy'd be there'rhis evenipg, my heart's broke. 


Enter Sir Jolly. 


Sir- Fol. 'That-'muſt be Sir Davy; Ay, that's he, that's be, ha; ha, ha 
was ever the like heard et ned Loca thing ſo pleafant ?* A 

Sir Ds. ll lock her up three days, -and three nights, without meat, 
Grinkoorl nt, bumble herin the Devils name: | 

ir Fs. Well, cou meet my Friend, Sir; itword be the . 

jr oo 

Sir-Ds, Who%here that has-any thing to ſay-to me ? 

Sir Fol. Ah my Friend of Friends, ſuch news, ſuch tidings'! 

Sir Da. I have loſt my W ife, Man. | 


_ "> þ<- REY & E A : 

'Sir Da. Yes. Alas, ' ſhe's dead, irrecoverablytoft; - + © 
.. Sir Fd; Why; 1 parted with her within-thi#halfhour. © 
- Sir D4. \Nid-you expo re 7 where was'it ? Plthave 


by 


"my Lord-Chief-Juſtices nt and a Conftable preſently. | 
'Mait, that ſhe mer withallacci III | 


"Sir D4.. Oh Lord ! that*s worſe oe rſe, a Young fellow l_—_—_ 
my Wife making ſportwith a'y fellow! oh Lord !'here are doings, 
here are yagaries !.'1'l run mad, -ll limb Bow Steeple preſently, 
ſtride-the Draggon, - pr pe Cuckoldom to the whole City. 

Sir Fol. The beſt of all was too, that it happen'd to be an idle Cox- 
comb that pretended to be in love withher, Neighbour. - 

Sir Da. indeed, in love with her! who was it ? what's his Name ? 
I warrant you won't tell a Body, IN| indite him-in the Crown Office ; 
no[Þ'll ifue Warrants to apprehend him:for Treaſon ypon the Statate of 
Eaw. 19. 'won”t you tell me what young Fellow it was, was it a-very 
handſome young fellow, hah ——— | | ; 

'Sir Jol. Handſome ! yes hang him, the fellow's handſome enough ; he 
is not very handſome neither, but he has a-devHliſh leering black-eye. 

Sir Ds. Oh'Lord! , 

- Sir Fol. His face too'is a good: rideing Face, *tis no ſoft effeminate 
complexion indeed, but his countenance is raddy, ſanguine, and chear- 
ful, a devilliſh fellow in'a Corner, Il warrant him. | 

Sir Da. Bleſs us! what will become of me, whiy the devil did I mar- 
rya young Wife ? Is he very well ſhap'd too, tall, ſtreight, and pro- 
portionable, hah - : 

Sir Fol. Tall ? No, he*snot very tall neither, yet he is tall enough 
too, he's none of your overgrown lubberly Flanders Jades, but more of 
the true Engliſb breed, well knit, able, and fit for ſervice old Boyz the 

Fellow is well ſhap'd truly, very well proportion'd, ſtrong; and ative, 
I have ſeen the Rogye leap like a Buck. | 

Sir Da. Who can this be ? Well, and what think you, Friend, has - 
hebeen there? Come, come, Pm-ſenſible ſhe's a young Woman, and 1- 
aman old Fellow, troth a very old Fellow, I fignifie little or nothing 
now, but do you think he has prevailed ? am1 a Cuckold Neighbour ? 

Sir Fol, Cuckold ! what, a Cuckold in Covent-Garden? No, 1"ll affure 

ou, 1 believe her tobe the moſt vertuous Woman in the World ; bur 
if you had but feen——— 

Sir:Da, Ay, wou'd I had, what was it ? 

Sir Fol. How like a Rogue ſhe ugd him: Firſt of all comes me up 
the'Spark to her, Madam, ſays he———and then he bows down, thus 
————how now, ſays ſhe,” what wouſd the impertinent Fellow have ? 

Sir Da. Humph ?:ha ! well,and, what then ? | _- : 

Sir Jol. Madam, ſays he again (bowing as he did before) my heart is 
ſo entirely yours, that except you take pity of my ſufferings 1 myſt 
here dye atyour Feet. a 

Sir Da. So, and what faid ſhe again, Neighbour ? hah ! 

2 


Sir 
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Wh thats. Sicraky {ays ſhe, - omg faivſle: ; and 
PII wa you: * Ay 4 re te he YCEL AN 2613; 
Sir Ds.. Ha, ha,. ha! Well, il waw'd-not be uomarr?d agil to' be an 
Ange | 
| wn Bk. But: the beſt Jaſt of all was, who this ſhould be at laſt. 
Sire Ars who. indeed.” Vl Warrany you ſome (llyFeltow or. other; 
r £00 3f! vd Git 
Sir Fol; Een a Kao dalouy Rake-hell,; that lingers up-and-down 'the 
Town by the Naine of Captain Beaugard, but he bas been a bloody Cuck- 
old-making,Scoundrel: i in, his time. _ 

Sir Da. -Hang him Sot, j 1s it he ? 1-don't- value him thus, not a wet 
finger Man, to my knowledge ſhe hates him, ſhe ſcorns him Neighbour, 
[.know.it;.. 1am very well faisf'g 1 in-the point, beſides have ſeen him 
ſince thar, .andout-hettgi?d him : Lam to tell her. won ON 'own+ mouth, 
that he promiſes never to affront her: more. 


-04 Letter. 


Enter Lady Danes, paying her Obairmar 


yo FPOFLESE God bleſs. .you; Madam,” thank your bomanr, 
Sir Jol. Huſh, haſh, there's - my Lady, I'Il be gone, Pl not be ſeen, 
your humble Servant, God b*w'y 
Sir Da.. No faith, :Sir. Jah, ; Cen/gojnto; ny. Fouſe now, and ſtay 
Supper with me, we. han'r fop! together a great while,” - -- 
Sir Fol. Hah/, ſay:you ſo, Idowrcare if [do, faith withall wy heart ; 
this may. give mean opportunity to ſet all hiogy __ _ 4 te. 
Sir Da. My Dear : 
,. D: Sir / | d 925 
Sir ja. You have been abroad, my Dear, [feel = 5512. 
Lady D. Only for alittle Ain, truly. I-was ala tied within doors 
I hope-youwill not be apgry, Sir'Davjd, will you 2 - i mo & 5) 
- Sr Da.. Angry Child! no Child, not1 4 what: ſhould I be angry for 2 
Lady D. 1 wonder Sir. David, - you will -ſerve me at this.rate... Did 
you not promiſe me to goin my behalf to Beangard, and correcd him ac- 
cording to my wk = kt for his inſolence? - © - W Ih 
Sip D4..50 did, Child ; I have been” with him, bin deacts F have 
told him all to a tittle, I gave 'him back again the Piure too,” bot” As. 
the. Devil woulg.have. it, 1 BgptThe Ripg, — did.: -. 
Lady 
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the right;3: yet] went back, _ 


| . Sins, '1-gave-him his leſſog, warranthim.-.,. 
' Lady D. Leſſons what tefſon had you to'give him? 
-« Sir ottah porn Mie UNE tent uſage he might come again, 
ha; TIO: I YT 1. Bk | | 
: ND. Ay, and ſolet him; © 7 £0700 » EE 
Sir Da, Withall my heart, PlI'give him freeleave,or hang me:though 

thou'wow'd'ſt not imagine how the poor- Devil's alter'd. La you there 
now, bat as certaialy as 1 ſtand :here, that man is troubled that he 
ſwears he ſhall not. reſt day noe night till he has Qatisfied- thee; rithee 
be ſatisfi'd with him if ?tis poſſible, my Dear, prithee-do, 1 promig'd - 
him before 1 left him to tel] thee-as much, for the poor” wretch looks ſo 
ſimply, I cou'd not chuſe but pity him, I vow and ſwear, ha, ha, ha. 
- Jak: Now, now, youlittle Witch, now you Chitsface, odd1 cou'd- 

findin my heart to put my little Finger in'your Bubbies. - - 

Lady D. Sir [David, \ muſt tell yoy, that 1 cannot but reſent [your ſo 
ſoon reconcilement with a man that I hate worſe then death, and thar 
if youloy'd me with half that tender neſs'which you profeſs, you wou'd 
not forget an affront ſo palpably, and ſo baſely offer*d me. 

- - Sir Da. Why Chicken, where's the Remedy ?: what's to. be done? 
how wouldſt thou have-me deal with him ? | 
D. Cat his throat.. 

Sir Da, Bleſs us for ever ? cut his throat:? what do murder ? : 

Lady D. Murder, yes, any thing to ſach an incorrigible Enemy of 
your honour, one that has reſoly'd to perſiſt in abuſing of you, ſec here 
this Letter, this Lreceiv?*d ſince I laſt parted with you ; juſt now it was 
thrown into my Chair by an impudent Lacquey of his kept o* purpoſe 

. for ſuch imployments. 

Sir Da. Let me ſ&: a Letter indeed” —<for the Lady Dwrce - 
damn'd Rogue, treacherous dog, what can he ſay in-theinfde now ? 
here's-a Villain. ; 

;. Lady D. Yes you had beſt break it open, you had ſo, cis like the reſt 
of your difcretion.. 

- Sir Da. Lady, if I have an Enemy, it isbeſt: for-me to know what 
miſchief he-intends me, therefore, with your: leave, I will break it- 
open. | 

Lady D. Do, do, to have him beliFe that I-was pleas'd enough with - 
is'to do it my ſelf, if you have the Spirit of a Gentleman in you, carry it A 
back, and daſhit as it is in the face of that audacious Fellow. 

Sir Fol.” What can be the meaning of this now ? 

Sir Da. A. Gentleman, yes, Madam, I ama Gentleman, and-the 

world ſhall find that I am a Gentleman, —] have certainly the beſt 
Woman in the World, | | Lady - 


30 The S$ouldiers Fortune. 
Lazy D. What do you think, ouſt be:the end of all-this f 1. have no 

refuge-in the world, wt ws kindneds, had I'a'Jealous Husband now, 

how miſerable muſt my'life be! ot: | 

Sir Fol. Ah Rognes Noſe ! ah Devitl ah Toad ! cunning thief, wheed- 
ling Slut. Il bite her -by arffl by. - | | 

Sir Dav. Poor Fool! no Dear, 1 am notJealous, nor never will be 
jealous of thee: Do what thou wilt, thou ſhalt not make-me jealous, I 
love thee too well to ſaſpelt thee. 

. Lady D.. Ah but how long will you do ſo? | 

' Sir Da. How long ! aslong as I live1 warrant thee, I=——dor't 
talk to a body ſo: -I cannot hold if thou doſt, my eyes will run over, 
poor Fool, poor Birdsnies ! poor Lambkin ? - : 

Lady D. But will yon be ſo kind to me to anſwer-my deſires, will you 
once more indeavour to make that Traytor ſenſible that I have- too juſt 
an eſteem of you, not to value his addreſſcsas they deſerve? ' 

Sir Da. Ay» Ay, I will. | 

Lady D. But don't ſtay away too long Dear, make what haſte you can, 
I ſhall be in paintill I ſee you again. 
 -Sir Da, My Dear, my Love, my-Babby,Pl! be with thee in a moment, 

how happy am above the reſt of men! Neighbour, dear Neighbour, 
walk in with my Wife, -and keep her company, till 1retnra .again. 
Child don*c be troubled, prithee:dowt be:trqubled, was there ever ſuch 
a Wife, well, da, da, da, don't be troubled, prithee don't be troubled, 
prithee don*t be troubled, Da, da. [CExt. 

Lady D. Sir Folly, Sir Folly, Sir Jolly. - - | 

Sir Fol. Don't be troubled, prithee don't be troubled, da, da. 

Lady D, But Sir Folly, can you g ueſs whereabout my wandring 'Offi- 
cer may be probably found now? 

Sir Fol. Found, Ladie ? he is to be found, Madam, - he is to be at 
my. houſe pn Ladie, he's certainly one of the fineſt Fellows in 
the World. 

Lady D. You ſpeak like a Friend, Sir Folly. 

Sir Fol. His Friend, Lady; no Madam his Foe, his utter Enemy, 1 
ſhall be his ruin, I ſhall undo him. 

Lady D. You may, -if you pleaſe ; then come both and- play at Cards 
. this Evening with me for an hour or two, for I have contriv'd it fo, that 
Sir David is to be abroad at Supper to night, he cannot poſlibly ayoid 
it; Long to win ſome of the _ Money ſtrangely, 

Sir Fol. Do you-ſo, my Gamelter ? Well, PlI my to bring him, 
and for what he carries about him Ill warrant you————odd he's a 
pretty Fellow, a very pretty Fellow, he bas only one fault. 

Lady D. And what is that I bMech-you;Sir ? 


Sir Fol. Only too Loving, too good Natur'd,, that's all ; ris certainly 
the beſt natur*d Fool breathing, *s all his fault. 

Lady D. Hiſt, hiſt, I think I ſee company coming, if you pleaſe, Sir 
Folly we'll goin. | 


Enter 


s 
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Emer Beagard, Jl hy Sr-Davy, Vermin 


Sir Fol. Mum, mam, mum, *tishe himſelf, the very ſame; odds ſo,Sir 
wy himtoo, huſh, buſh; buſh, let us be gone, let vs retire, do 
but _ him now, * mind him alittle, there's aſhape, there's an 
Air, motion ! Ah Rogue, ah.Devil, get you in, get you in, i 
fay there's a ſhape for you, . _ p [Extt, 
" Bean, What the Devil ſhall I do to recover this loſs again, 
my honourable Pimp too, my' Pander Knight' has forſaken me, me- 
* thinksI am quandari'd like one going with a party to diſcover the E- 
nemies Camp; but hadloſt his guide upon the mountains : Curſe on him 
old Argus is here-agen;- there can be no good Fortune towards me when 
he*s at my heels. ; 
Sir Da. Sir, Sir, Sir, one word with you, Sir / Captain, Captain, 
_g mt one word, I beſeech .you. | 
Beau, With me, Friend? - 
Sir Da, Yes with you, my no Friend, 
Beax. Sir David, my. intimate, my Boſom Phyſitian———. 
Sir Da. Ah Rogue / damnd Rogne : 
Beaw. My Confeſſor, my deareſt Friend, I ever had-—— 
Sir Da. ty Wheadle, here's a Fellow _ "= | 
Beau. One that has taught me to be in loye with Vertye, and ſhewn 
me the ugly inſide of my Follies, | | 
Sir Ds. Your humble Servant. A 
Beas. Is that all? if you are as cold in-your Loye as you are in your 
Friendſhip, Sir Davy, your Lady has the worlt time on*t of any one in 
Chriſtendom:- | 
Sir -De. So ſhe has, Sir, when ſhe cannot be free from the inſolent ſo- 
ticirations of ſuch Fellows as yoware, Str. 
Beau. As me, Sir ? why who am.I, good Sir Domine Doddle-pate ? 
Sir Da.So,take notice he threatens me, ll have him bound to the peace 
inſtantly, witi you never have remorſe of Conſcience Friend ? have you 
baniſht*all ſhame from your Soul?” Do you conſider my Name- is Sir 
Davy Dunce'? that'l have the moſt vertuous Wiſe living ? Do you con- 
fider that ? Now how like a Rogue he looks again, what a hang-dog 
leer was that ? : 
Beax. Your vertnous Wife, . Sir, you are always harping upon that 
ſtring, Sir Davy. | 
Sir Da, No, *tis you wou'd be harping upon that ſtring, Sir, ſee you-- 
| this? caſt you eyes upon this, this Lettes Sir, did not you promiſe . 
this very day, to abandon all” manner of proceedings of this Nature, . 
tending to the diſhonour of me and my Family ? | 
Beas.. Letter, Sir ? what thedevil does'he mean now ? Let me ſee, For 
the Lady Dunce, this is no ſcrawl of mine, I'lf be Sworn by Fove, - her 
own hand! What a Dog was 1! forty to one but I had play*d the'Fool, .. 
and ſpoilPd all again ; was there everſo Charming a Creatare'breathing, . 
—tid your Lady deliver thisto your hands, Sir? . "A 


Jr. 
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Sir Da. Ev*n her own ſelf in Perſon, Sir, and bad me tell you, Sir, 
that ſhe has too juſtan eſteem. of me,'Sir, not to yalue: ſuch-a Fellow as 
you areas you deſerve. Kpiy T ; 
-. - Bean,: Very good : - (Reads the, Letter ) - 1. doubt, not but this Letter 
will ſurprizetyou——— (in troth, and 1q it does. extreamly,) but reflect 
upon the manner of conveighing it to your. hand as kindly as pon. | 

Sir Da. Ay adamn'd Thief to have. it thrawn into. the Chair by a 
Footman. © Do Es no. ot ana © 

Beau. ( Reads) Would Sir Davy were but halt I6 king to] ouasT am. 
' Sir Da. Say you ſo, you infinuating Knave.. ._ .....;, [Sir Folly Reags, 

Bean, 'But heI am ſatisfi*d is fo ſeverely jealous, that, except fog 
comriye ſome way. to let me ſee.you this evening - 1 feqr, all will be 
hopeleſs. bg | wt 

Gir Da. Impudent Traytor, I might have been a Monſter. yet before 
:I had got my Supper in my Belly. oo 

Bea, In order to which either appear your ſelf, : or fome body. fqr 
-you, half an hour hence in the Piazza, when more may be conſidered 
. of, adieu- 1 _ | 

Sir Da. Thanks to you, noble Sir, with all my heart, you are come 
I ſee accordingly, but as a Friend I am bound in Conſcience to tell the 
buſineſs wont do, - the trick:won*t paſs, Friend, . you- may, put up your 
Pipes, and march off: Oh Lord! he lye with my: Wife, -Pughbhb, ,be 
make-Sir Davy Dunce a Cuckold, poor. wretch, ha, ha, ha. - 

Sir Fol. Hiſt, hiſt, hiſt, | : 


Enter Lady Dunce, and Fourbin diſanis'd, | 


' Lady D. Thats he, there he is! ſucceed, and be rewarded: | 

- Foxr, Other people may think what they pleaſe; but in my own o- 
' Pinion, I ama y etty Fellow now, if my deſign but ſucceed upon 
this old Baboon, Ill be canoniz'd.- Sir, Sir, Sir. | 

Sir Da. Friend / with me ? Wou'd you ſpeak with me, Fricnd ? 
Fourb. Sir, my commands were to attend your Worſhip. _. 

Sir Jol. Beangard, Beaugard, hiſt, hiſt, here, here, quickly, hiſt. 

Sir Da, Where do you live Sweet-heart, and who do you belong to ? 

Fourb, Sir, I am a ſmall inſtrument of the City, I ſerve the Lord Mayor 

in his Office there. | | 
 - Sir Da. How, the Lord Mayor! : 

Fourb, Yes, Sir, who deſires you by all means to do him the Honour 
of your company at ſupper this evening. 

Sir Da. It will be the greateſt honour I ever receiv'd in my Life, 
what my -Lord Mayor invite me to ſupper ? Iam his Lordſhips moſt 
humble ſervant. . 

Fowrb, Yes, Sir, if your name be Sir Davy Dwnce, as I have the ho- 
nour to be informn'd it is, hedeſires you moreover to make what haſte 
you can, for that he has ſome matters of importance to communicate to 
your honour, which may take up ſome time. ; SN 4 
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Lady D. 1 hope it will ſucceed. _ | 

Sir Da. Communicate with me, he does me too noble a favour, 1'11 
fy _ the wings of Ambition to lay my ſelf at his Footſtool; My 

or 
too : I ſhall certainly be a great Man. 

Fourb, What Anſwer will your Worſhip charge me back withal ? 

Sir Da. Let his Lordſhip know that I am amazed, and confounded, 
at his generoſity, and that I am ſo tranſported with the honour he does 
me, that I will not fail to wait on him in the roaſting of an Egg. 

Fourb, 1 am your Worſhips lowly Slave. 

Sir Da. Vermin, go get the Coach ready, get me the Gold Medal too 
and Chain which I took from the Roman Catholick Officer for a Popiſh 
Relick ; PII be finc, PII ſhine and drink Wine that's Divine, My Lord- 
Mayor invite me to Supper ! | 

Lady D. My Deareſt, Pm glad to ſee thee return'd in ſafety from the 
bottom of my heart, haſt thou ſeen the Traitor ? 

E Sir Da. Seen him? hang him, I have ſeen him, Pox on him, ſeen 
im. | 

Lady D. Well, and what is become ofhim ? Where is he ? 

Sir Da. Why doſt thou ask me where he is*-what a Pox care 1 
what becomes of him, prithee don't trouble me with thy impertinegce, 
I am buſie. . 

D. You are not Angry, my Dear, are you ? 

Sir Da. No, but am pleas'd, and that's all one, very much pleagd 
let me tell you, but that | am only to ſup with my Lord-Mayor, that's 
all, nothing elſe in the World, only the buſineſs of the Nation calls 
upon me, that's all, therefore once more I ſay don't be troubleſome, 
but ſtand off. 

Lady D. You always think my company troubleſome, you never ſtay 
at home to comfort me, what think you I ſhall do alone by my ſelf all 
this Evening ? mopeing in my Chamber, pray my Joy ſtay with me for 
once; I hope he wowt take me at my word. [Afiae, 

_ * Sir Da, | ſay again and again, Tempter ſtand off, I will not loſe my 
preferment for my pleaſure, honour is towards me, and fleſh and blood 
are my Averſion. | 

Lady D. But how long will you ſtay then ? ; 

Sir Da. 1 don't know, may be not an hour, may be all night, as his 
Lordſhip and 1 think fit, what's that to any body, 

Lady D. You are very cruel to me. | 

Sir Da, 1 can*r+help it, go, get you in, and paſs away the time with 
your Neighbour, 1'y be back again before I die; in the mean time be 
humble and conformable, go: is the Coach ready ? 

Verm, Yes, Sir. . 

Sir Da. Well, your-Servant, what nothing to my Lady Mayorels ! 
you have 2 great deal @f Breeding indeed, a great deal, nothing to my 
Lady Mayoreſs? | 

Lady D. My ſervice to her, + you pleaſe. u 
og 
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Mayor ſ:nds himſelf to invite me to Supper, to confer with me 
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The Souldiers Fortune. 
Sir D. Well, Da, Da, the poor fool cries, o? my conſcience! Adiey, 


do you hear, farewell. [Exit, 
Lady D. As well as what I love can make me. 


Enter Sir Jolly. 


Sir Fol. Madam, is he gone ? 

Lady D. In polt haſte, 1 aſſure. 

Sir Fol. In troth and joy go with him. : 

Lady D.- Do you then, Sir Folly, conduct the Captain hither, whilſt 
I go and diſpoſe of the Family, that we may be private. [Ex, 


Enter Sir Davy. 


Sir D. Troth I bad forgot my Medal and Chain, quite and clean 
forgot my Relique, I was forced to come up theſe back ſtairs, for 
fear of meeting my Wife again, it is the troubleſom?ſt loving Fool, I 
muſt into my Cloſet, and write a ſhort Letter too, ?tis Poit night, 1 
had forgot that; well, I would not have my Wife catch me for a 
Guinny. [ Exit. 


Emer Beavgard and Lady D. 


Beau. Are youcertain, Madam, no body is this way ? I fancy as we 
enter*d I ſaw the glimpſe of ſomething more than ordinary. 

Lady D. 1s it your care of me? or your perſonal fears, that make you 
fo ſuſpicious ? whereabouts was the Apparition ? 

Bean. There, there, juſt at the very door. 

Lady D. Fie for ſhame, thats Sir Dary*s Cloſet, and-he I am fatis- 
fd is far enough off by this time. Pm ſure I heard the Coach drive 
him away. But to convince you, you ſhall ſee now ; Sir Davy, Sir Davy, 
Sir Davy, [knocking at the Cloſet door} look you there, you a Captain, 
and afraid of a ſhadow, come Sir, ſhall we call for the Cards ? 

Beau, And what ſhall we play for, pretty One ? 

Lady D. E'en what you think Beſt, Sir. | 
8 - "Hy Silver Kiſſes, or Golden joyes ! come let us make Stakes 2 
IfTiE. 


Enter Sir Folly. 


Sr Folly. Ah Rogue, ah Rogue! are youthere ? have I caught you 
in Faith, now, now, now ! 

Lady D. And who ſhall keep them ? 

Beax. You, till Sir Davy returns from Supper. 

Lady D. That may be long enough, for our Engine Fourbin has Or- 
ders not to give him over ſuddenly, I aſſure you. 

Bean, And is't to your ſelf then. Pm oblig'd for this bleſt opportuni- 

ty 
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ty ? Let us improve it to Love's beſt advantage. 

Sir Folly. Ah h, b, h! Ah, h,b, b,h! 

Bean, Let's vow eternal, and raiſe our thoughts to expectation of 
immortal pleaſures, in one anothers eyes let's read our joys, till we've 
no longer power ore our deſires, drunk with this diſſolving, oh !——— 


Enter Sir Davy from his Cloſet, 


Lady D. Ah! [Squeaks. 
Bean, By this light the Cuckold, Preſto, nay then Hallo. 
E : [Gets up and ru1s away. 
Sir Da. Oh Lord, a Man! a Man in my Wife's Chamber ; Murder, 
Murder, Thieves, Thieves, ſhut up my Doors! Madam ! Madam ? 
Madam ! 


Enter Sir Jolly. 


Sir Fol. Ay, Ay, Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Murder, where Neigh- 
bour, where, where? 

Lady D. Pierce, pierce this wretched Heart, \ Catches up Beaugard”s 
hard to the Hilts, dye this in deepeſt crimſon / ſword which he hadleft 
of my Blood, ſpare not a miſerable Womans behind him in the burry, 
Life, whom Heav*n deſign*d to be the unhappy Y and preſents it to Sir 
object of the moſt horrid uſage Man ere afted. © Davy. 

Sir Da. What in the name of Satan does ſhe mean now? - 

Lady D. Curſe on my fatal beauty ! blaſted ever be theſe two baneful 
eycs that could inſpire a barbarous Villain to attempt ſuch crimes as all 
my blood's too little to atone for : Nay, you ſhall hear me. — 

Sir Da. Hear you, Madam? No, | have ſeen too much, 1 thank you 
heartily, hear you Quotha !_—— 

Lady D. Yes, and before die too III be juſtifi*d. 

Sir Fol. Juſtifi'd, oh Lord, juſtif*d. 

Lady D. Notice being given me of your return, I came with ſpeed 
to this unhappy place, where | have oft been bleſt with your Embraces, 
when from behind the Arras out ſtarts Beaugard, how he came there 
heav*n knows. 

Sir Da. Vl have him hang*d for Burglary, he has broken my Houſe, 
and broke the Peace upon my Wife, very good ! 

Lady D. Straight in his Arms he graſpt me faſt, with much ado I 
plung'd and got my freedom, ran to your Cloſet door, knockt and im- 
plor*d your aid, calPd og your name, but all in vain—— 

Sir Da. Hah! 

Lady D. Soon again he ſeiz'd me, ſtopt my mouth, and with a Con- 
querors fury | 

Sir Da. Oh Lord! oh Lord! no more,” no more, I beſeech thee, I 
ſhall = mad, and very mad, Il plough up Rocks and Adamantine 
Iron bars, 1'l crack the frame of Nature, fally out like Tamberlarn 

F2 | upon 
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vpon the Trojan Horſe, and drive the Pigmies all like Geeſe before me ; 
Oh Lord, ſtop her mouth! well! and how? and what then! ſtopt thy 
mouth! well! hah! X 

Lady D. No, though unfortunate, I ſtill am innocent, his curſed pur- 
poſe could not be accompliſht, but who will live fo injur*d? No, 
1 die to be revengd on my ſelf, I ner | 
can hope that 1 may ſee his ſtreaming Offers ro run upon the Sword, 
gore : and thus I let out my own—— 

Sir. Da, Ha!" what wouldſt thou do my love, prithee don't break my 
heart? If thou wilt kill, kill mez I know thou art innocent, I -ſee 
thou art; though I had rather be a Cuckold a thouſand times than 
loſe thee, poor Love, poor Dearee, poor Baby. . 

Sir fol, Alack a day —— [WWeeps. 

Lady D. Ah me !\—— 

Sir D. Ah, prithee be comforted now, prithee do, why PII love 
thee the better for this, for all this Mun, why ſhouldſt be troubled for 
anothers ill doings ! I know it was no fault of thine. 

Sir Fol. No, no more it was not, 1 dare ſwear, : 

Sir Da. See, ſee my neighbour weeps too, he's troubled to ſee thee 
thus. | | 

Lady D. Oh, but revenge !- 

Sir Da. Why thou ſhalt have revenge, Pt have him murder'd, 111 
have = throat cut before to morrow morning, Child ; riſe now, pri- 
thee riſe, 

Sir Fol. Ay, do Madam, and ſmile upon Sir Davy. 

Lady D, But will you love me then as well as ere you did? 

Sir Da. Ay, and the longeſt day 1 live too. 

Lady D. And ſhall I have Juſtice done me on that prodigious Mon- 
ſter* | 

Sir Da, Why, he ſhall be Crows-meat by to morrow night, 1 tcil 
thee he ſhall be Crows-meat by midnight, Chicken. 

Lady D. Then 1 will live, fince ſo *tis ſomething pleaſant, 

When I in peace may lead a happy Life, 
With ſuch a Husband 

Sir Da. I with ſuch a Wife. 


ous 
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KS © TY. 
- SCENE. The Tavern. 


Exter Beaugard, Courtine, and Drawer. 


 V. to walk uponepair of ſtairs ? | 
beau, Get the great Room ready preſently, carry up too a good ſtock 
. of 


Draw, TElcome Gentlemen, very welcome Sir, will you pleaſe 
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of Bottles before-hand, with Ice to cool our Wine, and Water to re- 
freſh our Glaſſes, / . 

Draw, It ſhall be done, Sir ; Coming, coming there,Coming : ſpeak up 
in the Dolphin ſome-body. 

Bean, Ah Courtine, muit we be always idle! muſt we never ſee our 
glorious days again! when ſhall we be rowling in the Lands of Milk 
and Honey ; incampt in large lvxuriant Vineyards, where the loaded 
Vines..Cluſter about our Tents, drink the rich Juice, juſt preſt from 
the plump Grape, feeding on all the fragrant golden Fruit that grow 
in fertil Climes, and ripen'd by the earlieſt vigour of the Sun ? 

Court, Ah Beaugard! Thoſe days have been, but now we muſt re- 
ſolve to content our ſelves at an humble rate : methinks it is not un- 
leafant to conſider how I have ſeen thee in a large Pavillion ; drown- 
ing the heat of the day in Campagre Wines, ſparkling ſweet as thoſe 
charming Beauties, whoſe dear remembrance every Glaſs recorded, 
with half adozen honeſt FeHows more, Friends Bearugard, faithful hear- 
ty Fricnds,things as hard to meet with aspreferment here: Fellows that 
would ſpeak truth boldly, and were proud owt, that ſcorn'd flattery, 
lov'd honeſty ; for *rwas their portion, and never yet learn'd the Trade 
of eaſe and lyipg, but now | 

Beau. Ay, now we are at home in our natural Hives, and fleep like 
Drones ; but there's a Gentleman on the other,ſide the Waterzthat may 
make work for us all one day. | 

Court, But in the mean while —— 

Beax. In the mean while patience, ,Courtiz, that is the Engliſh man's 
Vertue : Go to the man that ows you money, and tell him you are ne- 
ccſſitated, his anſwer ſhall be, a little patience, I beſeech you, Sir : Ask 
a- Cowardly Raſcal fatisfattion for a ſordid injury done you, he ſhall 
cry, alas a day, Sir, you are the ſtrangeſt Man living, you won't have 
patience to hear one ſpeak - Complain toa-great Man that you want 
preferment, that you have forſaken conſiderable advantages abroad, in 
obedience to publick Edits, all you ſhall get of him, is this, you mult. 
have patience, Sir. 

Court, But will patience feed me, or cloath me, or keep me clean ? 

Court, Prithee no more hints of Poverty : ?tis ſcandalous, *sDeath 1 
wou'd as ſoon'chuſe to hear a Souldier brag as complain, doſt thou want 
any Money ? : 

Court, True indeed, I want no neceſſaries to keep me 2live ; but 1 
do not. enjoy my ſelf with that freedom 1 wowd do, there is no more 
pleaſure in living at ſtint, then there is in living alone. I wou'd have 
It. in my power (when he needed me) to ſerve and aſliſt my Friend, I 
- would-to my Ability deal handſomely -too by the Woman that pleaſed 

me. = ES | 

Beau. Oh fy for ſh:me ! you wou'd be a Whoremaſter, Friend, go, 
go, PIl have no'more to do with you. E O41 Net 

| Court, | wou'd not bet forced neither at any time to avoid a Gentle- 
man that had obliged me, for- want of Money to pay him a debt con- 
tracted 
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trated in our old acquaintance, it turns my Stomach to ' wheadle 
with the Rogue 1 ſcorn when he uſes me Scurvily, becauſe he has my 
Name in his Shop-Book. _ "ONS 

_ Beau, As for example, to endure the familiarities of a Rogue, that 
ſhall cock his greaſie Hat in my Face, when he duns me, and at the 
ſame time vail it to an overgrown Deputy of the Ward,though a frow- 
zy Fellmonger. 

Court, To be forced to concur with his Non-ſence too, and laugh at 
his Pariſh Jeſts. | 

Beau. To uſe reſpeCts and ceremonies to the Milch-Cow his Wife, 
and praiſe her pretty Children, though they ſtink of their Mother, 
and are uglier than the iſpe of a Baboon, yet all this muſt be endy- 
red. 

Court, Muſt it, Beaugard ? 

Bean. And ſince tis fo, let's think of a Bottle. : 

Court, With all my. Heart, for railing and drinking do much bet- 
ter together then by themſelves ; a private room, a truſty Friend or 
two, good Wine and bold Truths, are my happineſs ; but where's 
our dear Friend and intimate, Sir Folly, this Evening ? 

Beau, To deal like a friend Cowrrine, I parted with him but juſt 
now, he's gone tocontrive me a meeting if poſlible this Night with the 
Woman my ſoul is moſt fond of : I was this Evening juſt entering upon 
the Pallace of all Joy, when 1 met with ſo damnable a diſappointment 
——in ſhort, that Plague to all Well meaning Women, the Husband, 
came unſeaſonably, and forc't a poor Lover to his Heels, that was fair- 
ly making his progreſs another way Conrtine, the Story thou ſhalt hear 
more at large hereafter. 

Court, A Plague on him, why did*ſt thou not Murder the preſump- 
tuous Cuckold ? fawcy intruding Clown ? to dare to diſturb a Gentle- 
man's privacies, I would have beaten him into Sence of his tranſgreſli- 
on; injoy*d his Wife before his Face, and a taught the Dog his Duty. 

Beau, Look you Courtine, you think you are dealing with the Land- 
lord of your Winter Quarters in Al/atia now ? friend, friend, there 
is a difference between a 'freeborn Engliſh Cuckold, and a ſneaking 
Wittal of a Conquered Province. 

Court, Oh by all means! there onght to be a difference obſerved 
between your arbitrary Whoring, and your limited Fornication. 

Bean, And but reaſon : for though we may 'make: bold with ano- 
_ mans Wife ina friendly way : yet nothing upon compulſion, Dear 
ieart, | : : 
Court, And now, Sir Folly, I hope, is to be the Inſtrument of ſome 
immortal Plot, ſome contrivance for the good of the body, . and the 
old fellows ſoul; Beargard, for all Cuckolds go to Heaven, that*s moſt 
certain. 3--J or i Vp 3; £6 4 7215-6 ; 

Beau, Str Jolly! Why on my Conſcience he thinks it as much his n- 
doubted Right to be -Pimp-Maſter-General to- London and. Middleſex, 
as the Eſtate he poſſeſſes is, by my. conſent his worſhip: ſhould e?en bave 
a Patent for it. | Court, 
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Court. Heis certainly the fitteſt for the imployment in Chriſtendom ; 

he knows more Families by their Names and Titles, than all the 
Bellmen within and without the walls. 

Beau, Nay, he keeps a Catalogue of the choiceſt Beauties about 
Town, illuſtrated with a particular account.of their Age, Shape, pro- 
portion, colour of Hair and Eyes, degrees of Complexion, Gunpow- 
der Spots and Moles. h 

Court, I wiſh the old Pander were bound to ſatisfy my experience ; 
what marks of good nature my Sylvia has about her. [Enter Sir Jolly. 
_ Sir Jolly, My Captains! my Sons of A4ars, and Imps of Yes ! well 
encountred, what ſhall we have a ſparkling Bottle or two, and uſe 
Fortune like a Jade ? Beaugard you are a Rogue, you are a Dog, I 
hate you, get you gone, g0. | 

Bean, But Sir Folly, what news from Paradiſe, Sir Folly ? Ts there a- 
ny hopes I ſhall come there to Night? 

Sir Folly. May be there is, may be there is not; I ſay let us have a 
Bottle, and I will ſay nothing elſe without a Bottle, after a Glaſs or 
two my Heart may open. | 

Court, Why then we will have a Bottle, Sr Folly. 

Sir Folly, Will? well have dozens, and drink till were wiſe, and 
ſpeak well of no body, *till weare lewder than midnight-whores, and: 
out-rail disbanded Officers. 

Bean, Only one thing more, my noble Knight, and then we are en- 
tirely at thy diſpoſal. 6 

Sir Folly. Well, and what's that ? what's the buſineſs ? 

Beau. This Friend of mine here ſtands in need of thy Aſſiſtance, he?s 
damnably in Love, ' Sir Folly. 

Sir Folly. In Love, is heſo! in Love! %ods my Life ! is ſhe/ what”s 
her Name ? where does ſhe live? I warrant you I know her, ſhe's in 
my Table-Book P11 warrant yon: Virgin, Wife, or Widdow ! 


Pulls out a Table-Book,” 


Court, In troth, Sir Folly, that's ſomething a difficult queſtion ; but as 
Virgins go now, ſhe may paſs for one of them. 

Szx Jolly. Virgin, very good : let me fee; Virgin, Virgin, Virgia, 
oh here are the Virgins, truly I meet with the feweſt of this ſort of 
any, well, and thefirſt Leccer of her Name now ! for a wager 1 gueſs 
her. 

Court, Then you muſt know,” Sir Folly, that I love my Love with 
an S. 

Sir Folly. $. $. S. Oh here are the Eſſes, let me conſider now--—-Sappto. 
Court, No, Sir. 

Sir Folly. Selinda. 

Court. Neither. 

Sir Folly. Sophronia. 


Court, You muſt gueſs again, I aſſure you. A 
ar 
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Court, Ay, ay, Sir Jolly, that's the fatal name. Syvia, the fair, the 

witty, the ill-natured, do you know-her, my Friend ? - | 
Sir Folly. Know her ? why ſhe is my Daughter, and I have adopted 

her theſe ſeven years: Sylvia, let me look 3 Light Brown Hair,” her 

Face Oval and Roman, quick ſparkling. Eyes, plump pregnant Ruby 

Lips, with a Mole on her Breaſt, and the perfect likeneſs of a Heart- 

Cherry on her left Knee ; Ah Villain / Ahfly Cap! have [| caught you; 

are you there i” faith ? well, and what ſays ſhe ? is ſhe coming ? do 

her. Eyes betray her ? does her Heart beat, and her Bubbies riſe, when 
you talk to her, hah ? ; | | 

Bear. Look you, Sir Folly, all things conſidered, it may make a ſhifr 
to come to a Marriage in time | | 

Sir Folly. Vll have nothing to do iti it, I won't be ſeen in the buſi. 
neſs of Matrimony; make me a Match-maker ? a filthy Marriage Bro- 
ker, Sir I ſcorn, I know better things ; look you Friend, to carry her 

a Letter from you or ſo, upon good Terms, though it be in a Church 

Pl| deliver it, or when the bulineſs is come-to 'an iſſue, if 1 may 

bring you handſowely together, and ſo forth ; I'll ſerve thee with all 

my Soul ; and thank thee into the Bargain : thank thee heartily, dear 

Rogue, I will you little Cock ſparrow, faith and troth I will ; but 

no Matrimony, Friend, Ill have nothing to do with Matrimony ; cis 

a damn*d invention, worſe than a Monopoly, and a deſtroyer of civil 

correſpendence. 


Enter Drawer. 


Drawer, Gentlemen, your room is ready, your Wine and Ice upon th: 
Table, will your Honours pleaſe to walk in ?. 

' Sir Folly. Ay, Wine, Wine, give us Wine, a-pox on Matrimony, Ma- 

trimony in the Devils name. 

- _— But if an honeſt Harlot or two chance to enquire for us, 
riend. 

Sir Folly. Right, Sirrah, if Whores come never ſo- many, give %em re- 
verence, and reception, but nothing elſe, let nothing but Whores and ' 
Bottles come near us, as youtender your Ears. 

[They go within the Scene, where is diſcoved Table and Bottles, 


Beau, Why there*s,there's the Land of Canaan now in little, hark you 


Drawer, Dog, ſhut, ſhot the door, Sirrah, do you hear ? ſhut it ſo cloſe 
that neither cares nor neceſſities may peep in-upon us. 


CEnter Sir Davy, Fourbin and Bloody Bones, Drawer.] 


Fourb, Bloody-bones be you ſure to behave your ſelf handſomely, and 


like your profeſſion, ſhew your ſelf a Cut-Throat of parts, and we'll 
fleece him. ' ge 


Bloody- 
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Blood. My Lady fays, We” muſt be expeditious, -Sir-Jolly has giv*n 

notice to-the Capt. by this time, fo that nothing be | but. the 

management of this over-grown Gull to make us Heftors at large, and 

keep the Whore Fortune under. | NS 

"Brant Welcome Gentlemen, very welcome: Sir, wil't pleaſe you 

a o? into a Room? or ſhall I wait vpon your Honours pleaſure 
e | | 

. Sir Da. Sweet heart let us be private, and bring us Wine hither, 
ſo— x [fits down. 
From this moment, War, War; and mortal dudgeon againſt that 
Enemy of my Honour;-and Thief of my good Name called Beaugard. 
You cancut a Throat upon occaſion, you ſaid Friend? 

Fowrbin. Sir cutting of Throats is my Hereditary vocation, my Fa- 
ther was hang'd for cutting of Throats before me, and my Mother 
for cutting of Purſes. | X 

Sir Da. No more to be ſaid, my Courage is mounted like a little 
French-man upon a great Horſe ; and Pll have him murder'd. 
© Fourbin. Sir, Murder'd you fay, Sir ? 

Sir De. Ay Murder'd | ſay Sir, his Face flay'd off, and naiPd to 
a poſt in = reat Hall in the Countrey, amongſt all the other Tro- 
phies of wild O _— our Family fince the Conqueſt: there's 
never a Whore-Maſters there yer. | 

Fowrbin, Sir for that let me recommend this worthy Friend of mine 
to your Service, he's an induſtrious Gentleman, and one that will de- 
ſerve your Fayour, 

Sir Da. He looks but — ruggedly though methinks. 

Foxrbin, But Sir his Parts will attone for his Perſon : forms and 
faſhions are the leaſt of his ſtudy : he affets a ſort of Philoſophical 
_—_— indeed, but Sir make trial of him, and yow'l find bim a Per- 
ſon fir for the work of this World. 

Sir Da. What trade are you, Friend? | 

Blood. No trade at all Friend, I profeſs Murder : Raſcally Butchers 
make a Trade on'r, *tis a Gentlemans Divertiſement. 

Sir Da, Do you profeſs Murder? . 

Blood. Yes Sir, "tis iny Livelyhood : I keep a Wife and ſix Children 
by it. 

Sir Da. Then Sir, Here's to you with all my Heart; wou'd I had 
done with theſe Fellows. 

Fourb, Well Sir, if you have any Service for us, I deſire we may re- 
ceive your Gold and your InoſtruZions ſo ſoon as is poſlible. | 

Sir Da, Soft and fair Sweetheart, I love to ſee a little how I lay 
= my Money : have you very good trading now a days in your way, 

riend ? | 

Blood. In peaceable times a man may eat and drink comfortably upon'r, 
a private Murder dong handſomely- is worth Money : but now that 
the Nation's unſetled, there are ſo many general undertakers: that 
*tis grown almoſt a Monopoly, you 'may _ a man Murder'd almoſt 


for 
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for little or nothing, anno Body-&rg. know: who did. it nejther: - 

Sir Da, Pray:- what: Counttry-man are-you?;- where, were.ygu .borg, 
moſt Noble Sir? © 53; 3 I on 920" '7i5 21.7 Oo HIM 00:1 

Blood. Indeed my Country is Forreign, I was born in fe 'z. my 
Mother was an Apoſtate Greck,, my Father a Renegado, Engli]b Man, 
who by oppreſſing of Chriſtian Slayes grew Rich: For which when 
he lay ſick, 1 Murder'd him one day in his Bed : made my eſcape to 
Maltha, where:imbracing the Faith 1-had the Hoyour- given me to com- 
mand a'thouſ:nd Horſe aboard the Gallies of that State. 

Sir Da. Oh Lord Sir / my humble Service to you again. 

Fourbin, He tells you Sir but the naked Truth. 

Sir Folly, 1 doubt it not in the leaſt, moſt worthy Sir : theſe are de- 
viliſh fellows 111 warrant *em. 6 | [Afae.. 

Fourb, War Friend, and ſhining Honour has bin our Province, till 
ruſty peace reduced us to this baſe obſcurity, Ah Bloody Bones) Ah 
when thou and I commanded: that Party at the Siege of Philipsburg ! 
where in the Face of the Army we took the impenetrable half 
Moon 

Blood. Half Moon Sir ! by your Favour *twas a whole Moon. 

_ .Fourbin,” Brother thou art in the right,- *twas a full Moon, and ſuch 
a Moon: Sir ! : 1008 | ; 

Sir Da, | doubt it not in the leaſt Gentlemen, but in the mean while 
to our bulineſs. | 

Fourbin, With all my Heart, ſo ſoon as you pleaſe. 

Sir Da. Do you know this Beaugard, hes a deviliſh fellow I can tell 
you but that, hes a Captain. 

Fourbmm, Has he a Heart think you Sir ? 

Sir Da. Oh like a Lyon / he fears neither God, Man, nor Devil. 

Blood VII bring it you for your Breakfaſt to Morrow, did you never 
cat a Mans Heart Sir? - 

S:r Da. Eat a Mans Heart Friend! ke 
- Fourb. Ah, Ay, a Mans Heart Sir, it makes abſolutely the beſt Rag- 
goult in the World. I have eaten forty of **tm in my time without 
Bread. - 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord! a Mans Heart / my humble ſervice to you Both, 
Gentlemen. | : 

Blood. Why your Algerine Pirates eat nothing elſe at Sea, they have 
them always potted up like Veniſon, your well-grown Dutchmans 
Heart makes an excellent Diſh with Oyl and Peppcr. 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord ! oh Lord! Friend, Friend, a word with you: 
how much mult you and your Companion have to do this buſineſs ? 

Fourb, What, and bring you the Heart home to your houſe ? 

Sir Dav, No, no, keeping the Heart for your owa eating, Ile be 
rid of *em as ſoon as poſlible I can. 

Fourb, You ſay Sir he's a Gentleman ?— 

Sir Dav. Ay, ſuch a ſort of Gentlemen as are about this Town ; 
the Fellow has a pretty handſotte outſide, but I believe little or no 
money in his Pocket * . Fouth, 


Ee 1 * 

Fourb. Therefore we are like to have he Honow? to receive the more 
from your - Worſhips bounty. ks I 
Blood. For my part I care for no mans bounty : I expet to have my 
bargain perform'd, and PII make as good a one as Tos 

Sir Dav.” Look you Friend, don't you be angry Friend, don't be 
angry Friend before you-have occaſion : you- ſay you'l have 
let's ſee how- much will you have now ————l warrant the Devil and 
all: by your good will, _ | 

Fourb. Truly Sir David, if as you fay, the Man muſt be well mur- 
der'd without any remorſe for mercy, betwixt Turk and Jewit is ho- - 
neſtly worth two hundred pounds, RE 

' Sir Dav; Two hundred pounds !! Why Ple have a Phyſitian ſhall kill 
a whole Family for half the money. | | 

Blood. Damme Sir, how do ye mean ? 

Sir Dav. Damme Sir how dol mean ? Damme Sir not to part with 
my money. | | | 

Blood. Nor Part Brother / | 

Fourb,. Brother the Wight is improvable, and this muſt not be born 
withal. 

Blood, Have I for thisdiſſoly'd Circean Charms ? broke Iron durance ? 
whilſt fromtheſe firm Legs the- well fiPd uſeleſs Fetters dropt away, 
and left me' Maſter of my native freedom ? | 

Sir Dav. What does he mean now ? 

Fourb, Truly Sir I am forry to fee it with all my heart, *tis a diſtra- 
Con that frequently ſcizes him, though I am ſorry it ſhould happen 
ſo unluckily at this time. 

Sir Day. Diſtratted ſay you! is he ſo apt to be diſtrated ? 

Fourb, Oh Sir raging mad: we that live by Murder are all fo: 
Guilt will never let us ſleep. I beſeech you Sir ſtand clear of bim, 
he's apt to be very miſchievous at theſe unfortunate hours. 

Blood. Have | been drunk with tender Infants blood ? and ript up 
teeming Wombs ?. Have theſe bold hands ranſackt the Temples of the 
Gods, and ſtab'd the Prieſts before their Altars ? Have [ done this ? 
_—_ | | 

Sir Dav. No Sir, not that I know Sir, I would not fay any ſuch thing 
for all the World Sir, worthy Gentleman, 1 beſeech you Sir, you 
ſeem to be a civil perſon: I beſeech you Sir to- mitigate his paſſion, 
Pll do any thing in the World, you ſhall command my whole Eſtate. 

Fourb, Nay after all Sir, if you have not a mind to have him quite 
murder'd, if a ſwinging drubbing to bed-rid him, or fo, will ſerve 
your turn, you may have it at a cheaper rate a great deal. 

Sir Dav. Truly Sir with all my heart, for methinks now I conſider 
matters better, 1 would not by any means be guilty of another mans 


blood. | | 
Fourb. Why then let me conſider, to have him beaten ſubſtan- 


tially, a beating that will Rick by him, will coſt you —-—half the 
money. . | 


G 2 | Sir 
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Sir Dev. What one hundred pounds- Sure the Devils in you, or you 
would not be ſo unconſcionable. 7 | 

Blood. The Devil! where ? where is the Devil ? ſhew me; 11 tell 
thee Belzebub thou haſt broke thy Covenant; Uidſt thou not promiſe me 
eternal plenty, when I reſign'd my Soul to thy alluzements ? 

Sir Dav. Ah Lord? | 

Blood, Touch me not yet : Pve yet ten thouſand Murders to Att 
before Pm thine: withall thoſe ſins ll come with full damnation to thy 
Caverns of endleſs pain, and howl with thee for ever. * 

Sir Dav, Bleſs us ! what will become of this mortal Body of mine? 
Where aml ? ls this a houſe ? dol live? am 1 Fleſhand Blood ? 

Blood. There, there's the Fiend again ! don't chatter fo, and grin 
at me, if thou-muſt needs have prey, take here, take him, this Temp- 
ter that would bribe me withſhining Gold, to ſtain my hands with new 
iniquity. F 

Sir Dev. Stand off, I charge thee Satan, whereſoere thou art, thou 
haſt no right nor claim to me, P11 have thee bound ia Necromantick 
_ Heark you, Friend, has the Gentleman given his Squl to the 
Devil * 

Foxrb. Only paun'd it a little :. that's all, 

Sir Da. Let, me beſeech, you Sir to diſpatch, and get rid of him as 
ſoon as you can. I would gladly drink a Bottle with you Sir, but 1 
hate theDeviPs company — as for the hundred pound, here, here 
it. is ready, no more words, 'le ſubmit. to your good nature and 
diſcretion. | 

Fourb, Then Wretch take this and make thy peace with the infernal 
King, he loves Riches, ſacrifice apd be at reſt. _ 

Blood. *Tis done: Þ1l follow thee, lead on, nay if thou fmile, I more 
defy thee; Fee, Fa, Fum. | . [Exihi 

Fourb. Tis very odd this. 

Sir Dav. Very odd indeed, I'm glad he*s gone though. 

Fonrb. Now Sir, if you pleaſe well refreſh our ſelves with a chear- 
ful glaſs, and ſo Chaque wn chez. luj | would fain make the Gull 
drunk a little, to puta little mettle into him. | 

Sir Dav. With all my heart Sir, but no more words of the Devil, 
if you love me, 

Fourb. The Devils an Aſs Sir, and here's a Health to all thoſe that 
defy the Devil. . | | 

Sir Da, With all my heart, and all his works too. 

Foarb. Nay Sir, you muſt do me right 1 aſſure you. 

Sir Dav. Not ſo full, not ſo full, that's too much. of all Conſci- 
ence : in troth Friend theſe are ſad times, very ſad times : but here's 
to you, | | 

Fowb, Pox o? the times, the times are well enough, ſo long as a man 
has- money in his Pocket. |. WW | 

Sir Dav, ?Tis true, here I have been bargaining with you about a 
Murder, but never conſider that Idolatry is coming in full ſpeed. upon 
the Nation, pray what Religion are you of Friend ? Fourb, 
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Fourb, What Religion am I of, Sir ? Sir your humble Servant. - 
Sir Da, Truly a good: Conſcience is-a great happineſs : and fo 1'11 


pledg you, hemph, hewph, 'but ſhan't the Dog be Murdered this . 


Night | : | | | 

Fourb. My Brother Rogue is gone by this time to ſet him, and the 

buſineſs ſhall be done effeftually I'l warrant you, here's reſt his ſoul. - 
Sir Da. With all my heart Faith; I hate to be uncharitable. 


_ Enter Courtine, and Drawer. 


Cour. Look you *tis a very impudent thing not to be drunk by this 
time, ſhall Rogues ſtay in Taverns to fip Pints, and- be Sober, when 
honeſt Gentlemen are drunk by Gallons?11I have none on't. 

Sir Da. Oh Lord, who's there ? [Sits up in his Chair. 

Drawer, | beſeech your Honour, our houſe will be utterly ruin'd- by 
this means. wet 

Cour, Damn your houſe, your Wife and Children, and.all your 
Family, you Dog ! | 
' Hean, Sir, who are you. ; [To Sir David. 

Sir Da. Whoam L Sir ? what's that to you Sir ? will you tickle my 
Foot you Rogue ? 

Coxr. ll tickle. your Guts, you Paultroon, preſently. 

a Da. Tickle my Guts you Mad-Cap. PII tickle your Toby if 

on GO; ' 

, Cour, What with that circumcis'd Band ? That gravt hypocritical 
—_ of the Reformation Cut ? Old Fellow, I believe you: are a 
ogue. r 

ir Da. Sirrah you are a Whore, an errant Bitch-Whore, Pll uſe 
youlike a. V Vhore, P11 kifs you, you Jade, Pll Raviſh you, you Buttuck, 
I am a Juſtice of the Peace, Sirrah, and that's worſe. 

Court, Dam you, Sir, | care not if you were a Conſtable and all his 
Watch; what, ſuch a Rogue as you ſend honeſt Fellows to Priſon, and 
countenance W hores in your Juriſdiction for bribery, you Mongrel, 
PII beat you, Sirrah, Pll brain you,l']l murder Jangey Moon- Calf. 

[Throws the Chairs after him. 

Sir Da. Sir, Sir, Sir, Conſtable, Watch, . ſtokes, Nokes, ſtokes, 
murder Ex. 

Cour. Huzza, Beaugard ! : [Enter Beaugard, Sir Jolly, 

Fourb, Well Sir, the buſineſs is done, we have bargain'd to Murder 

On. bi 
, Bean. Murder'd ! who's to be murder'd, ha, Fourbin ? 

Sir Jol. You are to be murder'd, Friend, you ſhall be murder'd 
Friend. 

Beau, But how am I to be murderd ? Who's to-murder me, 1 be- 
ſeech you? o* 

Four. Your humble Servant, Fourbin, I am the tnan. with -your wor- 
ſhips leave. Sir David has given me this Gold to. do it handſomely, 


Bean, 


. RE 
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'* Bean, Sit David! uncharitable Cur, what Murder an honeft Fellow 
for being civil to' his Family: What can this mean, Gentlemen ? 

Sir Fel.-No, *tis for not being Civil to his Family, that it means 
Gentlemen, therefore are you tobe murder'd to Night, and buried 
_ abed with my Lady, you Jack Straw you. 

*Bean..1 underſtand you Friends, the Old Gentleman has deſign*d to 
have me Butcher*d, andyou have kindly contriv*d toturn it to my ad- 
vantage in the affair of Loye. I am to be murder®d but as it were 
Gentlemen, hah! . | ; 
 Fourb. Your Honour has a piercing Judgement : Sir, Captain Cour- 
tine*s gone, | : 

Bean, No matter, let him go, he has a deſgn to put in prattice this 
Night too, and would perhaps but ſpoil ours ; but when, Sir Folly, is 
this buſineſs to be brought about ? <&V; 

Str Fol. Preſently, ?ris more than time *cwere done already, go, get 
you gonel ſay; hold, hold, let's ſee your left Ear firſt, hum 
ha———you area Rogue, y*are a Rogue, get you gone, get you 
gone, g0- Fe [_Exennt, 


.” 


SCENE changes to Covent-Garden Piazra, 
Enter Sylvia and Maid in the Balcony. 


Maid, Byt why Madam, will you uſe him ſo inhumanely ? Im confi- 
dent he loves you. 

Sylv. Oh! a true Lover is to-be found out like a*true Saint by the 
Frial of his patience : have you the Cords ready ? | 

Maid. Here they are, Madam. 

Sylv. Let %*em down, and be ſure when it comes to Trial ; to pull 
Iuſtily; is Will the Footman ready ? 

Will. At your Ladyſhips command, Madam. 

Sytv. I wonder he ſhould tay {o long, the Clock has ſtruck twelve, 


Enter Courtine, 


Court, Sings. And was ſhe not frank and free 
he And —_ not ho to = : 
To lock up her Cat in her Cu q,. 
And yive her key to me, to me : 
| To lockup her Cat in her Cupboard, 
And give her key to me. | 


Sylv. This muſt be he: Ay *tis he, and asTam a Virgin roaring 
drunk, but if I find not a way to make him ſober —— 

Court. Here, heres the Window : Ay, that's Hell-door, and my 
damnation's in the inſide: Sylvia, Sylvia, Sylvia: Dear imp of Satan 
appear to thy Servant. ' £68 


+. 


- * 


g/ 11] 
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Sylv. Who calls on. Sylvis in this dead of night, when reſt is wan- 
tin whe Rv wade ek | "hard RES +4 4 wp 
Cour, ?11sa poor wretch can bardly ſtand upright, drunk with th 
Love, and if he falls he lies. a I nah 
Syly. Courtzne , ig you ? - | 
Court; Yes, Sweet-Heart, *tis I, art thou realy for me? | 
Sylv, Faſten your ſelf to that Cord there,; there, there it is. 
Court, Cord ! where? Oh, oh, here, here, ſonow to Heav'n in a .. 
| 
| 


ſtring. | 
S A Have you done ? . 
ourt. Yes, | have done Child, and wov'd fain be doing too, Hully. 
Sylv, Then pull away, hoa up, hoa up, hoa up, ſo, avaſt there. Sir. 
ourt, Madam, | 5 
Sylv. Are you very much in Love, Sir ? 4 
Court, Oh damnably Child, damnably. | | | 
$ 
# 


Sylv. Pm ſorry for't with atl,my heart, good Night Captain. 

Court, Ha, gone! what left in Eraſmus Paradiſe between Heav*n and * 
Hell? 1f the Conſtable ſhould rake me now for a ſtragling Monkey 
hung by the Loins, and hu»t me with his cry of Watchmen? Ah, Wo- 
man, Woman, Woman, well a merry Life, and a ſhort, that's all. 


Sings. God proſper long our Noble Ki 
- Our Lives and Safeues all, "0 


1 am mighty loyal to Night. 
Enter Fourbin, and Bloody-bones, as from Sir David's Houſe. 


Fourb. Murder, Murder, Murder ! help, help, Murder. 

Court, Nay, if there be murder ſtirring, *is high time to ſhift for 
my ſelf. | [Climbs up to the Balcony. 

Sylv. (Squeaking,) Ahhh? 

Blood. Yonder, yonder he comes, murder, murder, murder. 


[Ex. Blood, and.Fourbin. 
Enter Sir David. | 4 
. | pl 
Sir Da. *Tis very Late; but Murder is a Melancholly buſineſs, and | 
Night is fit for*t, Pll go home. [| Knocks, : 
Verm, Who's there? , | , 


Sir Da. Who's there ? open the door you Whelp of Babylon. 
Verm, Oh Sir, yare welcome home ; bur here is the ſaddeſt news ! 
here has been murder committed, Sir. ; 
* Sir Da, Hold your Tongue you Fool, and go to ſleep, get you 1n, hs, 
doyou hear, you talk of Murder you Rogue ? you meddle with State- 
Afﬀairs? Get you in _y 


CCC 
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The Scene 0 pens the middle of the Houſe, and - eidyL. py 
Rig FE modern nai yr Fhe were dead, "9 
Sir Fol. Lye ſtill, lye ſtill you Knave, cloſe, cloſe when I bid you, you 
had beſt quelt, and ſpoil the ſport, you had! 
Beay, Boe how long muſt 1 lie thus ? | 
+ Lady D.-VIl warrant-you, you'l think the time mighty tedious. 
F Bean, Sweet Creature, who can counterfeit Death when you are near 
im? | | 
- Sir Fol, You ſhall Sirrah, if a body deſires you a little, ſo you ſhall, 
we ſhall ſpoil all elſe, all will be ſpoil d elſe Man,if you do not : Stretch 
out longer, longer yet, as long as eyer you can, ſo, ſo, hold your breath, 
hold your breath, very well. ; [. Enter Maid, 
Mai, Madam, here comes Sir David.” | 
Sir Fol. Odds ſo, now cloſe again 2s I told you, cloſe you Devil, 
now ſtir if you dare z ſtir but any part about you if you dare now-; odd 
141 hit you ſuch a rap if youdo,lye ſtill, lye you ſtill. 
| - [Enter Sir David, 


Sir Da, My Dear, how doſt thou do, my Dear ? I am come. 
Lady D. Ah Sir ! what ig*t y'ave done? Yoave ruin'd me, your Fa- 
=_ _ Forcune, all is ruin'd, where ſhall we go, or whither ſhall 
we flye 

Ss Da. Where ſhall we go, why well goto bed you little Jacka- 
dandy, why you are not a Wench you Rogue, you are a Boy, a very 
Boy, and I love you the better for*t, Sirrah, hei! 

D. Ah Sir, ſee there. . 
| Sir Da. Bleſs us, aman! and bloody ! what upon my Hall Table / 

Lady D. Two Ruffians brought him in juſt now, pronouncing the in- 
humane deed was done by. your command, Sir Folly came in the di- 
ſtrafting minute, or ſure I had dy*d with my diſtraCting Fears, how could 
you think on a revenge ſo horrid ? | 

Sir Da. As I hope to be ſay'd Neighbour I only bargain'd with %em to 
Baſtinado him in a way, or ſo, as one Friend might do to another ; but 
do you fay that he is dead ? 

Sir Jol. Dead, dead as Clay z ſtark ſtiff and uſeleſs all,” nothing a- 
bout him ſtirring, but alls cold and ſtill I knew him a luſty fellow once, 
a very mettled Fellow, ?tisa thouſand pities. 

Sir Da. What ſhall. do? Pll throw my ſelf upon him, kiſs his wide 
wounds, and weep till blind as Buzzgrd. be 

D. Oh come not near him, there's ſuch horrid Antipathy fol- 
_ all murders, his wounds would ſtream afreſh ſhoud you but touch 
im. 

Sir Da. Dear Neighbour, Deareſt Neighbour: Friend, Sir Foly, as 
you love Charity pity my - wretched Cafe,” and give me Counſel, P11 
give my Wife and all my Eſtate to have him live aggin, or ſhall 1 bury 
him in-the Arbour at the upper end of the Garden. 


Sir 
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-  Sir-Fok'-Alas a day Neighbonr, never think 'on't, never. thing ons 
the dogs will find him there,':: as they. ſcrape -holes to bury. bones in 
there is bat one way that I know of.” : -- BUD: ESE. : 

Sir Da. What is it dear Neighbour, what is it? you ſee I am upon 
"my knees to you, take all I have and cafe me of my fears. 

Sir Fol. Truly the beſt thing that / can think of, is putting of him 
to bed, putting him into a warm bed, and try to fetch him to.life again, 
a warm bed is the beſt thing in the World,my Lady may do much too, 
ſhe's a good Woman, and as Pve been told, underſtands agreen wound 
well. 

Sir Da. My dear, my dear, my dear / ; 

D. Bear me away, ohſend me hence afar off, where my unbap- 
-py name may be a ſtranger ; and this ſad accident no more remember*d 
to my diſhonour. - | | 
- Sir Da. Ah but my Love! my Joy ! are there no bowels in thee ? 

D. What would you have medo ? 

Sir Da.” Prithee-do ſo much as try thy skill,there may be one drachm 
of life left in him yet,take him up to thy Chamber, put him into thy own 
bed, and try what thou can'ſt do with him; prithee do, if thou can'ſt 
but find motion in him;all may be well yet, Pll go up to my Cloſet ia the 
Garret, and ſay my prayers in the mean while. 

Lady D. Will ye then leave this ruine on my hands ? . 

Sir Da. Pray, pray my Dear, 7 beſeech you Neighbour help to per- 
ſwade her ifir be poſlible. | 

Sir Fol. Faith Madam do try what you can do, I have a great fancy 


you may do him good : whocaa tell but you may have the gift of ſtroak- 


D. Pll do what e*r*s your pleaſure. | 

Sir Da, That's my beſt Dear: ll go to my Cloſet and pray for thee 
heartily. Alas, alas, that ever this ſhoald happen » Tun 

Beaug. So, 1s he gone, Madam, my Angel ! 

Sir Fol. What no thanks, no reward for old Folly.now ? Come hither 
Huſſie, you little Canary-Bird,you little Hop o'my thumb, come hither : 
make me a Curt'ſie, and give mea kiſs now, hah ! give me a kiſs 1 ſay, 
odd 1 will have a kiſs, ſo I will, I will have a kiſsifI ſet owt; ſhoogh, 
ſhoogh, get you into a corner when I bid you, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, 
what there already ? 


10g GD Madam be perſwaded. 


[She goes to Beaugard. 
Well, I ha? done, I ha? done, this *tis tobe an old Fellow now. 
Bean, And will you ſave the life of him y*?ave wounded ? 
Lady D. Dare you truſt your ſelf to my skill for a Cure ? 
| [Sir Davy appears at a Window above, 
Sir Jol. Hiſt! hiſt / cloſe, cloſe, - 1 ſay again, yonder*s Sir Davy, 
odds ſo! HY rh | = 
Sir Da. My Dear, my dear / my dear! ——— 
Lady D, Who's that calls & my Love, is*c you ? 
Sir Das, Ah ſome comfort, or my heart's broke : is there any hopes 
£ H yet * 


yet ? ve try'd to ſay my Prayers and cannot : if he be-quite dead, 1 
ſhall never pray again; Neighbour, no-hopes?. — 

Sir Fol. Traly little or none, ſome ſmall pulſe I think there is left, ve- 
ry little, there's nothing to be done if you don't pray, get you to pray- 
ers whatever you do, get you gone, nay dot ſtay -now, ſhut the Wis. 
dow [ tell you. Coe | FN 

Sir Da.. Well this is-a great trouble. to me, but good night, 

Sir Fol. Good night to you dear Neighbour: . . | 
Get ye up, get ye up, and begone into the . [To Beaugard and Lady D, 
next room, preſently, make haſte : but don'c ſteal away till I come to 
you, be ſure ye remember, don't ye ſtir till I come; piſh, none of this 
bowing and fooling, it but loſes time, Pl only bolt the door that be- 
longs to Sir Davy's Lodgings, that he may be ſafe, and be with you in a 
twinkle, Ah, h, h, h ! ſo now for the door, very well, Friend you are 

4 1; $- -» -4, [Bolts the door, 


Sings, ; Bonney Laſs gan thoo wert mine, | 
: - . And twonty thooſand pponds about thee, &c, 


ACT V 


——_— 


- Courting $04nd 0n a Courh in Sylvia*s Chamber, 


Corr, H=es"? ! heigho! ha! whereamT? was I drunk or no laſt 

4 night ? ſomething leaning that way. But where the Devil 
am I? fincerely in a Bawdy-Houſe : Fogh ! whata ſmell of ſin is here! 
let me look about, if there be ever a Geneva Bible or a PraQtice of Pic- 
ty in the Room, | am ſure l have gueſt righr. What's the matter now ! 
ty*d faſt, bound too ! whatTtricks 4ave I play*d to come into this con- 
dition / I have lighted into the Territories of ſome merrily diſpos'd 
Chamber-maid or other, and ſhe in a witty fit forſooth hath truſt me n 
thus, has ſhe pinn'd no rags to my tail,or chalkt me upon the back row? 
would I had her Miſtreſs here at a venture. 

Sylv . What would you-do with her,my enchanted Knight, if yon had 
her ? youare too ſober for her by this time, next time you get drunk you 
may perhaps venture: to ſcale her Balcony like a valiant Captain as you 
are, 

Cour. Haſt thou done this, my dear deſtruCtion ? and.am I in thy 
Limbo? I muſt confeſs whem [ am in my Beer, my Courage does run 
away with mg now and then : but let me looſe,and thou ſhakt fee what a 
gentle humble Animal thou haſt made me. Fie upon'r, what tie me up 
like an uogovernable Cur to the frame of a Table, let,tet thy poor Dog 
looſe, that he. may fawn and make much of thee a little. 

Sylv, What with thoſe Paws which you have been ferreting Adoor- 


fields 
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fields withal , - and are very dirty ſtill; after you have been-daggling your 
ſelf abroad for prey, and can meet with none, you come ſneaking hi- 
ther for a cruſt, do you? © 77: EE. o 

Maid. Shall 1 fetch the Whip and the Bell, Madam ? and flaſh him 
for his roguery ſoundly ? 

Coxr, Indeed, indeed! do you long to be ferking ofman's fleſh, Ma- 
dam Flea-trap ? does the Chaplain of the Family uſe you tothe exerciſe, 
that you are fo ready for i: ? | 

Sylv. If you ſhould belet looſe, and taken into fayour now; you would 
be for rambling again ſo ſoon as you had got your liberty ? 

Cour. Dobut try me, and ifever I proverecreant more, let me be 
beaten and us*d like a Dog in good earneſt. 

Sylv. Promiſe to grant me but ane requeſt, and it ſhall be done. 

an Hear me bur ſwear. 

Sylv. That any body may do ten thouſand times a day. 

Cour, Upon the word of a Gentleman, nay as I hope to get Mony in 
my Pocket. ; 

_ There I believe him Lelye; you'l-keep your Word you 
fa | ER 


T_ If I dowt, hang me vp in- that Wenches old Garters. 
Sylv, See, Sir, you have your freedom. 
Cour. Well now name the price; what muſt I pay for” ? 
 Sylv. You know, Sir, conſidering our ſmall acquaintance, you have 
been pleaſed totalk to me very freely of love matters. 

Cour. 1 muſt confeſs I have been ſomething to blame that way, but 
if ever thon heareſt more of it from my mouth after this nights adven- 
ture, would I were well out of the Houſe / 

Sylv. Have a'care of ſwearing, 1 beſeech you, for you mult under- 
ſtand, that ſpight of my teeth, 1 amat laſt fallen in love moſt unmer- 
cifully. ' 

On And doſt thou imagine I am ſo hard-hearted a Villain as to have 
no compaſſion of thee. | | 

Sylv. No, No, for I hop? he's a man you can have no exceptions 
againſt, | 

— Yes, yes, the man is a man, Pll aſſure you, that's one com- 
fort. | | 
Sylv. Who do you think it may be now, - try if youcan gueſs him ? 

Cour. Whoever he is, he's an honeſt fellow Ile warrant him, and / 
believe will not think himſelf very unhappy neither. 

Sylv, If a Fortune of 5000 Pounds, pleaſant nights, and quiet days 
can make him happy, | aſſure you he may be ſo, but try once to gueſs at 
him. | 

Court, But if I ſhould be miſtaken. 

Sytv: Why, who is it you would wiſh me to? 

Cour. You have 5ooo Pound you fay ? 

Sylv, Yes. 

Cour. Faith Child, to deal honeſtly, 7 know well enough who 7 
'H2 wi 
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wiſh for, but Sweet-heart before 1 tell you my inclinations, it were but: 
reaſonable that I knew yours. OO oc A OL y Th 

Sylv. Well Sir, becauſe I am confident you will ſtand my friend in 
the buſineſs, ll make a diſcovery, and to hold you in ſuſpence no lon. 
ger, you muſt know | havea months-mind to an Arm-full of your dear. 
ly beloved friend and brother Captain, what ſay you to'r ? 

Cour, Madam your humble Servant, good buy, that's all. 

Sy!v. What thus cruelly leave a Lady that ſo kindly, took you. in, in 
your laſt nights pickle into her Lodging, whither would you rove. now, 
my Wanderer ? | ; 

Cour. Faith Madam, you have dealt ſo gallantly in truſting me with 
your paſſion, that 7 cannot ſtay here without telling you, That 7 am 
three times as much in love with an acquaintance of yours, as you can 
be with any friend of mine. OY 

Sylv. Not with my waiting Woman 7 hope vir. | 

Cour. No, but it is with a certain Kinfewoman of thine Child, they 
call her my Lady 'Dunce, andI think this is her Houſe too, they ſay ſhe 
will be civil upon a good occaſion, therefore prithee be charitable, and 
ſhew the way to her Chamber a little. 

Sylv, What commit Adultery- Captain, fie upon't !. What hazzard 
your ſoul ! | 

Court, No, no, only venture my body a. little, . that's all;.look you, 
yon know' the ſecret,. and may imagine my deſires, therefore as you 
would have me aſſiſt your inclinations, pray be civil and help me to 
mine, look you, no' demurring __ the matter, no qualme, but ſhew 
me the way, or you Huſlie,, you ſhall do*t, any Bawd will ſerve at pre- 
jent, for I will go. | 

Sylv. But you ſhar'r go, Sir. 

Court, Shan't go, Lady? 

Sylv. No, ſhan't go, Sir ; did I not tell you when once you had got 
your liberty, that. you would be —_— again. 

Cour, Why Child, would®ſt thou be fo uncharitable to tie-up a poor 
Jade to am empty Rack in thy Stable, when he knows. where to go 
elſewhere and get Provender enough? _ | 

Sylv. Any muſty Provender, I find, will ſerve your turn» ſo you 
have it but cheap, or at another mans charges. 

Cour, No Child,1 had rather my Ox ſhould graze in a Field of my own 
than live hide-bound upon the Common,, or run the hazzard of being 
Pounded every day for Treſpalles. -- 

. Sylv, Truly all things conſider'd, *tis a great pity. ſo good a Huſ- 
barnd-man as you ſhould want a Farm to cultivate. 

Cour. Would,ſt thou be but kind, and let me have a Bargain in a. 
Tenement of thine, to try how it would agree with me. 

Sylv. And would you be contented to:take a Leaſe for your Life.. 

Cour, So pretty a Lady of the Mannor and a moderate Rent. 

Sylv, Which you'l be ſure to pay very punctually, 

Cour, If thau doubteſt my koneſty, faith &en take alittle earneſt be- 
fore-hard, . Sylv, 


_ 
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Sylv.: Not ſo haſty neither, good Tenant. Imprimis, You ſhall ob- 


lige your ſelf to a conſtant reſidence, and not by leaving the Houſe-un- 
inhabited, let it run to repairs. 

Cour, Agreed. a. | | 3 

Sylv. Item, For your own ſake you ſhall promiſe to keep the Eſtate. 
well fenc*r, and encloas'd, leſt ſome time or other your Neighbours 
Cattle break in and ſpoil the Crop on the Ground Friend. 

Cour, Very juſt and reaſonable, provided I don't find it lie too much 
too- Common already. : 

Sylv, Item, You ſhall-enter into ſtrift Covenant, not to take any 0- 
ther Farm upon your hands, without my conſent and approbation, or 
if you do, that then it ſhall be lawful for me to get me another Tenant, 
how and where I think fit. 

Coxr. Faith that's ſomething hard though, let me tell you but that 
Landlady. 

Sylv. Upon theſe terms we'll draw Articles. 

Corr, And when ſhall we Sign *em ? 

Sylv. Why this morning, as ſoon as the ten a Clock Office in Covent-- 
garden is open. | 

Cour, A bargain, but how will you anſwer your Entertainment of 
a drunken Red coat in your Lodgings at theſe unſeaſonable hours ? 

Sylv. That's a ſecret you will be hereafter obliged to keep for your 
own ſake, and for the Family, your Friend Beavgard ſhall anſier for us 
there. : 

Cour. Indeed I fancy*d the Rogue had miſchiefin his head, he behay'd 
himſelf ſo ſoberly laſt night, has he taken a Farm Iately too. 

Sytv. A treſpaller, I believe, if the truth were known, upon the Pro- 
vender you would fain have been biting at juſt now. 


Enter Maid: 


Maid. Madam, Madam, have a. care of your ſelf; I fe Lights in 
the great Hall, whatever is the Matter, Sir Davy and all the Family are 


u | 
go I hope they?l come and catch me here : Well, now you have 
brought me into this condition, what will yon do with me, hah! 
Sylv. You won't be contented for a while to be tyd up like a Jade to 
an empty Rack without Hay, will you ? 
Cour, Faith e*n take me, and put thy mark upon me quickly, that if 
I light in ſtrange hands they may know me for a Sheep of thine. 
Sylv, What by your wanting a Fleece do you mean ? If it muſt he 
ſo, come follow your Shepherds,.B a a a. [Exeunt. 


Enter Sir Davy. «nd .Vermin. 
Sir Da. 1 cannot ſlzep, [ ſhall never ſlecp again, I have pray*d too - 


ſo long, that were1 to be kang'd preſently, I have never a profer 
| : left 
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left to help my ſelf, I was no ſooner layn down upon the Bed juſt now, 
and faln into a ſlumber, but methought the Devil was carrying me down 
Ludgate-hill a Gallop, fix puny Fiends with flaming Fire-forks running 
before hin-like Link-boys, to throw me headlong into Fleer-djech, which 
ſeemed to be turned into a lake of Fire and Brimſtone ; would it were 
Morning, © | ; 

Verm. Truly, Sir, it has been a very diſmal-night. . 

S# Pa: Bur.didft thou 'meet never a white thing npon the Stairs ? 

Yerm, No, Sir, not I, but methoughts I ſaw our great Dog Touzer, 
with his great Collar on, ſtand at the Cellar-door as I came along the 


old Entry. : Es 
Sir Da. It could never be; Touzer has a Chain, had this thing a Chain 


on 2? | 
Verm, No Sir, no Chain; but it had Towzers eyes for all the 
World. 5 | 

Sir Da. What, ugly great frightful eyes ? 

Verm. Ay, Ay, huge ſaucer eyes, but mightily hke Towzers. 

Sir Da. Oh Lord! Oh Lord ! heark! heark ! 

Verm, What ! what I beſeech you, Sir ? 

Sir Da. What's that upon the ſtairs ? didſt thou hear nothing ? 
hiſt, heark, pat, par, pat, keark, heh ! 

Verm, Hear nothing / where, Sir. 

Sir Da. Look! Look! what's that / what's that! in the corner 
there ? 4 

Verm, Where | - 

Sir Da. There. 

Verm. W hat upon the Iron Cheſt ? 

Sir Da. No, the long black thing up by the old Clock-caſe, ſee ! ſee! 
now it ſtirs, and is coming this way. 

Verm, Alas Sir, ſpeak to it, you are a Juſtice 0? peace, 1 beſeech you, 
'I dare not ſtay in the Houſe : Ill call the Watch, and tell %tm Hell's 
broke looſe, what ſhall I do? oh! | . [Exit. 

Sir Da. Oh Yermin, if thou art a true Servant have pity on thy Ma- 
ſter, and do not forſake me in this diſtreſſed condition. Satan be gone, 
[ defie thee, Il] repent and be fav*d, ll ſay my prayers, Pll-go to 
Church; help! help! help ! was there any thing, or no ? in what hole 
.ſhall I hide my felt ? [Exit. 


Enter Sir Jolly, Fourbin and Bloody-bones. 


Sir Fol, That ſhou'd be Sir Davy's voice, the waiting Woman indeed 
told me he was afraid and conld nor fleep, pretty Fellows, pretty 
Fellows both, y*ave done your buſineſs handſomly, what Vil warrant 
you have been a Whoring together now, ha! You do well, you do well, 
| like you the better for®*r, what's a Clock ? 

Four. Near four, Sir, *twill not be day yet theſe two hours. 

Sir el, Very well, but how got ye into the Houſe? 


Fourb, 
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Fourb, A ragged retainer of the Family, Yermiz I think they call him, 
let us in as Phyſitians ſent for by your Order. SP 

Sir Fol. Excellent Rogues! and then I hope all things are ready as 
I gave Directions? _ ' 

Fourb. To a tittle, Sir, there ſkall not be a more critical Obſerver 
of you Worlſhip's pleaſure than your humble Servant the Chevalier 
* FCHYOM .. ; 

Sir Fol. Get you gone you Rogue, you have a ſharp Noſe, and are a 
nimble Fellow, I have no more to ſay to you, ſtand alide, and be ready 
when I call; here he comes, hiſt, hem, hem, hem. 


Enter Sir Davy. 


Sir Da. Hah! what art thou? approach thou like the rugged Bank- 
ſide Bear, the Eaſt-cheap-Bull, or Monſter ſhewn in Fair, take any ſhape 
but that, and Þll confront thee, 

Sir Fol, Alas unhappy Man! I am thy Friend. 

Sir Da. Thou can't not be my Friend, for I defy thee. Sir Jolly ! 
Neighbour / hah! is it you ? are you ſure it is you? are you your ſelf? 
if you be, give me your hand. Alas a day I ha' ſeen the Devil. 

Sir Jol. The Devil, Neighbour ! 

Sir Da. Ay, Ay, there's no help fort, at firſt I fancy'd it was a 
Foung white Bears Cub dancing in the ſhadow of my Candle, then it 
was turn'd to a pair of blew Breeches with wooden legs on, ſtampt a- 
bout the Room as if all the Cripples in Town had kept their Rendezvous 
there, when all of a ſudden it appear'd like a leathern Serpent, and with 
a dreadful clap of Thunder flew out of the Window. 

Sir Jol. Thunder ! Why I heard no Thunder. 

Sir Da. That may be too, what were you aſleep ? 

Sir Fol. Aſlcepquotha, no, no, noſleeping this Night for me I aſſure 

ou. : 
' Sir Da, Well what is the beſt news then ? How does the Man ? 

Sir-Yol, E*en' as he did before he was born, nothing at all, he's 
Dead. | 
Sir Da. Dead! what quite dead! 

Sir Fol, As good as dead, if not quite dead, *twas a horrid Murder, 
and then the terrour of Conſcience, Neighbour. 

Sir Da. And truly | havea very terrifi'd one, Friend, though I never 
found I had any Conſcience ar all till now, Pray whereabout was his 
death*'s wound ? 

Sir Fol. Juſt here, juſt under his left Pap, a dreadful gaſh. 

Sir Da, So 'very wide? 

Sir Fol. Oh,as wide as my Hat, you might have ſeen his Lungs, Liver, 
and Heart, as perfettly, as if you -had been in his Belly. 

Sir Da, ls there no way to have him privately Buried, and conceal 
this Murder ? muſt I needs be hang'd by the neck like a Dog, Neighbour? 
dol look as if I would be hbang'd ? 


Sir © 


ares. [1 cl 1 wal 
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Sir Fol, Truly, Sir Davy, muſt deal faithfully with you, you dg 
look a Jittle ſuſpiciouſly at preſent ; but have you ſeen” the Deyil, 
{ay you! 6 7 | 

Fo Da. Ay ſurely, it was the Devil, 'nothing elſe could have fright. 
ed me ſo. | | | 

Sir Fol. Bleſs us, and guard us all the Angels, what*s that ? 

Sir Da. Poteſt ati ſempiterne cujus benevo- | por pa holding up his hands, 
lentia ſervantur gentes, & cujus miſericordia, F and mut"ring as if he pray'd, 

Sir Fol. Neighbour, where are you, Friend, Sir Davy ? 

Sir Da. Ah, what ever you do, be ſure to ſtand cloſe to me, where, 
where is It ? 

Sir Fol. Juſt, juſt there, in the ſhape of a Coach and ſix Horſes againſt 
the wall. 

' Sir Da, Deliver us all, he won't carry me away in that Coach and 
ſix, will he ? i ; 

Sir Fol, Do you ſee it? 

Sir Da. See it! plain, plain, dear friend adviſe me what I ſhall do? 
Sir Folly, Sir Folly, do you hear nothing ? Sir Folly Hah ! has helefr me 
alone! Yermin. | 

Vermin, Sir. 

Sir Da. Am I alive ? doſt thou know me again? Aml thy Quondan 
Maſter, Sir Davy Dunce ? 

YVerm. I hope I ſhall never forget you, Sir. . 

Sir ' Da. Didſt thou ſee nothing ? 
 Verm, Yes, Sir, methought the Houſe was all o? fire as it were. 

Sir Da. Didſt thou not ſee how the Devils grin'd and gnaſht their 
teeth at me, Yermn. . 

_ Verm, Alaſs, Sir, 1was afraid one of *em would havebit offmy Noſe, 
as he vaniſht out of the door. 

Sir Da. 'Lead meaway, Pilgo to my Wite, Ill die by my own dear 
Wife; run away to the Temple and call Councellor my Lawyer, I'll 
make over my Eſtate preſently, I fhan*t live till Noon; I'll give at 1 have 
to my Wife, Hah Yermin ! 

Verm, Truly, Sir, ſhe's a very good Lady. 

Ser Da. Ah much, much too good for me, Yermin, thou canſt not 
imagine what ſhe has done for me Man, ſhe would break her heart if 1 
ſhould give any thing away from her, ſhe loves me ſo dearly. Yet if 1 do 
die, thou ſhalt have all my old Shoes. 

Vern, | hopetoſce you live many a fair day yet though. 
Sir Da. Ah, my Wite, my poor Wife, lead me to my poor VVife. 


CE xennt. 


Scene draws and diſcovers Sir Jolly, Beaugard, and Lady 
; bamber. 


in her C 


Lady D. What think you now of a cold wet March over the 
| Mountains, your men tir'd, your Baggage not come vp, but at night a 
X dirty 
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dirty watry Plain to Encamp upon, and nothing to ſhelter you, bnt an 
old Leager Cldak as tatter'd as your Colours ? is not this much better 
now than Jying wet and getting the Sciattica ? 

Beang. T he hopes of this made all Fatigue eaſie to me, the thoughts 
of Clarimda have a thouſand times refreſht me in my ſolitude, when ere 
[ Marcht, I fancy*d ſtill it was to my Clarinda! when 1 fought, I ima- 

in'd it was for my Clarinda ;, but when 1 came home, and found Clarinda 
olt ! how could you think of waſting but a night in the rank - 
ſurfeiting arms of this fonl feeding Monſter ; this rotten trunck of a 
Man, that lays claim to you. | 

Lady D. The perſwaſion of Friends, and the Authority of Parents ! 

Beaug, And had you no more Grace, than to be ruPd by a Father and 
Mother ? 

Lady D. When you were gone, that ſhould have given me better 
Counſel, how could I help my ſelf ? 

Beaug. Methinks then you might have found out ſome cleanlier ſhifc 
to have thrown away your ſe:!f upon, than nauſeous old age, and un- 
wholſome deformity. | | 

Lady D. What upon ſome overgrown full fed Country Fool, with a 
Horſe Face, a-great-ugly Head, and agreat fine Eſtate, one that ſhould - 
have been drain'd and ſqueez'd, and jolted up and down the Town in 
Hacknies with Cheats and Hectors, and ſo ſent home at three 0? Clock 
every Morning like a lolling Booby, ſtinking, with a belly full of ſtummd 
Wine, and nothing in's Pockets. 

Beaug. You might have made a traCtable Beaſt of ſuch a one, he would 
have been young enough for D—_ 

Lady D. Is youth then ſo gentle, if age be ſtubborn? Young men 
like Springs wrought by a ſubtle work-man, eaſily ply to what their 
wiſhes preſs %em, but the deſire once gone that kept *em down, they ſoon 
ſtart ſtreight again, and no ſign's left which way they bent before. 


Sir Jolly at the door peeping. 


Sir Folly. So, ſo, -who ſays I ſee any _ now ? I ſee nothing, not, 
I don't ſee, 1 don't ſee, I don't look, not fo much as look, not 1. 


[_ Enters. 


Enter Sir Davy. 


Sir Da. 1 will have my Wife, carry me tomy Wife, let me go to my 
Wife, Pll live and die with my Wife, let the Devil do his worſt; Ab, 
my Wife, my Wife, my Wife !— | 

Lady D. Alas, alas, we are ruin'd, ſhift for your ſelf, counterfeit 
the dead Corps once more, or any thing. | 

Sir Da. Hah! whoſoe're thou art, thou can'ſt not eat me, ſpeak to 
me, who has done this! thou can'ſt not ſay I did it. 

Sir Fol, Did it, did what? here's no = ſays you did any thing that 
| | I 
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I know, Neighbour, what's the matter. with you ? what ails you ? whi. 
ther do you go ? whither do you run? I tell you here's no body ſays 
a word to you. . 

Sir Da. Did you not ſee the Ghoſt juſt now ?. 

Sir Jol. Ghoſt ! prithee now, here*s no Ghoſt, whither would yoy 
z0? I tell you, you ſhall not ſtir one foot farther Man, the Deyij 
rake me-if you do; Ghoſt, prithee here's no Gholt ar all, a little fleh 
and blood indeed there is, lome old, ſome young, fome alive, ſome 
dead, and ſo forth, but Gheſt ! Piſh, here's no Ghoſt. 

Sir Da, But, Sir, If I ſay I did ſee a Ghoſt, 1 did ſee a Ghoſt, and 
you go to that,why ſurc I know a Ghoſt-when 1 ſee. one ; Ah my Dear, 
if thou had'ſt but ſeen the Devil half ſo often as I have ſeen him, 

Lady D. Alas, Sir D-vy, it you ever lov*d me, come not, oh come 
not near me, | have reſoly?d to waſte the ſhort Remainder of my Life in 


Penitence, and taſte of Joys no more. 
Sir Da. Alas my poor Child; but do you think then there was no 


Ghoſt ir ..ed ? ; 

Sir Fol. Ghcſt ! Alas a day, what ſhould a Ghoſt do here ? 

Sir Da. And is the Man dcad ? | 

Sir Fol. Dead, Ay, ay, ſtark dead, he*s ſtiff by this time. 

Lady D. Here you may fee the horrid ghaſtly SpeRtacle, the (ad 
effects of my too rigid Vertue, and:your too fierce Reſentment ——- 

Sir Fol. Do you fee there ? : 

Sir Da. Ay. ay, I do ſe, would I had never feen him, would he had 
lain withmy Wife in every Houſe between Charing-Croſs and Ald-Gate, 
fo this had never happend. | 

Sir Fol. In Troth, and would he had, but we are all mortal Neigh- 
bour, all mortal, to day we axe here, to morrow gone, like the ſhadow 
that vaniſheth; like the graſs that withereth, or like the Flower that fa- 
deth, or indeed-like any thing, or rather like nothing : but we are all 
mortal. 


Sir Da. Heigh ! | 

Lady D. Down, down that trap door, :t goes into a bathing-Room, 
for the reſt, 'leavE it to my Condudt. 

Sir Fol. ?Tis very unfortunate that you ſhould run- your ſelf into 
this premunire, Sir David. Ds 

Sir Da. Indeed, and ſo it is. 

Sir Fol. For a Gentleman, a man in Authority, a perſon in years, 
one that uſed to go to Church with his Neighbours. | 

Sir Da. Every Sunday, truly Sir Foly, - 

Sir Fol, Pay Scot and Lot to the Pariſh. 

Sir Da. Six pounds a year to the very Poor, without abatement or de- 
duction ; tis very hard, if io good a Common-Wealths-man ſhould 
be brought to ride in a Cart at laſt, and behang?d in a Sunſhiny morn- 
ing, to make Butchers and Suburb Apprentices a Holy-day ; I'll een 
run away. | 5 | 

Sir Fol. Run away ! . why then your eſtate will be forfeited, you'l loſe 
your Eſtate man, Sir 
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Sir De. Traly, you fay right, Friend, and a Man had better be half 
hang'd than loſe his Eſtate, you know. — © 

Sir Fol. Hang'd #- no, no, | think theres nogreat fear of Hanging 
neither , what, the Fellow was but a ſort of an unaccountable Fellow, as 
I heard you-ſay. wt | 

Sir Da. Ay, ay, a Pox on him, he was a Souldierly fort of a Vaga- 
bond, he had little or nothing but his ſins to live upon: If I could have 
had but Patience, he would have been hang'd within theſe two Months, 
and all this miſchief ſay'd. FE | 


Beaugard Riſes up bkg 4 Ghoſt at a Trap-door, juſt before 
©, © Sr Davy: - _ 


- Sir Da. Ah Lord ! the Devil, the Devil, the Devil. 

[Falls upon hjs Face. 
Sir Fol. Why, Sir Davy, Sir Davy, what ails you * What's the mat- 
ter with you ? | | | 

Sir Da. Let me alone, let me lie ſtill, I will not look up to ſee an 
Angel, O hh h. | 

Lady D. My Dear, why«do you do theſe. cruel things to affright me ? 
pray riſe and ſpeak to me. 

Sir Da. I dare not ſtir, I ſaw the Ghoſt again juſt now. 

Lady D. Ghoſt again! what Ghoſt ? where ? 

Sir Da. Why, there, there. 

Sir Fol. Here has been no Ghoſt. 

Sir Da. Why did you ſee nothing then ? | 

D. See-nothing! no, nothing but one another. 

Sir Da. Thea 1 amenchanted, or my cnd near at hand, Neighbour, 
w- Heay*ns fake Neighbour. adviſe me what I ſhall do to be ar 
wel... | | 
Sir Fol. Do! why what think you if the Body were removed ? 

Sir Da. Remoy?d! Pd give a hundred pound the Body were out 0? 
my Houſe; may be then the Deyil wou*d not beſo impudentr. 

Sir Fol. | have diſcover*d a door place in the Wall betwixt my La- 
dies. Chamber and one that belongs to me, if you think fit, we'll beat it 
down, and remove this troubleſome lump of Earth to my Houſe. 

Sir Da. But will ye be ſo kind ? 

Sir Fol, If you think it may by any means be ſerviceable to 


you. 

Sir Da. Truly if the Body were remoy'd, and diſpos'd of private- 
ly, that no more might be heard of the matter | hope he'll be as 
good as his word. | 


Sir Jol. Fear nothing, Ill warrant you, but in troth, I had utterly 
forgot one thing, utterly forgot it. : 
ir Da, What's that ? | I}; : 
Sir Fol, Why it will be abſolutcly neceſſary that my Lady ſtaid with 


me at my Houſe for one day; till _ were better ſetled. b 
; 2 ir 
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Sir Da. Ah, Sir Jolly! whateyer you think fit ! any thing of mine that 
you have a mind to; pray take her, pray take her, you ſhall be very wel- 
come ; hear you, my deareſt, there is byt one way for us to get rid of 
this untoward buſineſs, and Sir Folly has found it ont, therefore by all 
means go along with him, and be ruPd by him, and whatever Sir Jo!ly 
would have thee do, een do it, ſo heaven proſper ye, good b*wy,good 


b*wy, till I ſee you agatn. = ae (Exit, 
Sir Fol. This is certainly, the civileſt Cuckold in City, Town, or 
Country. 
Beau, Is he gone? [Steps out, 


Lady D. Yes, and has left poor me here. 
Bean. In troth, Madam, *cis barbarouſly done of him, to commit a 


horrid murder on the Body of an innocent poor Fellow, and then leaye 


you to ſtem the danger of it. | x 
Sir Fol. Odd anl were as thee Sweet-heart, I'd be reveng'd on him for 


it, ſol would: Go get you together, ſteal out of the honſe as ſofcly as 
you can, I'll meet ye in the P:azzz preſently, go, beſure ye ſteal out of 


the Houſe, and don't let Sir Davy ſee you. 
The Scene ſhnts, and Sir Jolly comes forwards, 


Enter Bloody-bones.. 


Bloody-bones. 

Blood. 1 am here, Sir. 

Sir Fol. Go you and Forrbine to my Houſe preſently, bid: Monſieur 
Fourbin remember that all things be ordered according to my directions, 
tell my Maids too I am coming home in a trice, bid *em get the great 
Chamber, and the Banquet I ſpoke for Ready preſently, and dye hear, 
carry the Minſtrels with ye too, for Pm reſolv'd to rejoyce this morning, 
let me ſee——Sir Davy. | 


Enter Sir Davy. 


- Sir Da, Ay Neighbour, *tis I; is the buſineſs done ? 1 cannot be ſatis- 
fd till I am ſure, have you remov'd the body, is it gone ? 

Sir Fol. Yes, yes, my Servants convey*d it out of the Houſe juſt now; 
well S:r Davy, a good morning to you : I wiſh you your health with all 
my Heart S:r Davy, the firlt thing you do though, I'd have you ſay your 
prayers by all means if you can. | 

Sir Da. If 1 can poſſibly, 1 wilt: 

Sir Fol. Well, God b*w'y CEx: Sir Jolly. 
4 Sir Da, God b'w'y heartily, good Neighbour Vermine, 

7ermine. 


Enter 


The Souldiers Fortune, 
Emer Vermin. 


Verm, Did your Honour call ? | 

Sir Da. Go run, run preſently over the Square, and call the Conſtable 
preſently, tell him here's Murder committed, and that I muſt ſpeak 
with him inſtantly —— PII &en carry him to my Neighbours, that he 
may find the dead body there, and ſolet my Neighbour be very fairly 


hangd in my ſtead, hah ! a very good jeſt as I hope to live, ha, ha, ha; 


hey, what's that ? 
Watchmen mn 4 aClock and a dark cloudy morning, good mor- 
the door. row my Maſters all, good morrow. 


Enter Conſtable, and Watch. 


Conſt. How?s this ! a door open, come in Gentlemen, ah, Sir 
Davy, your Honours humble ſervant ! 1 and my Watch going my morn. 
ing Rounds, \and finding your door open, made bold to enter to ſee 
there were no danger, your Worſhip. will excuſe our care, a good mor- 
ning to you, Sir. 

Sir Da. Oh Mr. Conſtable, Pm glad you're here, I ſent my man juſt 
now to call you, I have ſad news to tell you, Mr. Conſtable. 

Conſt. 1 am ſorry for that, Sir, ſad news ! 

* Sir Da, Oh ay, ſad news, very {a{incws truly : here has been murder 
committed, 

Conſt. Murder z if that's all, we arc your humble ſervants, Sir, well 
bid you good morrow, murd<1's nothing at this time o? night in Covenr- 
Garden, 

Sir Dav. Oh but this is a horrid bloody murder, done under my noſe, 
I cannot but take notice of it; though I am ſorry to tell you the Au- 
thors of it, very ſorry truly. 

Conſt, Was it co:amitted her? nzar hand ? 

Sir Da. Oh at the ver, ncxt door, a ſad murder indeed ; after they - 
had done they carried the Body privarely into my Neighbour Jolhes 
Houſe here, 1 am forry to tell ir you Mr. Conſtable, for I am affraid 
it will look but ſcurvil; on his ſide; though I ama Juſtice 0? Peace 
Gentlemen, and au bound. by my Oath to take notice of it, I can't 
help it. . | 

E Watch. 1 ncv>r iik*d that Sir Joly. 

Conſt. He thresi 24 me Yother day, for carrying a little dirty drag- 
gle-tail'd Whore tc Bridewell, and ſaid ſhe was his Couſin, Sir ; if-your 
Worſhip thinks it, «ll go ſearch his houſe. 

Sir De. Oh by ali means, Gentlemen, it muſt be fo, Juſtice muſt have 
its courſe, th. Ki-:g5 liege Subjets mult not be deſtroy'd. Yermin, 
carry Mr. Conl{t:ble and his Dragons iato the Cellar, and make em 
drink, 111 but {::p into my Study, put on my face of Authority, and 


call upon ye i*n.{tantly. p* 
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All Watchmen, We thank your honour. 
Scene changes to Sir Jollies, A Banquet. 

Emter Sir Jolly, Beaugard, and Lady Dunce. 


Sir Fol. $6, are ye come ? I am glad on't, odd yare welcome, very 
welcome, odd ye are, here's a ſmall Banquet, but I hope *cwill pleaſe 
you, ſit ye down, fit ye down, both together, nay, both together : A 
Pox o? him that parts ye, I ſay. ; 

Beavg. Sir Folly, this might be an Entertainment for Anthony and 
Cleopatra, were hey living. 8 | 

Sir Jolly. Piſh! A Pox of Anthony and Cleopatra, they are dead and 
rotten long ago, come, come, time's but ſhort, time's but ſhort, and 
muſt be made the beſt uſe of ; for ; 


Youths a flower that ſoon does fade, 
And Life is but a Span, 

Man was for the Woman made, 
And Woman made for Man. 


Why now wecan be bold, and make merry, and frisk, and be brisk, 
—_ and make a noiſe, and——odd, I am pleagd, mightily pleagd, 
odd I am. © | 

Lady D. Really, Sir Jolly, you are more a Philoſopher than I thought 

ou were. 
F Sir Fol. Philoſopher, Madam / Yes, Madam, I have read Books in 
my time; odd Ar:torle, in ſome things, had very pretty Notions, he 
was an underſtanding Fellow. Why don't ye eat, odd an* ye dowr eat, — 
here Child, here's ſome Ringoes, help,help your Neighbour a little,odd 
they are very good, very comfortable, very cordial. | 

Beaug. vir Folly, your Health. 

Sir Fol. With all my heart, old Boy. 

R Lady D. Dear Sir Folly what are theſe ? I never taſted of theſe be- 
Boe.  * 

Sir Fol, That! eat it, eat it, eat it when I bid you; odd *tis the 
root Satyrion, a very precious Plant, I gather *%em every May my ſelf, 
odd they'l make an old Fellow of ſixty-five cut a Caper like a Dancing- 
Maſter; give me ſome Wine : Madam, here's a health, here's a 

health Madam, here's a health to honelt Sir Davy, faith and troth, ha, 
he, ha, | [ Dance, 


Enter Bloody-bones. 


Blood. Sir, Sir, Sir! What will you do? yonder's the Conſtable and 


all his Watch at the Door, and threatens demoliſhment, if not admitted 
preſently. | 


Str 
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Sir Fol, Odds ſo! odds ſo! the Conſtable and his Watch / what's 
to be done now? get ye both into the Al:ove there, get ye gone 
quickly, ; png. no noiſe, no noiſe, dye hear the Conſtable and his 
Watch ! A Pox on the Conſtable and his Watch, what the Devil have 
the Conſtable and his Watch to do here ? 


Emer Conſtable, Watch, and Sir Davy. Scene ſhuts, 
Sir Jolly comes forward. 


Conſt. This way, this way, Gentlemen, ſtay one of ye at the door, 
and ler no body paſs, do you hear ? Sir Folly, your ſeryant. 

Sir Fol. What this outrage, this diſturbance committed upon my 
Houſe and Family; Sir, Sir, Sir ! What do you mean by theſe doings 
ſweet Sir ? hoh! | ALE 

Conſt. Sir having received information that the Body of a murder'd 
Man is conceal'd in your Houſe, I am come, according to my duty, 
to make ſearch and diſcover the truth, .ſtand to my aſliſtance, 
Gentlemen. 

Sir Jol. A murder'd man, Sir ! | 

Sir Da. Yes a murder'd Man Sir, Sir Folly, Sir Folly, I am ſorgy to 

ſee a perſon of your CharaQter and Figure in the Pariſh concern'd in 
Murder, I fay. 
_ Sir Fol. Here's a Dog! here's a Rogue for you, here's a Villain, here*s- 
a Cuckoldly Son of his Mother, I never knew a Cuckold in my life, 
that was not a falſe Rogue in his heart, there are no honeſt Fellows 
living but Whore-maſters; heark you Sir, what a Pox do you mean ? 
pou had beſt play the Fool and ſpoil all, you had, what's all this 
or ? 

Sir Da. When your worſhip's come'to be hang'd youl find the 
meaning on'r, Sir. I ſay once more, ſearch the Houſe. 

Conſt. It ſhall be done, Sir, come-a-long Friends. 

| [Exit Conſtable and Watch. 

Sir Fol. Search my Houſe, oh Lord, ſearch my Houſe; what will be- 
come of me? I ſhall loſe my Reputation with Man and Woman, and 
no body will ever truſt me again : Oh Lord, ſearch my Houſe, all will 
be diſcover®d do what I can; VI ſing a Song like a dying Swan, and 
try to give *em warning, 


* Go from the Window, my Love, my Love, my Love, 
Go from the Window my Dear, 
The Wind and the Rain 
Has brought *em back again, 
And thou canſt have no Lodging here. 


Oh Lord, ſearch my Houſe ! 
Sir Da. Break down that door, Ill have that Door broke open, 


break down that door, I ſay. [Knocking within. 


Sir 
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| Sir Fol. Very well done, break down my doors ! break down my 
walls, Gentlemen ! plunder my Houſe raviſh my Maids” Ah curſt be 
Cuckolds, Cuckolds, Conſtables and Cuckolds. 


Scene draws and diſcovers Beaugard and Lady Dunce. 


Beang. Stand off, by heav'n the firſt that comes here comes upon his 
death. ; 

Sir Da.'Sir, your humble Servant, I am glad to ſee you are alive again 
with all my heart ; Gentlemen, here's no harm done Gentlemen, here's 
no body mnrder*'d Gentlemen, the May's alive again Gentlemen, but 
here's my Wife Gentlemen, and a fine Gentleman with her Gentle- 
men and Mr, Conſtable, I hope you'll bear me witneſs Mr, Con- 
ſtable. | 

Sir Fol. That he's a Cuckold, Mr. Conſtable. [ Aſide. 

Beawg. Heark ye, ye Curs, keep off from ſnapping at my heels, or 
I ſhall ſo feague ye. 

Sir Fol. Get ye gone ye Dogs, ye Rogues, ye night Toads of the 
Pariſh Dungeon, diſturb my Houſe at theſe unſeaſonable hours, get 
ye out of my doors, get ye gone, or Pll brain ye, Dogs, Rogues, Vil- 
lain?, [Exeunt Conſtable and Watch. 

Beaug. And next for you Sir Coxcomb, you ſee I am not Murder'd, 
though you paid well for the performance z what think you of bribing 
my own Man to Butcher me. 


Enter Fourbin and Bloody-bones. 


Look ye Sir, he can cut a Throat upon occaſion, and heres another 
dreſſes a man's heart with Oyl and Pepper, better than any Cook in 
Chriſtendome. | 

Fourb, Will your Worſhip pleaſe to have one for your Breakfaſt this 
morning ? 

Sir Da. With all my heart, Sweet-heart, any thing in the World, faith 
and troth, ha, ha, ha, this is the pureſt ſport, ha ha ha. 


Enter Vermin. 


Verm, Oh, Sir, the moſt unhappy and moſt unfortunate news! There 
has been a Gentleman inMadam Sylv;ia*s Chamber all this night, who 
juſt as you went out of doors, carry*d her away, and whither they are 
gone, no body knows. 

Sir Da, With all my heart, I am glad on*c Child, I would not 
care if he had carry'd away my Houſe and all, Man ; unhappy news 
quotha ! poor Fool, he does not know I am a Cuckold, and that any 
body may make bold with what belongs to me, ha, ha, ha; I am fo 

_— _= ha, ha. I think I was never ſo pleag'd in all my life before, 
a, 


Beaug, 
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Beaug, Nay, Sir, I have a-hank upon-you, there are Laws for Cut- 
throats, Sir, and as you tender your future credit, take this wrong'd 
Lady home, and uſe her handſomly, uſe her like my Miſtriſs, Sir, do you 
mark me, that when we think fit to meet again, I hear no complaint of 
you, this muſt be done Friend. 

Szr Fol, In troth, and it is but reaſonable, very reaſonable in troth, 

Lady D. Can you, my Dear, forgive me one misfortune ? 

Sir Da, Madam, in one word, I-am thy Ladyſhips moſt humble 
Servant and Cuckold, Sir Davy Dxxce Kt. Living in Covent-Garder, ha, 
ha, ha, well this is mighty pretty, ha, ha, ha. 


Enter Sylvia followed by Courtine. 


Sylv, Sir Folly, ah Sir Folly, proteft me or Pm ryin'd. 

Sir Fol, My little Minikin, is it thy ſqueek ? 

Beang. My dear Courrine, welcome. 

Sir fol, Well Child, and what would that wicked fellow do to thee 
Child? hah Child, Child, what would he do to thee ? 

Sylv. Oh, Sir, he has moſt inhumanely ſeduc'd me out of my Uncle's 
Houſe, andthreatens to marry me. 

Court, Nay, Sir, and ſhe _—_ no more grace before her eyes nei- 
ther, has &en taken me at my word. 

Sir Fol. In troth, and that's very uncivilly done: I don't like theſe Mar- 
riages, I'll have no Marriages in my Houſe, and there's an end on't. 

ir D:. A::d do you intend to marry my Niece, Friend ? 


Court, Y:* ©, and never ask your conſent neither. 

Fir '*. 4.1... a0d trat's very well ſaid, lam glad ont withall my 
hew 4 1. - ». *23 live thenſand pound to her Portion, and my 
Eſtee? 7. + 4, 81, this1s the happieſt day, ha, ha, ha. 

+ 4dr, likg Man and Wife agree, 
vo! OC Ad EV MCmmmnmemmencen LG mine f0 me. Ha, haz ha. 
Beaug. Coutts, \ 1.:1h thee Joy, thou art come opportunely to be. a 
Witneſs of a :  '--*: Reconcilement between me and that worthy Knight 


Sir Davy Dunc:, \1.;ich to preſerve inviolate, you muſt, Sir,before we part 
enter into ſuch Covenants for performance as I ſhall think fit. 

Sir Da. No more to be ſaid, it ſhall be done Sweet-heart, but don't 
be too hard upon me, uie me gently as thou did?ſt my Wife, gently, 
ha, ha, haz a very good Jeſt, faith, ha, ha, ha, or ifhe ſhould be 
cruel to me Gentlemen, and take this advantage over a poor Cornuto, to 
lay me ina Priſon, or throw me in a Dungeon, art leaſt. 


I hope amongſt all you, Sirs, I ſhawt fail 
To fmd one Brother-Cuckold out for Bail. 
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PROLOGUE, by the Lord | 


F": ſaken Dames with leſs concern refl:&t 


On their inconſtant Hero's cold negletts, 

Than we (provok'd by this Ungrateful Age, ) 

Bear the hard Fate of our abandond Stage ,, _ 
With grief we ſee you raviſht from our Arms, 
And Curſe the Feeble Vertue of our Charms : 
Curſe your falſe hearts, for none ſo falſe as they, 
And curſe the Eyes that ſtole thoſe hearts away. 
Remember Faithleſs Friends there was a time, 
(But oh the ſad remembrance of our Prime | ) 
When to onr Arms with eager joys ye flew, 
; ALhid we believ'd your treach*rous Hearts as true , 
_ As Ore-was _ of ours to one of you : - 
| But a more powrful.* Saint enjoys ye now ;, *Pope Joan. 
Fraught wb fore ſins and ab olioian too; . he 
To her are all your pious Vows adreſt, | 
She*s both your Loves, and your Religions Teſt, 
The fart Prelate of her time, and beſt, l 
We own her more deſerving far then we, 
Ajuſt excuſe for yoar inconſtancy, | 
Yet *twas unkindly done to, leave ns ſo : , 
Firſt to betray with Love, and then undo, . 6 
| A horrid. Crime yare all addifted to, 
: Too ſoon, alas, your Appetites are cloy'd, 
| | And Phillis rules no more, when once enjoy'd: 
But all raſh Oaths of Love and conſtancy, 
With the roo ſhort forgotten Pleaſures & 
f Whilſt. ſhe, poor Soul, robÞd of her deareſt eaſe, 
Still _— 01, with vain deſire to pleaſe ;, 
| And. reſtleſs follows you from place to place, 
F For Tributes due to her Autumnal Face : 38 ; 

| Deſerted thus by ſuch ungrateful-men, 
| How can we hope =» Ore return agen? 
Hers no new Charm to ny ye as before, | 

Wit now's our only Treaſure left in ſtore, 
© +, Hind thats a Coyn will paſs with you no more : | 
 Tou who ſuch dreadful Bullies would appear, ) 
(True: Bullyes ! quiet when there”s danger near) . | 
 Shew your great Souls in damning Poets here. . | 
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Tth the diſcharge of Paſſions much oppreſt, . 
| Diſturb'd in Brain, _ ve in: his: Breaſt, 
Full 4 thoſe thoughts w 
And by Imagination half grown mad; © 
The Poet led abroad his Meurning Muſe, ' * * 
And let her range, to ſee what ſport ſhe'd chuſe. - 
Straight like a Bird got looſe, and on the Wing, 
Pleas'd with her freedoni, ſhe began to Sing? \* .. » 
Each Note was Eccho'd all the Vale along, + . \* 
And this was what ſhe utter d in her Song. | 
Wretch, write. no more for an uncertain fame, - 
Nor call thy Muſe, when thou art dull; to Blame : 
Conſider with thy ſelf how th'art unfit 
To make that Monſter of Mankind, a Wit 
A Wit's a Toad, who ſwell'd with filly pride, 
Full of himſelf, ſcorns all the World beſide ; 
Civil would ſeem, though he good manners lacks, 
Smiles on all faces, rails behind all backs : 
If ere good natur d, nought to Ridicule, 
Good nature melts a Wit into a Fool : 
Plac'd high, like ſome Fack-Pudding in a Hall, 
At Chritmas Revels he makes ſport for all. 
So much in little praiſes he delights, 
But when he's anzry draws his Pen and Writes : 
A Wit to no man will his dues allow, 
| Wits will not part with a good word that's due : 
So who &'re Ventures on the Ragged Coaſt 
Of arving Poets, certainly is to , 
They ratl like Porters at the' Penny- Poſt. 
At a new Author's Play ſee one but fit, 
Making his ſnarling froward face of Wit, 
The Merit he allowes, and praiſe he grants, 
Comes like a Tax from a poor Wretch that wants. - 
0 Poets, have a care of one another, 
There's hardly one amongſt ye true to t other: 


_ 
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Like Trincalo's and Stephano's ye Play © 
The lewdeſt tricks, each other to _ 
Like Foes detraft, yet flatt ring friend-like ſmile, 
And all is one another to begui 

Of Praiſe, - the Monſter of your Barren Iſle. 

Enjoy the Proſtitute ye ſo admire, 

Enjoy her to the C4 our defire, 

Whilſt this poor Sctibler wiſhes to retire, 

Where he may ne're repeat his Follies more 

But Curſe the Fate that wrack't him on your Shore. 
Now you, who this day as his Judges fit, 

After y ave heard what he has ſaid of Wit, 

Ought for your own ſakes not to be ſevere, 

But ſhew ſo much to think he meant none here. 
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M J Lord, 


| was not without a great deal of debate with my 


ſelf, that I could refolve to make this Preſent to 
Your Lordſhip : For though Epiſtles Dedicato- 
ry be lately grown ſo Epidenucal , that cither 
ſooner or later, no man of ay ( whom the leaſt 
Author has the leaſt pretence to be troubleſome to) 
can eſcape them; yet methought Your Lordſhip ſhould 
be as much aboye the common Perplexities that at- 
rend Your Quality, as You are above the common 
Level of it, as weluin tic moſt Exalted Degrees of 4 
Noble Generous Spirit, as ina piercing Apprehenſion, 
| Underſtanding, and daily ri pning Fadgann, all 
weetned by an obliging Aﬀability and Condeſcention, 
of which 7 have often, in the Honour of Your Con- 
verſation, had particular cauſe to-be proud ; and for 
which therefore, a more-than ordinary reaſon, now, 
to be Grateful. 

Andit isupon that pretence, I here preſume to ſhelter 
this Trifle under Your Protection ; or indeed, 1t. has 
great need of ſuch Protection :. having at its firſt com- 
Ing .into. the World met with many Enemies, and 
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